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ADVERTISEMENT 


T O T H E 

READER. 


The  plays  of  Shakespeare  have  been  fo  often 
republiflied,  with  every  feeming  advantage 
which  the  joint  labours  of  men  of  the  firft  abi- 
lities could  procure  for  them,  that  one  would  hardly 
imagine  they  could  ftand  in  need  of  any  thing  beyond 
the  illuftration  of  fome  few  dark  paflages.  Modes  of 
expreflion  muft  remain  in  obfeurity,  or  be  retrieved 
from  time  to  time,  as  chance  may  throw  the  books 
of  that  age  into  the  hands  of  critics  who  lhall  make 
’a  proper  ufe  of  them.  Many  have  been  of  opinion 
that  his  language  will  continue  obfeure  to  all  thofe 
who  are  unacquainted  with  the  provincial  exprcfTions 
which  they  fuppofe  him  to  have  ufed ; but  for  my 
own  part,  I cannot  believe  but  that  thofe  which  are  now 
local  may  once  have  been  univerfal,  and  muft  have  been 
the  language  of  thofe  perfons  before  whom  his  plays 
were  reprefented.  Elowever,  it  is  certain  that  the  in- 
ftances  of  obfeurity  from  this  fource  arc  very  few. 

Some 


/ 
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Some  have  been  of  opinion  that  even  a particular 
fyntax  prevailed  in  the  time  of  Shakespeare  ^ but,  as  I 
do  not  recoiled  that  any  proofs  were  ever  brought  in 
fupport  of  that  fentiment,  I own  I am  of  the  con- 
trary opinion. 

In  his  time  indeed  a different  arrangement  of  fyb 
lables  had  been  introduced  in  imitation  of  the  Latin, 
as  we  find  in  Ascham^  and  the  verb  was  very  frequeiitly 
kept  back  in  the  fentence  j but  in  Shakespeare  no 
marks  of  it  are  difcernible ; and  though  the  rules  of 
fyntax  were  more  flriclly  obferved  by  the  writers  of 
that  age  than  they  have  been  fince.  He  of  all  the  num- « 
ber  is  perhaps  the  mofi:  ungrammatical.  To  make 
his  meaning  intelligible  to  his  audience  feems  to  have 
been  his  only  care,  and  with  the  eafe  of  converfation 
he  has  adopted  its  incorrednefs. 

■ The  pafl  editors,  eminently  qualified  as  they  were 
by  genius  and  learning  for  this  undertaking,  want- 
ed induftry ; to  cover  which  they  publifhed  cata- 
logues, tranferibed  at  random,  of  a greater  num- 
ber of  old  copies  than  ever  they  can  be  fuppofed 
to  have  had  in  their  poiTeffion  j when,  at  the  fame 
time,  they  never  examined  the  few  which  we  know, 
they  had,  with  any  great  degree  of  accuracy.  The 
lafl  Editor  alone  has  dealt  fairly  with  the  world  in  this 
particular  ; he  profeffes  to  have  made  ufe  of  no  more 
than  he  'had  really  feen,  and  has  annexed  a lift  of  fuch 
to  every  play,  together  wdth  a complete  one  of  thofe 
fuppofed  to  be  in  being,  at  the  conclufion  of  his  work, 

whether 
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whether  he  had  been  able  to  procure  them  for  the  fer- 
vice  of  it  or  not. 

For  thefe  reafons  I thought  it  would  not  be  unac- 
ceptable to  the  lovers  of  Shakespeare  to  collate  all  the 
Quartos  I could  find,  comparing  one  copy  with  the  reft, 
where  there  were  more  than  one  of  the  fame  play  ; 
and  to  multiply  the  chances  of  their  being  prefcrved, 
by  colleding  them  into  volumes,  inftead  of  leaving  the 
few  that  have  efcaped,  to  fhare  the  fate  of  the  reft, 
which  was  probably  haftened  by  their  remaining  in 
the  form  of  pamphlets,  their  ufe  and  value  being 
equally  unknown  to  thofe  iiifo  whofe  hands  they 
fell. 

Of  fome  I have  printed  more  than  one  copy  *,  as 
.there  are  many  perfons,  v/ho  not  contented  with  the 
pofleftion  of  a finifhed  pidlure  of  fome  great  mafter, 
are  defirous  to  procure  the  firft  ft-cetch  that  was  made 
•for  it,  that  they  may  have  the  pleafure  of  tracing  the 
.progrefs  of  the  artift  from  tlie  firft  light  colouring  to 
the  finifhing  ftroke.  To  fuch  the  earlier  editions  of 
King  John,  • Henry  the  Fifth,  Henry  the 
Sixth,  The  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,  and  Ro- 
meo AND  Juliet,  will,  I apprehend,  not  be  unwel- 
come ; fince  in  thefe  we  may  difeern  as  much  as  will 

be  found  in  the  hafty  outlines  of  the  pencil,  with 

0 

a fair  profpe6l  of  that  perfedlion  to  which  He  brought 
every  performance  He  took  the  pains  to  retouch. 

The 


t 
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The  general  charadter  of  the  Quarto  editions 
may  more  advantageoufly  be  taken  from  the  words 
of  Mr.  Pope,  than  from  any  recommendation  of  my 
own. 

'N 
• y 

‘‘  The  folio  edition  (fays  he)  in  which  all  the 
“ plays  we  now  receive  as  his  were  firft  collected, 
‘‘  was  publiihed  by  two  players,  H EMiNGEs  and  CoN- 
‘‘  DELL,  in  1625,  feven  years  after  his  deceafe.  They 

V 

declare  that  all  the  other  editions  were  ftolen  and 
furreptitious,  and  affirm  theirs  * to  be  purged  from 
‘‘  the  errors  of  the  former.  This  is  true  as  to  the 
literal  errors,  and  no  other  ; for  in  all  refpecfls  elfc 
it  is  far  w^orfe  than  the  quartos. 

Fip^st,  becaufe  the  additions  of  trifling  and  bom- 
baft  paftages  are  in  this  edition  far  more  numerous. 
For  whatever  had  been  added  fince  thofe  quartos,  by 
the  adors,  or  had  ftolen  from  their  mouths  into  the 
written  parts,  v/ere  from  thence  conveyed  into  the 
printed  text,  and  all  ftand  charged  upon  the  author. 
He  himfelf  complained  of  this  tifage  in  Hamlet, 
“ where  he  wiffics  those  who  play  the  clowns 

WOULD  speak  NO  MORE  THAN  IS  SET  DOWN  FOR  THEM 

‘‘  ( Ad.  3.  Sc.  4.)  But  as  a proof  that  he  could  not  efcape 
it,  in  the  old  editions  of  Romeo  and  Juliet,  there 
“ is  no  hint  of  the  mean  conceits  and  ribaldries  now 
to  be  found  there.  In  others  the  feenes  of  the  mobs, 
plebeians,  and  clowns  are  vaftly  ffiorter  than  at  pre- 
fent  ; and  I have  feen  one  in  particular  (which 

feems 


[ 9 ] • 

feems  to  have  belonged  to  the  playhoufe,  by  hav- 
ing  the  parts  divided  by  lines,  and  the  a6tors  names 
« in  the  margin)  where  feveral  of  thofe  very  pafiages 
were  added  in  a written  hand,  which  fince  are  to  be 
found  in  the  folio. 

‘‘  In  the  next  place,  a number  of  beautiful  pafiages 
‘‘  were  omitted  which  were  extant  in  the  firfi:  fingle 
« editions  ; as  it  feems  without  any  other  reafon*than 
‘‘  their  wdllingnefs  to  fiiorten  fome  feehes.” 

To  this  I muft  add,  that  I cannot  help  looking  on 
the  Folio  as  having  fuffered  other  injuries  from  the  li- 
centious alteration  of  the  players  j aS  we  frequently 
find  in  it  an.unufual  word  changed  into  one  more  po- 
pular; .fometimes  to  the  weakening  the  fenfe,  which 
rather  feems  ^ to  have  been  their  work,  who  knew 
that  plainnefs  was  necefifary  for  the  audience  of  an  illi- 
terate age,  than  that  it  was  done  by  the  confent  of 
the  author  : for  he  would  hardly  have  unnerved  a line 
in-  his  written  copy,  which  they  pretend  to  have  tran- 
Icribed,  however  he  might  have  permitted  many  to 
have  been  familiarized  in  the  reprefentation.  Were  I 
to  indulge  my  own  private  conje6ture,  I fhould  fup- 
pofe  that  his  blotted  manuferipts  were  read  over  by 
one  to  another  among  thofe . who  were  appointed  to 
tranferibe  them ; and  hence  it  might  eafily  happen,  that 
words  of  fimilar  founds,  though  of  fenfes  diredliy  oppo- 
fite,  might  be  confounded  with  each  other.  They  them- 
felves  declare  that  Shakespeare’s  time  of  blotting  was- 
VoL.  I,  b paft. 
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paft,  and  yet  half  the  errors  we  find  in  their  edition  could 
not  be  merely  typographical.  Many  of  the  Quarto’s 
(as  our  own  printers  afllire  me)  were  far  from  being  un- 
fkilfully  executed,  and  fome  of  them  were  much  more 
correctly  printed  than  the  Folio,  which  was  publifiied  at 
the  charge  of  the  fame  proprietors,  whofe  names  we  find 
prefixed  to  the  older  copies : and  I cannot  join  with 
Mr.  Pope  in  acquitting  that  edition  of  more  literal  er- 
rors than  thofe  which  went  before  it.  The  particles  in 
it  feem  to  be  as  fortuitoufiy  difpofed,  and  proper  names 
as  frequently  undiftinguifhed  by  Italic  or  capital  letters 
from  the  reft  of  the  text.  The  punctuation  is  equally  ac- 
cidental-, nor  do  I fee  on  the  whole  any  greater  marks  of 
a Ikilful  revifal,  or  the  advantage  of  being  printed  from 
ainblotted  originals  in  the  one,  than  in  the  other.  One 
reformation  indeed  there  feems  to  have  been  made,  and 
that  very  laudable  I mean  the  fubftitution  of  more 
general,  terms  for  a name  too  often  unneceftarily  in- 
voked on  the  ftage ; but  no  jot  of  obfeenity  is  omitted : 
.and  their  caution  againft,  prophanenefs  is,  in  my 
opinion,  the  only  thing  for  which  we  are  indebted  to 
the  judgment  of  the  editors  of  the  Folio. 


Flow  much  may  be  done  by  the  afiiftance  of  the  old 
copies  will  now  be  eafily  known  ^ but  a more  difficult 
taflc  remains  behind,  wffiicli  calls  for  other  abilities  than 
are  requifite  in  the  laborious  collator. 


From  a diligent  perufal  of  the  comedies  of  contem- 
porary authors,  I am  perfuaded  that  the  meaning  of 

many 
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many  exprefTions  in  Shakespeare  might  be  retrieved  ; 
for  the  language  of  converfation  can  only  be  expedted 
to  be  preferved  in  works,  which  in  their  time  aflumed 
the  merit  of  being  pictures  of  men  and  manners. 
The  ftile  of  converfation  we  may  fuppofe  to  be  as  much 
altered  as  that  of  books  ; and  in  confequencc  of  tlie 
c^^ge  we  have  no  other  authorities  to  recur  to  in 
cafe.  Should  our  language  ever  be  recalled  to 
4 Uriel:  examination,  and  the  faflrion  become  general  of 
iftriving  to  maintain  our  old  acquifitions  infbead  of  gain- 
ing; new  ones,  which  we  fliall  be  at  laft  obliged  to  -give 
up,  or  be  incumbered  with  their  weight ; it  will  then 
be  lamented  that  no  regular  colledbon  was  ever  formed 
of  the  old  English  books ; from  which,  as  from  antient 
repofitories,  we  might  recover  words  and  phrafes  as 
pften  as  caprice  or  wantonnefs  Ihould  call  for  va- 
riety ; inftead  of  thinking  it  neceflary  to  adopt  new 
■ ones,  or  barter  folid  ftrength  for  feeble  fplendor,  which 
no  language  has-  long  admitted,  and  retained  its 
, purity. 

We  wonder  that  before  the  time  of  Shakespeare, 
we  find  the  ftage  in  a (late  fo  barren  of  productions,  but 
forget  that  we  have  hardly  any  acquaintance  with  the 
'authors  of  that  period,  though  fome  few  of  their  drama- 
tic pieces  may  remain.  The  fame  might  be  almoft  faid 
of  the  interval  between  that  age  and  the  age  of  Dry- 
den,  the  performances  of  which,  not  being  preferved 
in  fets,  or  diffufed  as  now,  by  the  greater  number 
printed,  mull  lapfe  apace  into  the  fame  obfeurity. 

b 2 Vixere 
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Vixere  fortes  ante  Agamemnona 

Multi—— 

and  yet  we  are  contented  from  a few  fpecimens  only  to 
form  our  opinions  of  the  genius  of  ages  gone  before  us. 
Even  while  we  are  blaming  the  tafte  of  that  audience 
which  received  with  applaufe  the  worft  plays  in  the 
reign  of  CnARLES  the  fecond,  we  fliould  confider  that 
the  few  in  poflefTion  of  our  theatre,  which  would  never  ' 
liave  been  heard  a fecond  time  had  they  been  written 
now,  were  probably  the  beft  of  hundreds  which  had 
been  difmilTed  v/ith  general  cenfure.  The  collection 
of  plays,  interludes,  &c.  made  by  Mr.  Garrick, 
with  an  intent  to  de^ofit  them  hereafter  in  fome  public 
library,  will  be  confidered  as  a valuable  acquifition  ♦,  for 
pamphlets  have  never  yet  been  examined  with  a proper 
regard  to  pofterity.  ‘ Moll  of  the  obfolete  pieces  will  be 
'found  on  enquiry  to  have  been  introduced  into  libraries 
•but  fome  few  years  fince  j and  yet  thofe  of  the  prefent 
age,  which  may  one  time  or  other  prove  as  ufeful,  are 
ftill  entirely  neglected.  I fhould  be  remifs,  I am  fure,  ‘ 
were  I to  forget  my  acknowledgments  to  the  Gentleman 
.1  have  jufl:  mentioned,  to  whofe  benevolence  I owe  the 
ufe  of  feverai  of  the  fcarcefl  Quarto’s,  v/hich  I could  not 
‘otherwife  have  obtained;  though  I advertifed  for  them, 
with  fufhcient  offers,  as  I thought,  either  to  tempt  the 
^cafual  owner  to  fell,  or  the  curious  to  communicate 
them  •,  but  Mr.  Garrick’s  zeal  would  not  permit  him 
to  withhold  any  thing  that  might  ever  fo  remotely  tend 
to  fhew  the  perfeclions  of  that  author  who  could  only 
have  enabled  him  to  difplay  his  own.  It 
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It  is  not  merely,  to  obtain  juflice  to  Shakespeare, 
that  I have  made  this  colledion,  and  advife  others  to  be 
made.  The  general  intereft  of  English  literature,  and 
the  attention  due  to  our  own  language  and  hiflory,  re- 
quire that  our  ancient  writings  fhould  be  diligently  re- 
viewed. There  is  no  age  which  has  not  produced  fomc 
works  that  deferved  to  be  remembered  ; and  as  words 
and  phrafes  are  only  underftood  by  comparing  them 
in  different  places,  the  lower  writers  muff;  be'  read  for 
the  explanation  of  the  higheft.  No  language  can  be 
afcertained  and  fettled,  but  by  deducing  its  words 
from  their 'Original  fources,  and  tracing  them  through 
their  fuccefiive  varieties  of  fignification ; and  this  de- 
dudtion  can  only  be  performed  by  confulting  the  ear- 
lieft  and  intermediate  authors. 

Enough  has  been  already  done  to  encourage  us  to 
do* more.  Dr.  Hickes,  by  reviving  the  ftudy  of  the 
Saxon  language,  feems  to  have  excited  a ftronger  cu- 
riofity  after  old  English  writers,  than  ever  had  ap- 
peared before.  Many  volumes  which  were  moulder- 
ing in  duff  have  been  colledted  j many  authors  which 
were  forgotten  have  been  revived ; many  laborious  ca- 
talogues have  been  formed ; and  many  judicious  glof- 
faries  compiled  : the  literary  tranfadlions  of  the  darker 
ages  are  now  open  to  difcovery  *,  and  the  language  in 
its  intermediate  gradations,  from  the  Conqueff;  to  the 
Refloration,  is  better  underftood  than  in  any  former 
time. 

b 3 


To 
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To  incite  the  continuance,  and  encourage  the  ex- 

j 

tenfion  of  this  domeflic  curiofity,  is  one  of  the  pur- 
pofes  of  the  prefent  publication.  In  the  plays  it  con^ 
tains,  the  poet’s  firfl  thoughts  as  well  as  words  are  pre- 
ferved  *,  the  additions  made  in  fubfequent  impreflions, 
diilinguilhed  in  italics,  and  the  performances  them- 
felves  make  their  appearance  with  every  typographical 
error,  fiich  as  they  were  before  they  fell  into  the  hands 
of  the  player-editors.  The  various  readings,  which  can 
only  be  attributed  to  chance,  are  fet  down  among  the 
reft,  as  I did  not  chufe  arbitrarily  to  determine  for 
others  which  were  ufelefs,  or  which  were  valuable.  And 
many  words  differing  only  by  the  fpelling,  or  ferving 
merely  to  ftiew  the  diiftculties  which  they  to  whofe  lot  it 
firft  fell  to  difentangle  their  perplexities  muft  have  en- 
countered, are  exhibited  with  the  reft.  I muft  ac- 
knowledge that  fome  few  readings  have  ftipped  in  by 
miftake,  which  can  pretend  to  ferve  no  purpofe  of  ib 
luftration,  but  were  introduced  by  confining  myfelf  to 
note  the  minuteft  variations  of  the  copies,  which  foon 
convinced  me  that  the  oldeft  were  in  general  the  moft 
corred.  Though  no  proof  can  be  given  that  the  poet 
fuper-intended  the  publication  of  any  one  of  thefe  him- 
felf,  yet  we  have  little  feafon  to  fuppofe  that  he  who 
wrote  atthccommandof  Elizabeth,  and  under  the  pa- 
tronage of  Southampton,  Was  fo  very  negligent  of  his 
fame  as  to  permit  the  moft  incomipetent  judges,  fuch  as 
the  players  were,  to  vary  at  their  pleafure  what  he  had 
fet  down  for  the  firft  fingle  editions  ^ and  we  have  bet- 
ter grounds  for  a fufpicion  that  his  works  did  rnatefially 

fuffer 
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fuffer  from  their  prefumptuous  ‘ corredlions-  after  his 
death. 

It  is  very  well  known,  that  before  the  time  of 
Shakespeare,  the  art  of  making  title  pages  was  prac- 
tifed  with  as  much,  or  perhaps  more  fuccefs  than  it  has 
been  fince.  Accordingly,  to  all  his  plays  we  find  long 
and  defcriptive  ones,  which  when  they  were  firft 
publiflied  were  of  great  fervice  to  the  venders  of 
them.  Pamphlets  of  every  kind  were  hawked  about 
the  ftreets,  by  a fet  of  people  refembling  his  own 
Autolycus,  who  proclaimed  aloud  the  qualities  of 
what  they  offered  to  fale,  and  might  draw  in  many  a 
purchafer  by  the  mirth  he  was  taught  to  exped:  from 

THE  HUMOURS  OF  CoRPORAL  NyM,  OR  THE  SWAG- 
GERING VAINE  OF  Auncient  Pistoll,  wlio  was  not 
to  be  tempted  by  the  reprefentation  of  a fad;  merely 

hiftorical.  The  players,  however,  laid  afide  the  whole 

} 

of  this  garniture,  not  finding  it  fo  neceffary  to  procure 
fuccefs  to  a bulky  volume,  when  the  author’s  reputation 
was  eftablifhed,  as  it  had  been  to  befpeak  attention  to 
a few  ftraggling  pamphlets  while  it  was  yet  uncertain. 

The  fixteen  plays  which  are  not  in  thefc  volumes, 
remained  unpublifhed  till  the  Folio  in  the  year  1623, 
though  the  compiler  of  a work  called  The  atrical  Re- 
cords, mentions  different  fingle  editions  of  every  one 
of  them  before  that  time.  But  as  no  one  of  the  editors 
could  ever  meet  with  fuch,  nor  has  any  one  elfe  pre- 
tended to  have  feen  them,  I think  myfelf  at  liberty 
to  fuppofe  the  compiler  fupplied  the  defedls  of  the 
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lift  out  of  his  own  imagination ; fince  he  muft  have 
had  fingular  good  fortune  to  have  been  poflefted  of 
tw’o  or  three  different  copies  of  all,  when  neither 
editors  nor  collectors,  in  the  courfe  of  near  fifty  years, 
have  been  able  fo  much  as  to  obtain  the  fight  of  one 
of  the  number. 

At  the  end  of  the  laft  volume  I have  added  a, tra- 
gedy of  King  Leir,  publifhed  before  that  of  Shake- 
spe  are,  which  it  is  not  improbable  he  might  have  feen, 
as  the  father  kneeling  to  the  daughter,  when  flie  kneels 
to  afk  his  bleffing,  is  found  in  it  •,  a circumftance  two 
poets  v/ere  not  very  likely  to  have  hit  on  feparately ; 
and  which  feems  borrowed  bv  the  latter  with  his  ufual 
judgment,  it  being  the  moft  natural  paffage  in  the  old 
play ; and  is  introduced  in  fuch  a manner  as  to 
make  it  fairly  his  own.  The  ingenious  editor  of  The 
Reliques  of  Ancient  Poetry  having  never  met 
with  this  play,  and  as  it  is  not  preferved  in  Mr.  Gar- 
rick’s colledtion,  I thought  it  a curiolity  w^orthy  the 
notice  of  the  public. 

I have  likewiie  reprinted  Shakespeare’s  Sonnets, 
from  a copy  publiflied  in  1 6op,  by  G.  Eld,  one  of  the: 
printers  of  his  plays  j which  added  to  the  confidera- 
tion  that  they  made  their  appearance  with  his  name, 
and  in  his  life-time,  feems  to  be  no  fender  proof  of 
their  authenticity.  The  fame  evidence  might  operate 
in  favour  cf  feveral  m.ore  plays  whicE  are  omitted 

here, 
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• here,  out  of  refpeft  to  the  judgment  of ' thofe  who 
had  omitted  them  before  *. 

It  is  to  be  wilhed,  that  fome  method  of  publication 
moft  favourable  to  the  charadter  of  an  author  were 
once  eftablilhed*,  whether  we  are  to  fend  into  the 
world  'all  his  works  without  diftindtion,  or  arbitrarily 
to  leave  out  what  may  be  thought  a difgrace  to  him. 

• The  firfl  editors,  who  rejedted  Pericles,  retainedTi- 
Tus  Andronicus  ; and  Mr.  Pope,  without  any  reafon, 
named  The  Winter’s  Tale,  a play  that  bears  the 
ftrongeft  marks  of  the  hand  of  Shakespeare,  among 
thofe  which  he  fuppofed  to  be  fpurious.  Dr.  War- 
burton  has  fixed  a ftigma  on  the  three  parts  of 
Henry  the  Sixth,  and  fome  others  j 

Inde  Dolabella  atq-,  hinc  Antonius, 

and  all  have  been  willing  to  plunder  Shakespeare,  or 
mix  up  ABREED  OF  BARR  e'n  METAL  with  his  pureft  ore. 

-Joshua  Barnes,  the  editor  of  Euripides,  thought 
every  fcrap  of  his  author  fo  facred,  that  he  has  pre- 
served with  the  name  of  one  of  his  plays,  the  only  re-  ' 
maining  word  of  it.  The  fame  reafon  indeed  might 
be  given  in  his  favour,  which  caufed  the  prefervatiori 
of  that  valuable  trifyllable ; which  is,  that  it  cannot  be 
found  in  any  other  place  in  the  Greek  language. 

* Locrine,  i595*  Puritan,  t6oo. 

Sir  John  Oldcaftle,  1600.  Thomas  Lord  CromweU>  1613. 

London  Prodigal,  » 1605.  Yorkflxire  Tragedy,  no  date. 

Pericles  Prince  of  Tyre,  1609. 
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•But  this  docs  not  feem  to  have  been  his  only  motive, 
as  we  find  he  has  to  the  full  as  carefully  publifhed 
feveral  detached  and  broken  fentences,  the  gleanings 
from  fcholiafts,  which  have  no  claim  to  merit  of  that 
kind  ; and  yet  the  author’s  works  might 'be  reckoned 
by  fome  to  be  incomplete  without  them.  If  then 
this  duty  is  expelled  from  every  editor  of  a Greek 
or  Roman  poet,  why  is  not  the  fame  infilled  on  in 
refped  of  an  English  ciaflic  ? But  if  the  cullom  of 
preferving  all,  whether  v/orthy  ofit  or  not,  be  more 
honoured  in  the  breach  than  the  observance, 
the  fupprelTion  at  leall  Ihould  not  be  confidered 
as  a fault.  The  publication  of  fuch  things  as  Swift 
had  written  merely  to  raife  a laugh  among  his  friends, 
has  added  fomething  to  the  bulk  of  his  works, 
but  very  little  to  his  character  as  a writer.  The  four 
volumes  that  came  out  fince  Dr.  Hawkesworth’s 
edition,  not  to  look  on  them  as  a tax  levied  on 
the  public  (which  I think  one  might  without  injullice) 
contain  not  more  than  fuflicient  to  have  made  one  of  real 
value ; and  there  is  a kind  of  difingenuity,  not  to  give 
it  a harllier  title,  in  exhibiting  what  the  author  never 
meant  Ihould  fee  the  light  •,  for  no  motive,  but  a for- 
did one,  can  betray  the  furvivors  to  make  that  public, 
which  they  themfelves  mull  be  of  opinion  will  be 
unfavourable  to  the  memory  of  the  dead. 

Life  does  not  often  receive  o-ood  unmixed  with 

O 

evil.  The  benefits  mf  the  art  of  printing  are  de- 
praved by  the  facility  with  which  fcandal  may  be 

diffufed. 
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diffufed,  and  fecrets  revealed ; and  by  the  temptation 
by  which  traffic  folicits  avarice  to  betray  the  weak- 
neffies  of  paffion,  or  the  con  fidence  of  friendfhip. 

I CANNOT  forbear  to  think  thefe  poflhumous  pub- 
lications injurious  to  fociety.  A man  confcious  of  ^ 
literary  reputation  will  grow  in  time  afi'aid  to  write 
with  tendcrnefs  to  his.  filler,  or  with  fondnefs  to  his 
child ; or  to  remit  on  the  flighted  occafion,  or  mod 
preffing  exigence,  the  rigour  of  critical  choice,  and 
grammatical  feverity.  That  edeem  which  preserves 
his  letters,  will  at  lad  produce  his  difgrace  ; when 
that  wffiich  he  wrote  only  to  his  friend  or  his  daugh- 
ter fliall  be  laid  open  to  the  public. 


There  is  perhaps  fufficient  evidence,  that  the  plays 
•in  quedion,  unequal  as  they  may  be  to  the  red,  were’ 
written  by  Shakespeare  ; but  the  reafon  generally 
given  for  publifliing  the  lefs  corredl  pieces  of  an  author,  / 
that  it  affords  a more  impartial  view  of  a man’s  talents 
or  way  of  thinking,  than  when  we  only  fee  hirrl  in 
form,  and  prepared  for  our  reception,  is  nor  chough  to 
condemn  an  editor  who  thinks  and  pradtifes  other- 
wife.  For  what  is  allthis  to  fliew,  but  tliat  every  man 
* is  more  dull  at  one  time  than  another ; a fadt  which 
the  world  would  have  cafily  admitted,  without  afking 
any  proofs  in  its  fupport  that  might  be  dedrudlive  to 
an  author’s  reputation. 

To  conclude;  if  the  work  wFich  this  publication 
was  meant  to  facilitate,  has  been  already  performed, 

' the 
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the  fatisfadlion  of  knowing  it  to  be  fo,  may  be  obtain- 
ed from  hence  ; if  otherwife,  let  thofe  who  raifed  ex- 
pe6lations  of  corredtnefs,  and  through  negligence  de- 
feated them,  be  juflly  expofed  by  future  editors,  who 
will  now  be  in  poflelTion  of  by  far  the  greatefl  part  of 
what  they  might  have  enquired  after  for  years  to  no 
purpofe  ; for  in  relpefl  of  fuch  a number  of  the  old 
Quarto’s  as  are  here  exhibited,  the  firfl:  Folio  is  a com- 
mon book.  This  advantage  will  at  leafl  arife,  that 
future  editors  having  equally  recourfe  to  the  fame 
copies,  can  challenge  diftin(5tion  and  preference  only 
by  genius,  capacity,  indufbry,  and  learning. 

As  I have  only  collefled  materials  for  future 
artifls,  I confider  what  I have  been  doino;  as  no 
more  than  an  apparatus  for  their  ufe.  If  the  public 
is  inclined  to  receive  it  as  fuch,  I am  amply  reward- 
ed for  my  trouble  *,  if  other  wife,  I fhall  fubmit 
with  chearfulnefs  to  the  cenfure  which  fhould  equitably 
fail  on  an  injudicious  attempt  •,  having  this  confolation, 
however,  that  mv  defign  amounted  to  no  more  than 
a defire  to  encourage  others  to  think  of  preferving  the 
oldeft  editions  of  the  English  writers,  which  are 
growing  fcarcer  every  day  •,  and  to  afford  the  world  all 
the  alfiftance  or  pleafure  it  can  receive  from  the  mofl: 
authentic  copies  extant  of  its  NOBLEST  POET. 
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Thpfe  in  Quarto  marked  with  Afterifks  are  in  no  for- 
mer ^tables.  I know  no  one  who  has  feen  thofe  irt 
the  Italic  Charallers,  but  find  them  in  Mr.  Pope^% 
and  Mr.  I'heohald's^  Lifts;  and  in  Dr.  U^arhurton^Sy 
which  is  compiled  from  them. 


C I . Mldfummer  Night’s  Dream,  William  Shake* 
fpeare,  1600. 

C 2.  Do.  William  Shakefpeare,  1600,  James  Roberts. 

ii.  Merry  Wives  of  Windfor,  William  Shakefpeare, 
1602.  T.  C.  for  Arthur  Johnfon. 

2.  Do.  WfiHiam  Shakefpeare,  1619,  for  Do. 

3.  Do.  William  Shakefpeare,  1^30,  T.  H.  for  R. 
Meighen. 

C Much  ado  about  Nothing,  William  Shakefpeare, 
< 1600,  V.  S.  for  Andrew  Wife  and  William 

t Afpiey. 


IV. 


1.  Merchant  of  Venice,  William  Shakefpeare,  1600. 

J.  K.  for  Thomas  Heyes. 

2.  W.  Shakefpeare,  1600,  T.  Roberts. 

3.  P’’.  William  Shakefpeare,  1637,  M.  P.  for  Lau- 

rence Hayes. 

4.  D“.  William  Shakefpeare,  1652,  for  William 

Leake. 


I.  Love’s 


I 


V. 

VI. 

* 

VII. 


VIIL  ■ 


IX. 


# 


* 

X. 

* 


XI. 


\ 
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Loves  Labour  loji^  William  Shakefpear,  15981 
W.W.  for  Cuthbcrt  Burley, 

D®.  William  Shakefpeare,  1631,  W.  S.  for  John 
Smethwicke. 

Taming  of  the  Shrew  ^ 1607,  V.S.  for  Nich.  Ling, 
D°.  Will.  Shakefpeare,  1631,  W.S.  for  John 
Smethwicke. 

" I . King  Lear,  William  Shakefpeare,  1608,  for  Na- 
thaniel Butter. 

D^.  William  Shakefpeare,  1608,  for  D®. 

William  Shakefpeare,  1655,  Jane  Bell. 

'» 

King  John,  2 parts,  1591,/br  Sampfon  Clarke, 

2.  D^.  W.  Sh.  1 61 1,  Valentine  Simmes,  for  John 
Helme. 

D°.  V/.  Shakefpeare,  1622,  Aug.  Mathewes,  for 
Thomas  Dewe. 


^ I.  Richard  II.  William  Shakefpeare,  1598,  Valen- 
N tine  Simmes,  for  Andrew  Wife. 

2.  Do.  W.  Shakefpeare y 1608,  W.  W,  for  Mathew 

’ Law, 

3.  D°.  William  Shakefpeare,  1 61 5,  for  Mathew  Law. 
.4.  Do.  Williatli  Shakefpeare,  1634,  John  Norton. 

' I.  Henry  IV.  Firfl  Part,  1598,  P.  S.  for  Andrew 
Wife. 

2.  D°.  W.  Shakefpeare,  1599,  S.  S.  for  D°. 

3.  Do,  1 604. 

4.  Do.  1608.  for  Mathew  Law, 

I 5.  D®.  W.  Shakefpeare,  1613,  W.W.  for  D°. 

6,  D^.  William  Shakefpeare,  1622,  T.  P.  fold 
byD". 

. 7.  Do.  William  Shakefpeare,  1632,  John  Norton, 
fold  by  William  Sheares. 

8.  D®,  William  Shakefpeare,  1639,  John  Norton, 

^ fold  by  Hugh  Perry. 

r Henry  IV.  Second  Part,'  William  Shakefpeare, 
3 1 600,  V,  S.  for  Andrew  Wife  and  William 

( Afpley. 

I . Henry 


XII. 

r 

I 

XIII.  XIV. 

XV. 

XVI. 

XVIL 

* 

* 

XVIII.  * 


t 
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^ I . Henry  V,  1 600.  Tho,  Crede,for  Tho.  Millington, 

1 D®.  1 60 2/  Thomas  Cre-ede,  for  Thomas 

S Pavier. 

(^3.  D®  i6o3,  for  T,  P.  ' ^ • 

« 

r I.  Henry  VI.  William  Shakefpeare,  1600  W.  W, 

) . far  Tho.  Millington, 

I 2.  D®.  William  Shakefpeare,  no  date,  for  T.  P. 

-I.  Richard  III.  1597,  Valentine  Simmes,  for 
Andrew  Wife. 

2.  D°.  William  Shakefpeare,  1^98,  Thomas 

Creede,  for  D®. 

3.  Do.  William  Shakefpeare,  1602,  Thomas, 

8cc.  for  Do. 

4.  D°.  William  Shakefpeare,  1612,  Thomas 

Creede,  fold  by  Matthew- Lawe. 

5.  D®.  William  Shakefpeare,  1624,  Thomas 

Purfoot,  fold  by  Do, 

6.  Do.  William  Shakefpeare,  1629,’  Nor- 

ton, fold  by  D°. 

7.  po.  William  Shakefpeare,  1634,  John  Nor- 

^ ton. 

Titus  Andronicus,  1611,  for  Edward  White.  ^ 

pi.  Troilus  and  CrelTida,  William  Shakefpeare, 

\ 1609,  G.  Eld,  for  R.  Bonian  and  H. 

< Walley,  with  a Preface. 

I 2.  D®.  1609,  for  Do. 

C.3.  Do,  no  date,  Do. 

r I.  Romeo  and  Juliet,  1597,  John  Danter. 
l a.  D°.  1599,  Tho.  Crede,  for  Cuthbert  Burley, 

\ 3.  Do.  1609,  for  John  Smethwicke. 

} 4.  D°.  William  Shakefpeare,  no  date,  John 
j Smethwicke. 

/ 5.  D®.  William  Shakefpeare,  1637,  R.  Young, 

[ for  D®. 


I.  Hamlet, 


i:  H ] 


II . Hamlet,  William  Shakefpeare,  1605,  I.  R. 
/ for  N.  L.  ’ 

2.  Do.  William  Shakefpeare,  1611,  for  John 
Smethwicke. 

q.  D°  William  Shakefpeare,  no  date,  W.  S. 
for  D°. 

4.  Do.  William  Shakefpeare,  1637,  R.  Young, 
for  D°. 


XX. 


ii . Othello,  William  Shakefpeare,  no  date,  Tho- 
mas  Walkely, 

2.  D®.  William  Shakefpeare,  1622,  N.'O.  for 
Thomas  Walkely. 

(3.  D°.  William  Shakefpeare,  1 630,  A.  M.  for 
Richard  Hawkins. 

4.  D'*.  William  Shakefpeare,  1655,  for  William 
Leake. 


Of  all  the  other  plays,  the  only  authentick  edition  is  the 
- folio  of  1623,*  from  which  the  fubfequent  folios  never  vary 
but  by  accident  or  .negligence. 
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Midfommer  Nights  Dreame. 


As  it  hath  becne  fundry  Times  publikcly  afled, 

I 

By  the  Right  Honourable,  the  Lord 
Chamberlains  his  Seruants. 

WRITTEN  BY 

\ 

WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE. 


Printed  by  Iames  Roberts,  1 6oo> 


This  Copy  has  been  collated  with  another 
printed  in  the  fame  Year  by  Thomas  Fijher^ 
and  the  various  Readings  are  (hewn  at  the 
Bottom  of  the  Page.  Thefe  are  the  only 
Editions  of  this  Play  known  to  be  extant 
before  the  Folio  in 


Midfommer  Nights  Dreame. 


Enter  Thefcus,  HIppolita,  •with  others* 

Tkefeus* 

NOW  faire  HippoUtay  our  nuptiall  houre 

Drawes  on  apace  : foure  happy  dales  bring  in 
Another  moone : but  oh,  me-thinks,  how  flow 
This  old  moone  wanes  : flie  lingers  my  deflres 
Like  to  a flep-dam,  or  a dowager, 

Long  withering  out  a young  mans  reuenew. 

Hip.  Foure  daies  will  quickly  fleepe  themfelues  in  nights 
Foure  daies  will  quickly  dreame  away  the  time : 

And  then  the  moone,  like  to  a flluer  bow. 

Now  bent  in  heauen,  fliall  behold  the  night 
Of  our  folemnities. 

The.  Goe  Philojirate,  - 

Stirre  vp  the  Athenian  youth  to  merriments. 

Awake  the  peart  and  nimble  fpirit  of  mirth, 

Turne  melancholy  foorth  to  funerals  : 

The  pale  companion  is  not  for  our  pompe. 

Hippolitdf  I woo’d  thee  with  my  fword. 

And  wonne  thy  loue,  doing  thee  iniuries : 

But  I will  wed  thee  in  another  key. 

With  pompe,  with  triumph,  and  with  reuellingr 

A 2 


Enter 


A Midsommer  Nights  Dreame. 

Enter  Egeus  and  his  daughter  Hermia,  and  Lyfander, 
Helena,  and  Demetrius. 

Ege.  Happy  be  ThefeuSy  our  renowned  duke. 

The,  Thanks  good  Egeus.  What’s  the  newes  with  thee 
Ege.  Full  of  vexation,  come  I,  with  complaint 
Againfl  my  childe,  my  daughter 

Stand  foorth  Demetrius. 

My  noble  lord. 

This  man  hath  my  confent  to  marry  her. 

Stand  foorth  Lyfander. 

And  my  gracious  duke. 

This  man  hath  bewitcht  the  boforhe  of  my  childe  : 

Thou,  thou  Lyfandery  thou  haft  giuen  her  rimes. 

And  interchang’d  loue  tokens  with  my  childe  : 

Thou  haft  by  moone-light  at  her  window  fung. 

With  faining  voice,  verfes  of  faining  loue. 

And  ftolne  the  imprelTion  of  her  fantafie. 

With  bracelets  of  thy  haire,  rings,  gawdes,  conceits. 
Knacks,  trifles,  nofegaies,  fweet  meates  (meftengers 
Of  ftrong  preuailement  in  vnhardened  youth) 

With  cunning  haft  thou  fiicht  my  daughters  heart, 

Turnd  her  obedience  (which  is  due  to  me) 

To  ftubborne  harflinefle.  And  my  gracious  duke,  , 

Be  It  fo  fhe  will  not  here  before  your  grace, 

Confent  to  marry  with  Demetrius , 

I beg  the  ancient  priuiledge  of  Athens ; 

As  flie  is  mine,  I may  difpofe  of  her  ; - 
Which  lhall  be  either  to  this  gentleman. 

Or  to  her  death,  according  to  our  law,  ' 

Immediatly  prouided  in  that  cafe. 

The.  What  fay  5’ou  Hermia?  be  aduls’d,  faire  maid, 
To  you  your  father  ftioud  be  as  a God  : 

One  that  compos’d  your  beauties ; yea  and  one, 

To  whom  you  are  but  as  a forme  in  wax 
By  him  imprinted,  and  within  his  power, 
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To  leaue  the  figure,  or  disfigure  it: 

Demetrius  is  a worthy  gentleman. 

Her.  So  is  Lyfander. 

The.  In  himfelfe  he  is. 

But  in  this  kinde,  wanting  your  fathers  voyce, 

The  other  mufi:  be  held  the  worthier. 

Her.  I would  my  father  lookt  but  with  my  eyes. 

The,  Rather  your  eyes  muft  with  his  iudgement  lookq. 
Her,  I do  intreate  your  grace  to  pardon  me. 

I know  not  by  what  power  I am  made  bold, 

Nor  how  it  may  concerne  my  modefiy, 

In  fuch  a prefence,  here  to  plead  my  thoughts ; 

But  I befeech  your  grace,  that  I may  know 
The  worR  that  may  befall  me  in  this  cafe. 

If  I refufe  to  wed  Demetrius. 

The.  Either  to  die  the  death,  or  to  abiurc 
For  euer  the  fociety  of  men. 

Therefore  fairc  Hermia,  queRion  your  defires. 

Know  of  your  youth,  examine  well  your  blood. 

Whether  (if  you  yeeld  not  to.  your  fathers  choycc) 

You  can  endure  the  'liuery  of  a nunne. 

For  aye  to  be  in  Riady  cloiRer  mew’d 
To  line  a barren  fiRer  all  your  life. 

Chanting  faint  hymnes  to  the  colde  fruitlefie  moonc. 
Thrice  blefied  they  that  maRer  fo  their  blood,  ^ 

To  vndergo  fuch  maiden  pilgrimage, 

But  earthlier  happy  is  the  rofe  diRlld, 

Than  that  which  withering  on  the  virgin  thorne, 

Growes,  Hues,  and  dies,  in  fingle  blefiednefie. 

Her,  So  will  I grow,  fo  Hue,  fo  dye  my  lord, 

Ere  I will  yeeld  my  virgin  patent  vp 
Vnto  his  lordfhip,  whofe  vnwifhed  yoake 
My  foule  confents  not  to  giue  fouerainty. 

The.  Take  time  to  paufe,  and  by  the  next  new  moone. 
The  fealing  day  betwixt  my  loue  and  me. 
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For  euerlaftlng  bond  of  fellowfhip  : 

Vpon  that  day  either  prepare  to  dye, 

' For  difobcdience  to  your  fathers  will,' 

Or  elfe  to  wed  Demetrius,  as  he  wold. 

Or  on  Dianaes  altar  to  proteft,  ^ 

For  aye,  auflerity,  and  fingle  life. 

Bern.  Relent  fweete  Hermia,  and  Lyfander,  yeeld 
Thy  crazed  title  to  my  certaine  right. 

Lyf.  You  haue  her  fathers  loue,  Demetrius : 

Let  me  haue  Hermias  .*  do  you  marry  him. 

Egeus.  Scornfull  Lyfander,  true,  he  hath  my  louet 
And  what  is  mine,  my  loue  lhall  render  him.. 

And  Ihe  is  mine,  and  all  my  right  of  her 
I do  eflate  vnto  Demetrius „ ^ 

Lyf  I am  my  lord,  as  well  deriuM  as  hee. 

As  well  polTeR  : my  loue  is  more  than  his  : 

My  fortunes  euery  way  as  fairely  ranckt 
(If  not  with  vantage)  as  Demetrius  : 

And  (which  is  more  than  all  thefe  boaRs  can  be)- 
I am  belou’d  of  beautious  Hermia, 

Why  fhould  not  I then  profecute  my  right  ? 

Demetrius,  He  auouch  it  to  his  head. 

Made  loue  to  Nedars  daughter,  Helena, 

And  won  her  foule  : and  Ihe  (fweete  lady)  dotes, 
Deuoutly  dates',  dotes  in  idolatry, 

Vpon  this  fpotted  and  incon Rant  man. 

The.  I muR  confelTe,  that  I haue  heard  fo  much. 

And  with  Demetrius,  thought  to  haue  fpoke  thereof ; 

But  being  ouer  full  of  felfe-affaires, 

- My  minde  did  * lofe  it.  But  Demetrius  coitie, 

And  come  Egeus,  yovi  Riall  go  with  me, 

I haue  fome  priuate  ichooling  for  you  both. 

For  you  faire  Hermia,  iooke  you  are  your  felfe, 

* Lcojt  it. 
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To  fit  your  fancies  to  your  fathers  will ; 

Or  elfe  the  law  of  Athens  yeelds  you  vp 
(Which  by  no  meanes  we  may  extenuate) 

To  death,  or  to  a vow  of  fmgle  life.  • 

Come  my  Hippolita  ; what  cheare  my  lone  ? 

Demetrius  and  Egeus  goe  along : * 

I mufl  imploy  you  in  fome  bufineffe 
Againfl  our  nuptiall,  and  conferre  with  you 
Of  fomething,  neerely  that  concernes  your  felues, 

Ege.  With  duty  and  defirc,  we  follow  you.  Exmnt\ 
Lyf  How  now  my  loue  ? Why  is  your  cheeke  (b  pale  ? 
How  chance  the  rofes  there  do  fade  fo  faft  ? 

'Her.  Belike  for  want  of  raine  ; which  I could  well 
Beteeme  them,  from  the  tcmpefl:  of  my  eyes. 

Lyf.  Eigh  me  ; for  ought  that  I could  euer  reade. 

Could  euer  heare  by  tale  or  hiflory, 

The  courfe  of  true  loue  neuer  did  runne  fmoothe. 

But  either  it  was  different  in  bloud ; 

Her.  O crofle  ! too  high  to  be  inthrald  to  loue. 

Lyf.  Or  elfe  mifgraffed,  in  refpe6l  of  ycares  ; 

Her.  O fpight ! too  olde,  to  be  ingag’d  to  yong. 

Lyf  Or  elfe  it  flood  vpon  the  choife  of  friends ; 

Her.  O hell,  to  choofe  loue  by  anothers  eyes. 

Lyf.  Or,  if  there  were  a fimpathy  in  choife, 

Warre,  death,  or  fickneffe,  did  lay  hedge  to  it ; 

Making  it  momentany,  as  a found  ; 

Swift  as  a fhadow ; fhort  as  any  dreame  ; 

Briefe  asHhe  lightening  in  the  collied  night. 

That  (in  a fpleene)  vnfolds  both  heauen  and  earth ; 

And  ere  a man  hath  power  to  fay,  behold. 

The  iawes  of  darkneffe  do  deuoure  it  vp: 

So  quicke  bright  things  come  to  confufion. 

Her.  If  then  true  louers  haue  bin  euer  crofl. 

It  hands  as  an  edi(5l  in  defliny : 
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» 

Then  let  vs  teach  our  triall  patience, . 

Becaufe  it  is  a cuftomary  croITe, 

As  due  to  loue,  as  thoughts,  and  dreames,  and  flghes, 
Wilhes  and  teares  ; poore  fancies  followers. 

Lyf.  A good  perfwafion  : therefore  heare  me,  Hcrmia : 

I have  a widow  ant,  a dowager. 

Of  great  reuenew,  and  fhe  hath  no  childe. 

From  Athens  is  her  houfe  remote  feuen  leagues. 

And  Ihe  refpefts'  me,  as  her  onely  fonne  : 

There  gentle  Hermia,  may  I marry  thee. 

And  to  that  place,  the  fharpc  Athenian  law 
Cannot  purfue  vs.  If  thou  louefl:  me,  then 
Steale  forth  thy  fathers  houfe,  to  morrow  night : 

And  in  the  wood,  a league  without  the  townc 
(Where  I did  meete  thee  once  with  Helena^ 

To  do  obferuance  to  a mome  of  May) 

There  will  I flay  for  thee. 

Her 4 My  good  Lyfander, 

I fvveare  to  thee,  by  Cupids  Ilrongeft  bow. 

By  his  bell  arrow,  with  the  golden  head. 

By  the  fimplicity  of  Venus  doues. 

By  that  which  knitteth  foules,  and  profpers  * louej 
And  by  that  fire  which  burnd  the  Carthage  queene. 

When  the  falfe  Troyan  vnder  fayle  was  feene, 

By  all  the  vowes  that  euer  men  haue  broke, 

(In  number  more  then  euer  women  fpoke) 

In  that  fame  place  thou  haft  appointed  me,* 

To  morrow  truely  will  I meete  with  thee. 

'Lyf,  Keepe  promife  loue,  looke  here  comes  Helena, 

Enter  Helena. 

Her,  God  fpeede  fair  Helena,  whither  away  ? 

Hel,  Call  you  me  faire  ? that  faire  againe  vnfay, 

^ t * Lcvet, 

Deme 


A Midsommer  Nights  Dreame. 

Demetrim  loues  your  faire  : O happy  faire  ! 

Your  eyes  are  loadftars,  and  your  tongues  fweet  ayrc 
More  tuneable  then  larke  to  Ihepheards  eare. 

When  wheate  is  greene,  when  hauthorne  buds  appeals, 
SicknefTe  is  catching  : O were  fauour  fo. 

Your  words  I catch,  faire  Hermia  ere  I goe. 

My  eare  fhould  catch  your  voice,  my  eye,  your  eye. 

My  tongue  fhould  catch  your  tongues  fweet  melody, 

Were  the  world  mine,  Demetrius  being  bated, 

'I'he  refl  He  giuc  to  be  to  you  tranflated. 

O teach  me  how  you  looke,  and  with  what  art. 

You  fvvay  the  motion  of  Demetrius  heart. 

Her.  I frowne  vpon  him,  yet  he  loues  me  flill. 

Hel.  O that  your  frowns  wold  teach  my  fmiles  fuch  fklU 
Her.  I giue  him  curfes,  yet  he  glues  me  loue. 

Hel.  O that  my  prayers  could  fuch  affe(H:ion  mooue. 

Her.  The  more  I hate,  the  more  he  followes  me. 

Hel.  The  more  I loue,  the  more  he  hateth  me.  > 

Her.  His  folly,  Helena  * is  none  of  mine. 

Hel.  None  but  your  beauty,  wold  that  fault  were  mine. 
Her.  Take  comfort : he  no  more  fhall  fee  my  face, 
Lyfander  and  my  felfe  will  fly  this  place. 

Before  the  time  I did  Lyfander  fee, 

Seem’d  Athens  ^ like  a paradice  to  me. 

O then,  what  graces  in  my  loue  do  dwell, 

That  he  hath  turn’d  a heauen  f into  hell. 

Lyf.  Helen,  to  you  our  mindes  we  will  vnfold, 

To  morrow  night,  when  Ph(£be  doth  behold 
Her  filuer  vifage,  in  the  watry  glafTe, 

Decking  with  liquid  pearle,  the  bladed  graffe 
(A.  time,  that  Ibuers  flights  doth  flill  conceale) 

Through  Athens  gates,  haue  we  deuifed  to  fteale. 

Her.  And  in  the  wood,  where, often  you  and  I, 

Vpon  faint  primrofe  beds,  were  wont  to  lye, 

* Is  no  fault.  X t'  ^ 
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Emptying  our  bofomes,  of  their  counfell  fweld,  , 

There  my  Ly fancier,  and  my  felfe  fhall  mcete. 

And  thence  from  Athens  turne  away  our  eyes 
To  feeke  new  friends  and  flrange  companions. 

Farewell  fweete  play-fellow,  pray  thou  for  vs, 

And  good  lucke  grant  thee  thy^  Demetrius, 

Kcepe  word  Ly fancier  we  muH:  ftarue  our  fight. 

From  louers  foode,  till  morrow  deepe  midnight.  Exit  Hermia, 
Lyf,  I will  my  Hermia.  Helena  adieu. 

As  you  on  him,  Demetrius  dote  on  you.  Exit  Lyf 

Hel.  How  happy  fome,  ore  otherfome  can  be  ? 

Through  Athens  lam  thought  as  faire  as  (he. 

But  what  of  that  ? Demetrius  thinkes  notvfo : 

He  will  not  know,  what  all,  but  he  do  know. 

And  as  he  erfes,  doting  on  Hermias  eyes  ; 

So  I,  admiring  of  his  qualities : 

Things  bafe  and  vile,  holding  no  quantity, 

Loue  can  tranfpofe  to  forme  and  dignity, 

Loue  lookes  not  with  the  eyes,  but  with  the  minde. 

And  therefore  is  wingd  Cupid  painted  blinde. 

Nor  hath  loues  minde  of  any  iudgement  tafte  : 

Wings,  and  no  eyes,  figure,  vnheedy  hafle. 

And  therefore  is  loue  faid  to  be  a childe, 

Becaufe  in  choife  he  is  fo  oft  benfuilde. 

As  waggifn  boyes  in  game  themfelues  forfweare ; 

So  the  boy  Loue  is  periur’d  euery  where. 

For  ere  Demetrius  lookt  on  Hermias  eyne. 

He  haild  downe  oathes  that  he  was  onely  mine. 

And  when  * his  haile,  fome  heate  from  Hermia  felt. 

So  he  diffolu’d,  and  fhowres  of  oathes  did  melt, 

I will  go  tell  him  of  faire  Hermias  flight : 

Then  to  the  wood  will  he,  to  morrow  night 
Purfue  her and  for  this  intelligence. 

If  I haue  thanks,  it  is  a deare  expence  : 


* Ibis, 


But 


A Midsommer  Nights  Dreame. 

But  heerein  mcane  I to  enrich  my  palne, 

To  have  his  fight  thither,  and  backe  againc.  Exit. 

Enter  Quince  the  Carpentery  Snug  the  loyncTy  Bottome  the 
IVcaueVy  Flute  the  Bellov;S'mendery  ,Sno\M  the  Tinker , and 
Starueling  the  Taylor. 

X 

^in.  Is  all  our  company  heere  ? ^ 

Bot.  You  were  befl  to  call  them  generally,  man  by  man, 
according  to  the  ferippe. 

^in.  Here  is  the  fcrowle  of  euery  mans  name,  which  Is 
thought  fit  through  all  Athens y to  play  in  our  enterlude,  be- 
fore the  duke  and  the  dutches,  on  his  wedding  day  at  night. 

Bet.  Firfi:  good  Peter  ^incey  fay  what  the  play  treats  on : 
then  read  the  names  of  the  acflors  : and  fo  grow  to  a point. 

^lin.  Marry  our  play  is  the  mofi:  lamentable  comedy,  and 
mofi:  cruell  death  of  Pyramiis  and  Thijhic. 

Bot.  A very  good  peece  of  worke,  J affure  you,  and  a mer- 
ry. Now  good  Peter  ^tincey  call  foorth  your  aflors  by  the 
fcrowle.  Mailers  fpread  your  felues. 

^in.  Anfwer  as  I call  you.  Nick  Bottome  the  weauer. 
Bot.  Ready ; name  what  part  I am  for,  and  proceed. 

^tin.  You  Nick  Bottome  are  fet  downe  for  Py ramus* 

Bot.  What  is  Py ramus y a louer,  or  a tyrant  ? 

^in.  A louer  that  kils  himfelfe  moil  gallant,  for  loue. 

Bot.  That  will  alke  fome  teares  in  the  true  perfourming 
of  it,  if  I doc  it,  let  the  audience  looke  to  their  eyes  : I will 
moue  Ilormes ; I will  condole  in  fome  meafurc.  To  the  reft 
yet,  my  chiefe  humour  is  for  a tyrant.  I could  play  Ercles 
rarely,  or  a part  to  teare  a cat  in,  to  make  all  fplit  the  raging 
rocks ; and  Ihiucring  Ihocks  (hall  breake  the  locks  of  prifon 
gates,  and  Phibbiis  carre  Iliall  Ihine  from  farre,  and  make  and 
marre  the  foolifli  Fates.  This  was  lofty.  Now  name  the 
reft  of  the  players.  This  is  Ercles  vaine,  a tyrants  vaine  : a 
louer  is  more  condoling. 

^In. 
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^lin.  Francis  Flute  the  bellowes-mender. 

Flu.  Heere  Peter  ^lince. 

^lin.  You  mufi:  take  Thijhy  on  you.  ^ 

Flu.  What  is  Fhijhy?  a wandring  knight  ? 

^lin.  It  is  the  lady  that  Py ramus  mufl  loue.  (coming. 
Flu.  Nay  faith,  let  not  me  play  a woman,  I haue  a beard 
^lin.  That’s  al  one,  you  fhal  play  it  in  a mafke,  and  you 
may  fpeake  as  fmall  as  you  will. 

Bot.  And  I may  hide  my  face,  let  me  play  Thijhy  to  : He 
fpeake  in  a monftrous  little  voyce;  Thifne,  Thifne,  2l\\  Py  ra- 
mus my  louer  deare,  tny  Thijhy  deare,  and  lady  deare. 

^in.  No  no,  you  muft  play  Py  ramus  and  Flute,  you  Thijhy, 
Bot.  Well,  proceed. 

^uin.  Robin  Starueling  the  tailor. 

Star.  Heere  Peter  ^lince. 

^id.  Robin  Starueling,  you  mufl  play  Thijhies  mother  : 
Tom  Snowt,  the  tinker. 

Snowt.  Here  Peter  ^lince. 

^nn.  You,  Py  ramus  father;  my  felfe,  Thijhies  father; 
Snvgge  the  ioyner,  you  the  lyons  part : and  I hope  here  is  a 
play  fitted. 

Snug.  Haue  you  the  lyons  part  written  ? pray  you  if  it  be, 
glue  it  me,  for  I am  flowe  of  fludy. 

^in.  You  may  do  it  extempore,  for  it  is  nothing  but  roaring. 
Bot.  Let  me  play  the  lyon  too,  I will  roare,  that  I will  do 
any  mans  heart  good  to  heare  me.  I will  roare,  that  I will 
make  the  duke  fay,  let  him  roare  again,  let  him  roare  againe. 

^dn.  * If  you  fhould  do  it  too  terribly,  you  would  fright 
the  dutcheffe  and  the  ladies,  that  they  fhould  fhrike,  and  that 
were  enough  to  hang  vs  all. 

Jll.  That  would  hang  vs  euery  mothers  fonnc. 

Bot.  I grant  you  friends,  if  you  fhould  fright  the  ladies 
out  of  their  wits,  they  would  haue  no  more  difcretion  but 
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to  hang  vs:  but  I will  aggrauate  my  voyce  fo,  that  I will 
roarc  you  as  gently  as  any  fucking  doue ; I will  roare  you  and 
t’were  any  nightingale. 

^lin.  You  can  play  no  part  but  Piramus,  for  Piramus  Is 
a fweet  fac’t  man,  a proper  man  as  one  fhal  fee  in  a fommers 
day;  a moft  louely  gentlemanlike  man,  therefore  you  muft 
needs  play  Piramus, 

Bot.  Well,  I will  vndertake  It.  What  beard  were  I befl: 
to  play  it  in  ? 

^lin.  Why,  what  you  will. 

Bot.  I will  difcharge  it,  in  eyther  your  Araw-colour  beard, 
your  orange  tawny  beard,  your  purple  in  graine  beard,  or 
your  french  crowne  colour  beard,  your  perfit  yellow. 

Some  of  your  french  crownes  hauc  no  haire  at  all ; 
and  then  you  will  play  bare  fac’t.  But  maflers  heere  are 
your  parts,  and  I am  to  entreat  you,  requeft  you,  and  defire 
you,  to  con  them  by'  too  morrow  night  ; and  meete  me  in 
the  palace  wood,  a mile  without  the  towne,  by  moonelight, 
there  we  will  rehearfe  : for  if  we  meete  in  the  citty,  we  fhall 
be  dogd  with  company,  and  our  deuifes  knownc.  In  the 
meane  time,  I will  draw  a bill  of  properties,  fuch  as  our  play 
wants.  I pray  you  faile  me  not. 

Bot.  We  will  meete,  and  there  we  may  rehearfe  § morcch- 
feenely  and  couragioufly.  Take  paines,  be  perfit^  adieu. 

^lin.  At  the  dukes  oke  we  meete. 

Bot.  Enough,  hold  or  cut  bow-firings.  Exnint. 

Enter  a Fairy  at  one  doore^  and  Robin  Good-fellow  at  another, 

Rohin,  How  now  fpirit,  whether  wander  you  ? 

Fai.  Oner  hill,  ouer  dale,  * through  bu(h  * through  brier, 
Ouer  parke,  ouer  pale,  * through  flood,  * through  fire, 

I do  wander  euery  where,  fwifter  then  the  moons  fpherc  ; 

And  I feme  the  Fairy  Queen,  to  dew  her  orbes  vpon  the  greenc. 
The  cowflips  tall  her  penfioners  be, 

In  their  gold  coats,  fpots  you  fee, 

* ‘Xhorcuob. 
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Thofe  be  rubies,  fairy  fauours, 

In  thofe  freckles,  Hue  their  fauors, 

I muft  go  feekc  fome  dew  drops  here, 

And  hang  a pearle  in  euery  cowflips  eare. 

Farwell  thou  lob  of  fpirits.  He  be  gone, 

Our  queene  and  all  her  elues  come  here  anon, 

Rolf.  The  king  doth  keepe  his  revels  heere  to  night, 

Take  heed  the  queene  come  not  within  his  fight, 

For  Oberon  is  paffing  fell  and  wrath, 

Becaufe  that  fhe,  as  her  attendant,  hath 
A louely  boy  ftollen  from  an  Indian  king. 

She  neuer  had  fo  fweete  a changeling, 

And  iealous  Oberon  would  haue  the  childe, 

Knight  of  his  traine,  to  trace  the  forrefts  wilde. 

But  (he,  perforce  with-holds  the  loued  boy, 

Crownes  him  with  flowers,  and  makes  him  all  her  ioy. 

And  now  they  never  meete  in  groue,  or  greene. 

By  fountaine  cleere,  or  fpangled  flarlight  flieene, 

But  they  do  fquare,  that  all  their  elues  for  feare 
Creepe  into  acorne  cups,  and  hide  them  th^re. 

Fai.  Either  I miHake  your  fliape  and  making  quite, 

Or  elfe  you  are  that  fhrewd.and  knauifh  fpirit, 

Call’d  Robin  Good- fellow.  Are  you  not  hee. 

That  frights  the  maidens  of  the  villagree. 

Skim  milke,  and  fometimes  labour  in  the  querne. 

And  bootleflTe  make  the  breathleflfe  hufwife  cherne. 

And  fometimemake  the  drinke  to,beare  no  barme, 

Mif-leade  night-wanderers,  laughing  at  their  harme, 

Thofe  that  hobgoblin  call  you,  and  fweete  Puck, 

You  do  their  worke,  and  they  fhall  haue  good  lucke. 

Are  not  you  he?  (the  night, 

Rob.  Thou  fpeak’fl:  aright ; I am  that  merry  wanderer  of 
I ieafl:  to  Oberon,  and  make  him  fmile, 

When  I a fat  and  beane-fed  horfe  beguile  ; 

Neigh. 
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Neighing  in  likenefTe  of  a * filly  foale, 

And  fometime  lurke  I in  a goffips  bole. 

In  very  likenelle  of  a rolled  crab. 

And  when  Ihe  drinkes,  againfl:  her  lips  I bob. 

And  on  her  withered  dewlop  poure  the  ale. 

The  wifeft  aunt  telling  the  faddeft  tale, 

• Sometime  for  three  foote  ftoole,  miftaketh  me. 

Then  flip  I from  her  bum,  downe  topples  fhe, 

And  tallour  cryes,  and  fals  into  a coffe. 

And  then  the  whole  quire  hold  their  hips,  and  lofTe, 

And  waxen  in  their  mirth,  and  neeze,  and  fweare, 

A merrier  houre  was  neuer  walled  there. 

^ut  roome  Fairy,  here  comes  Oberon. 

Fai,  And  here  my  miflrefle : would  that  he  were  gone. 

Enter  the  King  of  Fairies  at  one  doore  unth  his  trainee  and  the 
^leene  at  another  with  hers. 

Ob.  Ill  met  by  moone-light,  proud  Tytania, 

^eene.  What,  iealous  Oberon  ? Fairy  Ikip  hence. 

I haue  forfworne  his  bed  and  company. 

Oh.  Tarry  rafh  wanton  ; am  not  I thy  lord  ? 

Then  I mull  be  thy  lady : but  I know 
When  thou  hall  llollen  away  from  Fairy  Laird, 

And  in  the  lhape  of  Corhiy  fat  all  day. 

Playing  on  pipes  of  come,  and  verfing  loue. 

To  amorous  Phillida,  Why  art  thou  here 
Come  from  the  farthell  fteepe  of  India  P ' 

But  that  forfooth  the  bouncing  Amazon^ 

Your  bulkind  miftrelTe,  and  your  warrior  loue, 

To  Thefeus  mull  be  wedded  ; and  you  come. 

To  glue  their  bed  ioy  and  profperlty. 

Ob,  How  canll  thou  thus  for  lhame,  Tytania, 

Glance  at  my  credite,  with  Hippolita  ? 
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Knowing  I know  thy  loue  to  Thefeus. 

Didfl  not  thou  leade  him  through  the  glimmering  night. 
From  Perigenia,  whom  he  rauifhed  I 
And  make  him  with  faire  Eagles  breake  his  faith 
With  Ariadne,  and  Antiopa? 

' ^eene,  Thefe  are  the  forgeries  of  iealoufie. 

And  neuer  fince  the  middle  fommers  fpring, 

Met  we  on  hill,  in  dale,'  forrefl  or  mead, 

By  paued  fountaine,  or  by  rufhy  brooke. 

Or  in  the  beached  margent  of  the  fea. 

To  dance  our  ringlets  to  the  whirling  winde. 

But  with  thy  brawles  thou  haft  difturbd  our  fport. 
Therefore  the  windes,  pyping  to  vs  in  vaine. 

As  in  reuenge,  haue  fuckt  vp  from  the  fea, 

Contagious  fogs  ; which  falling  in  the  land. 

Hath  euery  pelting  riuef  made  fo  proud. 

That  they  haue  ouer-borne  their  continents. 

The  oxe  hath  therefore  ftretcht  his  yoke  in  vaine, 

The  ploughman  loft  his  fweat,  and  the  greene  come 
Hath  rotted,  ere  his  youth  attaind  a beard : 

The  fold  ftands  empty,  in  the  drowned  field. 

And  crowes  are  fatted  with  the  murrion  flockc. 

The  nine  mens  morris  is  filld  up  with  mud. 

And  the  quelnt  mazes  in  the  wanton  greene. 

For  lacke  of  tread,  are  vndiftinguifhable. 

The  humane  mortals  want  their  winter  heere, 

No  night  is  now  with  hymme  or  carroll  bleft; 
Therefore  the  moone  (the  gouernefte  of  floods) 

Pale  in  her  anger,  wafties  all  the  aire ; 

That  rheumatickc  difeafes  do  abound. 

And  * through  this  diftemperature,  we  fee 
The  feafons  alter  ; f hoared  headed  frofts 
Fall  in  the  frefh  lap  of  the  crimfon  rofe,  ' 
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And  on  old  Hyems <chmne.  and  icie  crowne. 

An  odorous  chaplet  of  fweete  fommer  buds 
Is  as  in  mockery  fet.  The  fpring,  the  fommer. 

The  childing  autumne,  angry  winter  change 
Their  wonted  liueries,  and  the  mazed  world. 

By  their  increafe,  now  knows  not  which  is  which ; 

And  this  fame  progeny  of  euils, 

Comes  from  our  debate,  from  our  diflention,  c? 

We  are  their  parents  and  originall. 

Oberon.  Do  you  amend  it  then,  it  lyes  in  you, 

Why  fiiould  Titania  erode  her  Oberon  ? 

I do  but  beg  a little  changeling  boy, 

To  be  my  henchman. 

^eene.  Set  your  heart  at  red:,  ^ 

The  Fairy  Land  bules  not  the  childe  of  me, 

His  mother  was  a votrede  of  my  order, 

And  in  the  fpiced  Indian  aire,  by  night 
Full  often  hath  die  godipt  by  my  fide, 

And  fat  with  me  on  Neptunes  yellow  fands, 

Marking  th’embarked  traders  on  the  flood. 

When  we  haue  laught  to  fee  the  failes  conceiue. 

And  grow  big  bellied  with  the  wanton  winde. 

Which  die  with  pretty  and  with  fwimming  gate, 

Following  (her  wombe  then  rich  with  my  young  fquire) 
Would  imitate,  and  fade  vpon  the  land, 

To  fetch  me  trifles,  and  returne  againe. 

As  from  a voyage,  rich  with  merchandize. 

But  die  being  mortall,  of  that  boy  did  dye, 

And  for  her  fake  do  I reare  vp  her  boy, 

And  for  her  fake  I will  not  part  with  him. 

Ob.  How  long  within  this  wood  intend  you  flay  ? 

^leen.  Perchance  till  after  Thefeus  wedding  day. 

If  you  will  patiently  dance  in  our  round, 
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And  fee  our  moone-llght  reuels,  go  with  vs 
If  not,  ftiun  me  and  I will  fpare  your  haunts. 

Ob.  Giue  me  that  boy,  and  I will  go  with  thee. 

Not  for  thy  Fairie  kingdome.  F^airies  away  : 

We  fhall  chide  downe  right,  if  I longer  ffay.  Exeunt. 

Ob.  Well,  go  thy  way : thou  (halt  not  from  this  groue. 
Till  I torment  thee  for  this  iniury. 

My  gentle  Pucke  come  hither  ; thou  remembreft 
Since  once  I fat  vpon  a promontory. 

And  heard  a meare-maide  on  a dolphins  backe, 

Vttering  fuch  dulcet  and  harmonious  breath. 

That  the  rude  fea  grew  ciuill  at  her  fong. 

And  certaine  ftarres  (hot  madly  from  their  fpheares. 

To  heare  the  fea-maids  muficke. 

Puc.  I remember. 

Ob.  That  very  time  I * fay  (but  thou  couldfl  not) 

Flying  betweene  the  colde  moone  and  the  earth, 

Cupid  all  arm’d  ; a certaine  aime  he  tooke 
At  a fake  veflal),  throned  by  Weft, 

And  loos’d  his  loue-ftiaft  fmartly  from  his  bow. 

As  it  fhould  pierce  a hundred  thoufand  hearts. 

But  I might  fee  young  Cupids  fiery  ihaft  / 

Quench t in  the  chafte  beames  of  the  watry  moone  ; 

And  the  imperiall  votrefie  pafied  on. 

In  maiden  meditation,  fancy  free. 

Yet  markt  I where  the  bolt  of  Cupid  fel. 

It  fell  vpon  a little  wefterne  flower  ; 

Before,  milke-white  ; now  purple  with  loues  wound. 

And  maidens  call  it,  loue  in  idlenefle. 

Fetch  me  that  flower ; the  hearb  I fhew’d  thee  once. 

The  iuyce  of  it,  on  fleeping  eye-lids  laide. 

Will*  make  or  man  or  woman  madly  dote 
Vpon  the  next  Hue  creature  that  it  fees. 
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Fetch  me  this  hearbe,  and  be  thou  here  againe, 

Ere  the  Leuiathan  can  fwim  a league. 

Puc.  He  put  a girdle  * about  the  earth,  in  forty  minutes, 
Oberon.  Hauing  once  this  iuyce. 

He  watch  Titania^  whence  fhe  is  afleepe, 

And  drop  the  liquor  of  it  in  her  eyes  : 

The  next  thing  } when  Jhe  waking  lookes  vpon, 

(Be  it  on  lyon,  beare,  or  wolfe,  or  bull. 

On  medling  monkey,  or  on  bufic  ape) 

She  (hall  purfue  it,  with  the  foule  of  loue. 

And  ere  I take  this  charme  off  from  her  fight, 

(As  I can  take  it  with  another  hearbe) 

He  make  her  render  vp  her  page  to  me. 

Rut  who  comes  heere  ? I am  inuifible. 

And  I will  ouer-heare  their  conference. 

Enter  Demetrius,  Helena  following  him, 

Dem.  I loue  thee  not,  therefore  purfue  me  not. 

Where  is  Lyfander^  and  faire  Hermia  ? 

The  one  He  flay,  the  other  (layeth  me. 

Thou  toldH  me  they  were  flolne  vnto  this  wood ; 

And  here  am  I,  and  f wood  within  this  wood, 

Becaufe  I cannot  meete  my  Hermia.  . 

Hence,  get  thee  gone,  and -follow  me  no  more. 

Hel.  You  draw  me,  you  hard-hearted  adamant. 

But  yet  you  draw  not  iron,  for  my  heart 
Is  true  as  fieele.  Leaue  you  your  power  to  draw, 

And  I (hall  haue  no  power  to  follow  3"ou. 

Dem.  Do  I entice  you  ? do  I fpeake  you  faire  ; 

Or  rather  do  I not  in  plained  truth. 

Tell  you  I do  not,  nor  I cannot  love  you  ? 

Hel.  And  euen  for  that  do  I loue  § thee  the  more ; 

I am  your  fpaniell,  and  Demetrius, 

J 7 ken  Jhe.  'f'  TV^dde.  § You, 
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The  more  you  beate  me,  I will  fawne  on  you.  ^ 

Vfe  me  but  as  your  fpaniell ; fpurne  me,  flrike  me, 

Negleft  me,  lofe  me  ; onely  giue  me  leaue 

(Vnworthy  as  I am)  to  follow  you.  ' 

What  worfer  place  can  I beg  in  your  lone, 

(And  yet  a place  of  high  refpeff  with  me) 

Then  to  be  vfed  as  you  vfe  your  dog. 

Dem.  Tempt  not  too  much  the  hatred  of  my  fpirit, 

For  I am  ficke  when  I do  looke  on  thee. 

Hel.  And  I am  ficke  when  I looke  not  on  you. 

Dem.  You  do  impeach  your  modefty  too  much, 

To  leaue  the  citty,  and  commit  your  felfe 
Into  the  hands  of  one  that  loues  you  not, 

To  trufl:  the  opportunity  of  night. 

And  the  ill  counfell  of  a defert  place. 

With  the  rich  worth  of  your  virginity. 

Hel.  Your  vertue  is  my  priuiledge  ; for  that 
It  is  not  night  when  I do  fee  your  face. 

Therefore  I thinke  I am  not  in  the  night. 

Nor  doth  this  wood  lacke  worlds  of  company. 

For  you  in  my  refpedl  are  all  the  world. 

Then  how  can  it  be  faid  I am  alone. 

When  all  the  world  is  here  to  looke  on  me 

Dem.  lie  run  from  thee,  and  hide  me  in  the  brakes, 

And  leaue  thee  to  the  mercy  of  wilde  beads. 

Hel.  The  wilded  hath  not  fuch  a heart  as  you  ; 

Runne  when  you  will,  the  dory  diall  be  chaung’d  : 

Hpollo  dyes,  and  Daphna  holds  the  chafe  ; 

The  doue  purfues  the  griffen,  the  milde  hinde 
Makes  fpeed  to  catch  the  tygre.  Bootlefle  fpeede, 

When  cowardife  purfues,  and  valor  dyes. 

Dem.  I will  not  day  thy  quedions,  let  me  go  ; 

Or  if  thou  follow  me,  do  not  beleeue. 

But  I diall  do  thee  mifchiefe  in  the  wood, 

Hel. 
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Hel.  I,  in  the  temple,  in  the  towne,  * and  field 
You  do  me  mifchiefe.  Fye  Bemetrius, 

Your  wrongs  do  fet  a fcandall  on  my  fex  : 

We  cannot  fight  for  loue,  as  men  may  do  ; 

We  fhould  be  woo’d,  and  were  not  made  to  wooe. 
lie  follow  thee  and  make  a heauen  of  hell. 

To  dye  vpon  the  hand  I loue  fo  well.  Exit^ 

Ob.  Fare  thee  well  nymph,  ere  he  do  leaue  this  groue, 

Thou  (halt  flye  him,  and  he  (hall  feeke  thy  ioue._ 

Hafi  thou  the  flower  there  ? Welcome  wanderer. 

Enter  Pucke.  - ' 

Puck.  I,  there  it  is.  ‘ 

Ob.  I pray  thee  giue  it  me. 

I know  a banke  where  the  wilde  time  blowes,  » 

Where  oxflips  and  the  nodding  violet  growes. 

Quite  ouercanoped  with  lufliious  woodbine. 

With  fweete  muflce  rofes,  and  with  eglantine  ; 

There  fleepes  Tytania,  fometime  of  the  night, 

Luld  in  thefe  flowers,  with  dances  and  delight : 

And  there  the  fnake  throwes  her  enammeld  Ikinne, 

Weed  wide  enough  to  f rap  a fairy  in. 

And  with  the  iuyce  of  this.  He  ftreake  her  eyes. 

And  make  her  full  of  hatefull  fantafies. 

Take  thou  fome  of  it,  and  feeke  through  this  groue ; 

A fweete  Athenian  lady  is  in  loue 

With  a difdainefull  youth  : annoint  his  eyes. 

But  do  it  when  the  next  thing  he  efpies. 

May  be  the  lady.  Thou  (halt  know  the  man. 

By  the  Athenian  garments  he  hath  on. 

Effect  it  with  fome  care,  that  he  may  prooue 
More  fond  on  her,  then  Hie  vpon  her  loue  ; 

And  looke  thou  meete  me  ere  firfi  the  cocke  crow, 

Pii.  Feare  not  my  lord,  your  feruant  ftiall  do  fo.  Exeunt. 

^ 'The  -j-  TPrappe, 
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Enter  ^eene  o/*  Fairies,  •with  her  traine, 

^een.  Come,  now  a roundeli,  and  a fairy  fong; 

Then  for  the  third  part  of  a minute  hence, 

Some  to  kill  cankers  in  the  muflce  rofe  buds. 

Some  warre  with  reremife,  for  their  leathern  wings, » , 

To  make  my  fmall  elues  coats,  and  fome  keepe  back. 

The  clamorous  owle,  that  nightly  hootes  and  wonders 
At  out  queint  fpirits  : Sing  me  now  afleepe, 

Then  to  your  offices,  and  let  me  reft. 

Fairies  Jing, 

Ton  fpotted  fnakes  'with  double  tongue, 

T'horny  hedgehogges  be  not  feene. 

Newts  and  blinde  wormes  do  no  wrong 
Come  not  neere  our  Fairy  ^eene. 

Philomele  with  melody. 

Sing  in  our  fweett  lullaby, 

Ltdla,  lulla,  lidlaby,  lulla,  lulla,  lidlaby, 

Neuer  harme,  nor  fpell,  nor  charme. 

Come  our  huely  lady  nye. 

So  good  night  with  lullaby, 

1.  Fairy.  Weaidngfpiders  come  not  heere. 

Hence  you  long  legd  fpinders,  hence : 

Beetles  blacke  approch  not  neere  \ . 

Worme  nor  fnayle  do  no  offence, 

Philomele  with  melody,  <psc. 

2.  Fairy.  Hence  away,  now  all  is  well’, 

One  aloof e,  Jiand  centinell. 

Enter  Oberon. 

Ob,  What  thou  feeft  when  thou  doft  wake. 

Do  it  for  thy  thy  true  loue  take : 

Loue  and  languiffi  for  his  fake. 

Be  it  ounce,  or  catte,'  or  beare, 

Pard, 


A Midsommer  Nights -Dreame.' 

Pard,  or  boare  with  briflled  halre, 

In  thy  eye  that  ftiall  appeare, 

When  thou  wak’ft,  it  is  thy  deare. 

Wake  when  fome  vile  thing  is  neere.  f ■ 

Enter  Lyfander  and  Hermia. 

Lyf.  Faire  loue,  you  faint  with  wandring  in  the  woods, 
And  to  fpeake  troth  I haue  forgot  our  way  : 

Wee’l  reft  vs  Hermia,  if  you  thinke  it  good. 

And  tarry  for  the  comfort  of  the  day. 

Her.  Be  it  fo  Lyfander ; finde  you  out  a bed. 

For  I vpon  this  banke  will  reft  my  head 

Lyf.  One  turfte  fliall  feme  as  pillow  for  vs  both. 

One  heart,  one  bed,  two  bofomes,  and  one  troth. 

Her.  Nay  good  Lyfander,  for  my  fake  my  deare 
Lie  further  off  yet,  do  not  lie  fo  neere. 

Lyf.  O take  the  fence  fweetc,  of  my  innocence, 

Loue  takes  the  meaning,  in  loues  conference, 

I meane  that  my  heart  vnto  yours  is  knit, 

So  that  but  one  heart  we  can  make  of  it. 

Two  bofomes  interchained  with  an  oath,  , . 

So  then  two  bofomes,  and  a Tingle  troth.  , . 

Then  by  your  ftde,  no  bed-roome  me  deny, 

For  lying  fo,  Hermia,  I do  not  lye. 

Her.  Lyfander  riddles  very  prettily  ; 

Now  much  beOirew  my  manners  and  my  pride. 

If  Hermia  meant  to  fay,  Lyfander  lied. 

But  gentle  friend,  for  loue  and  courtcfie 
Lie  further  ofi,  in  humane  modefty. 

Such  feparation,  as  may  well  be  faid. 

Becomes  a vertuous  batchellor,  and  a maide. 

So  farre  be  diftant,  and  good  night  fweet  friend ; 

Thy  loue  nere  alter  till  thy  fweet  life  ende, 
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Lyf.  Amen,  amen,  to  that'faire  praier,  fay  I, 

And  then  end  life,  when  I end  loialty  : 

Heere  is  my  bed,  fleepe  giue  thee  all  his  reft. 

Her,  With  halfe  that  wifti,  the  wilhers  eyes  be  preft. 

Enter  Pucke. 

Puck.  Through  the  forreft  haue  I gone. 

But  Athenian  finde  I none. 

On  whofe  eies  I might  approue 
This  flowers  force  in  ftirring  loue. 

Night  and  flience : who  is  heere  1 
Weedes  of  Athens  he  doth  weare  : 

This  is  he  (my  mafter  faid) 

Defpifed  the  Athenian  maide  : 

And  heere  the  maiden  fleeping  found. 

On  the  danke  and  dirty  ground. 

Pretty  foule,  flie  durft  not  lye 
Neere  this  lack-loue,  this  kill- cur tefie. 

Churle,  vpon  thy  eyes  I throw 
All  the  power  this  charme  doth  owe : 

When  thou  wak’ft,  let  loue  forbid 

/ 

Sleepe  his  feate,  on  thy  eye-lid. 

So  awake  when  I am  gone  : 

For  I muft  now  to  0 her  on.  Exit, 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Helena  running. 

Hel.  Stay,  though  thou  kill  me,  fweete  Demetrius. 

Dem.  I charge  thee  hence,  and  do  not  haunt  me  thus. 
Hel.  O wilt  thou  darkling  leaue  me  ? Do  not  fo. 

De.  Stay  on  thy  perlll,  1 alone  will  goe. 

Hel.  0 I am  out  of  breath,  in  this  fond  chafe. 

The  more  -my  praier,  the  lefler  is  my  grace. 

Hap'py  is  Hermiay  wherefoere  (he  lies  ; 

For  fhe  hath  blefled  and  attrafliue  eyes. 
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How  came  her  eyes  fo  bright  ? Not  with  fait  teares. 

If  fo,  my  eies  are  oftner  walht  then  hers. 

No,  no,  I am  as  vgly  as  a beare  ; » 

For  beafis  that  meete  me,  runne  away  for  feare, 
Therefore  no  maruaile,  though  Demetrius 
Do  as  a monfler,  flie  my  prefence  thus. 

What  wicked  and  diffembling  glaffe  of  mine. 

Made  me  compare  with  Hermias  fphery  cyne  I 
But  who  is  here,  Lyfander  on  the  ground  ? 

Dead  or  afleepe  I fee  no  blood,  no  wound, 

Lyfander^  if  you  liuc,  good  fir  awake. 

Lyf,  And  run  through  fire  I will  for  thy  fweet  fake. 
Tranfparant  Helena^  nature  fhewes  arte. 

That  through  thy  bofome  makes  me  fee  thy  heart. 

Where  is  Demetrius  ? oh  how  fit  a word 
Is  that  vile  name,  to  perifh  on  my  fword  ! 

HeL  Do  not  fay  fo  Lyfander ^ fay  not  fo  : 

What  though  he  loue  your  Hermia  ? Lord,  what  though  ? 
Yet  Hermia  Bill  loues  you  ; then  be  content. 

Lyf  Content  with  Hermia  ? No,  I do  repent 
The  tedious  minutes  I with  her  haue^  fpent. 

Not  Hermia,  but  Helena  * now  I loue  ; 

Who  will  not  change  a rauen  for  a doue  ? 

The  w-iil  of  man  is  by  his  reafon  fwai’d  : 

And  reafon  faies  you  are  the  worthier  maid. 

Things  growing  are  not  ripe  vntill  their  feafon  ; 

So  ’I  being  young,  till  now  ripe  not  to  reafon. 

And  touching  now  the  point  of  humane  fkill, 

Reafon  becomes  the  marfhall  to  my  will, 

And  leads  me  to  your  eyes,  where  I orelooke 
Loues  (lories,  written  in  loues  richefl  booke. 

Hel,  Wherefore  was  I to  this  keene  mockery  borne  ? 
When  at  your  hands  did  I deferuc  this  fcorne  I 


• A’tw  omitted. 


m 


A Midsommer  Nights  Dreame. 


Ift  not  enough,  ift  not  enough,  ybiing  man. 

That  I did  neuer,  no  nor  neuer.can, 

Deferue  a fweete  looke  from  Demetrius  e)'e, 

But  you  mufl:  flout  my  infuflicency  ? 

Good  troth  you  do  me  wrong  (good-footh  you  do)  » 

In  fuch  difdaiuful  manner,  me  to  wqoe. 

But  fare  you  well;  perforce  I mufl:  confefle, 

I thought  you  lord  of  more  true  gentleneflTe. 

Oh,  that  a lady  of  one  man  refvs’d. 

Should  of  another  therefore  be  abus’d.  Exit. 

Lyf.  She  fees  not  Hermia  : Hermia,  fleepe  thou  there, 
And  neuer  maiff  thou  come  Lyfander  neere; 

For  as  a furfet  of  the  fweetefl:  things 
The  deepefl:  loathing  to  the  flomacke  brings ; 

Or  as  the  herefies  that  men  do  leaue. 

Are  hated  moft  of  thofe  they  did  deceiue : 

So  thou,  my  furfet,  and  my  herefie. 

Of  all  be  hated ; but  the  mofl  of  me ; 

And  all  my  powers  addrefle  your  loue  and  might. 

To  honour  Heleriy  and  to  be  her  knight.  . Exit. 

Her.  Helpe  me  Lyfander ^ helpe  me ; do  thy  befl 
To  plucke  this  crawling  ferpent  from  my  brefl. 

Aye  me,  for  pitty ; what  a dreame  was  here  ? 

Lyfander  looke,  how  I do  quake  with  feare: 

Me-thought  a ferpent  eate  my  heart  away. 

And  you  fat  fmiling  at  his  cruell  prey. 

Lyfander,  what  remoou’d  ? Lyfander,  Lord, 

What,  out  of  hearing,  gone  ? No  found,  no  word 
Alacke  where  are  you  ? Speake  and  if  you  heare ; 

Speake  of  all  loues;  I fwonnd  almofl:  with  feare. 

No,  then  I well  perceiue  you  are  not  nye, 

Eyther  death  or  you  ile  finde  immediately.  Exit. 

Enter  the  Clownes. 

Bet.  Are  we  all  met  ? 

^iin. 
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^lin.  Pat,  pat,  and  heres  a maruallous  conuenlent  place 
for  our  rehearfall.  This  greene  plot  lhall  be  our  (lage,  this 
baiuhorne  brake  our  tyring  houfe,  and  we  will  doe  it  in  ac- 
tion, as  we  will  do  it  before  the  duke. 

• Bot.  Peter  ^lince  ? 

Peter.  What  faift  thou,  bully  Bottome? 

Bot.  There  are  things  in  this  comedy  of  Piramus  and 
Thifiy^  that  will  neuer  pleafe.  Firfl,  Piramus  mufl  draw  a • 
fword  to  kill  himfelfe  ; which  the  ladyes  cannot  abide.  How 
anfvver  you  that  ? 

Snout.  Berlaken,  a parlous  feare. 

Star.  I beleeue  we  muft  leaue  the  killing  out,  when  all  Is 
done. 

Bot.  Not  aAvhit,  I hane  a deuice  to  make  all' well.  WrUe 
me  a prologue,  and  let  the  prologue  feeme  to  fay,  v'ee  will  do 
no  harme  with  our  fwords,  and  that  Pyramiis  is  not  kild  in- 
deed : and  for  the  more  better  alTurance,  tell  them  that  I PU 
ramus  am  not  Piramus y but  Bottome  the  weauer ; this  will 

V 

put  them  out  of  feare.  , 

^in.  Well,  we  will  haue  fuch  a prologue,  arid  it  fliall  be 
written  in  eight  and  fixe. 

Bot.  No,  make  it  two  more,  let  it  be  written  in  eight  and 
eight. 

Snont.  Will  not  the  ladies  be  afeard  of  the  lyon  ? 

Star.  I feare  it,  I promife  you. 

Bot.  Mailers,  you  ought  to  confider  with  y^our  felfe,  to 
bring  in  (God  Ihield  vs)  a lyon  among  ladies,  is  a mod  dread- 
full  thing.  For  there  is  not  a more  fearefull  wilde  fowle  then 
your  lyon  liuing : and  we  ought  to  looke  to  it. 

Snout.  Therefore  another  prologue  mud  tell  he  is  not  a 
lyon. 

Bot.  Nay,  you  mud  name  his  name,  and  halfe  his  face 
mud  be  feen  through  the  lyons  necke,  and  hee  himfelfe  mud 
fpeake  through,  faying  thus,  or  to  the  fame  deffecl ; Ladies/ 
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or  faire  ladies,  I would  wilK  you,  or  I would  requefl  you,  or 
I would  entreat  you  not  to  feare,  not  to  tremble : rny  life  for 
yours.  If  you  think  I come  hether  as  a lyon,  it  were  pitty 
of  my  life.  No,  1 am  no  fuch  thing,  I am  a man  as  other 
men  are;  and  there  indeed  let  him  name  his  name,  and  tell 
them  plainly  he  is  Snug  the  ioyner. 

^dn.  Well,  it  fhall  be  fo ; but  there  is  two  hard  things, 
that  is,  to. bring  the  moone-light  into  a chamber:  for  you 
know,  Piramus  and  Thijhy  meete  by  moone-light. 

Sn.  Doth  the  moone  fhine  that  night  we  play  our  play  ? 
Bottom.  A calender,  a calender,  looke  in  the  almanack, 
finde  out  moone-Ihine,  find  out  moone-fhine. 

^dn.  Yes,  it  doth  fliine  that  night. 

Bot.  Why  then  may  you  leaue  a cafement  of  the  great 
chamber  window  (where  we  play)  open,  and  the  moone  may 
fliine  in  at  the  cafement. 

^dn.  I,  or  elfe  one  mufl  come  in  with  a bufh  of  thorns 
and  a lanthorne,  and  fay  he  comes  to  disfigure,  or  to  prefent 
the  perfon  of  moon-fhine.  Then  there  is  another  thing,  we 
mufi:  haue  a wall  in  the  great  chamber;  for  Piramus  and 
Thijhy  (faies  the  flory)  did  talke  through  the  chinke  of  a wall. 
Sn.  You  can  neuer  bring  in  a wall.  What  fay  you  Bot  tome  P 
Bot.  Some  man  or  othei;  mufi:  prefent  wall,  and  let  him 
haue  fome  plafler,  or  fome  lome,  or  fome  rough  call  about 
him,  to  fignifie  wall ; or  let  him  hold  his  fingers  thus ; and 
through  that  cranny,  fhall  Piramus  and  Thijhy  whifper. 

^in.  If  that  may  be,  then  all  is  well.  Come,  fit  downc 
cucry  mothers  fonne,  and  rehearfe  your  parts.  PiramuSy  you 
begin ; when  you  haue  fpoken  your  fpeech,  enter  into  that 
brake,  and  fo  euery  one  according  to  his  cue. 

Enter  Robin. 

Rob.  What  hempen  home-fpuns  haue  we  fvvaggering  here. 
So  necre  the  cradle  of  the  Fairy  Queene  ? 


What, 


1 


A Midsommer  Nights  Dreame. 

What,  a play  toward  ? He  be  an  auditor. 

An  a(n:or  too  perhaps,  if  I fee  caufe, 

^in.  Speake  PiramiiSy  Thijhy  Hand  forth. 

P/r.  Thifiy,  the  flowers  of  odious  fauours  fwecte. 

^tin.  Odours,  odorous, 

Pir.  Odours  fauors  fwecte. 

So  hath  thy  breath,  my  deareft  Thijby  deare. 

Bnfharke,  a voyce:  flay  thou  but  heere  a while, 

And  by  and  by  I will  to  thee  appeare.  Exit, 

^lin.  A ftranger  Piramus,  then  ere  plaid  here. 

Thif.  Mu  ft  I fpeake  now  ? 

Pet.  I marry  muft-you.  For  you  muft  vnderftand  he  goes 
but  to  fee  a noyfe  that  he  heard,  and  is  to  come  againe, 

Thyf.  Moft  radiant  Piramus,  moft  lilly  white  of  hue. 

Of  colour  like  the  red  rofe  on  triumphant  bryer, 

Moft  briflcy  iuuenall,  and  eke  moft  louely  lew. 

As  true  as  trueft  horfe,  that  yet  would  neuer  tyre. 

He  meete  thee  Piramus,  at  Nimiies  toombe. 

Pet.  Nmiis  toombe  man : why  you  muft  not  fpeake  that 
yet  ; that  you  anfwer  to  Piramus  : you  fpeake  all  your  part 
at  once,. cues  and  al.  Piramus  enter,  your  cue  is  paft;  it  is 
neuer  tyre. 

Thyf.  O,  as  true  as  trueft  horfe,  that  yet  would  neuer  tyre. 
Pir.  If  I were  faire,  Thifoy  I were  onely  thine. 

Pet.  O monftrous.  O ftrange.  We  are  haunted ; pray 
mafters  flye  mafters,  helpe.  / 

Rob.  He  follow  you,  He  leade  you  about  a round. 

Through  bogge,  through  bufli,  through  brake,  through  bryer 
Sometime  a horfe  He  be,  fometime  a hound, 

A hogge,  a headlefle  beare,  fometime  a Are, 

And  neigh,  and  barke,  and  grunt,  and  rore,  and  burne. 

Like  horfe,  hound,  hog,  beare,  fire,  at  euery  turne.  Exit. 

Bot.  Why  do  they  run  away  \ This  is  a knauery  of  them 
to  make  me  afe^rd. 
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Enter  Snowt. 

Sn.  O Bottom,  thou  art  chang’d  ; what  do  I fee  on  thee  ? 
Bot,  What  do  you  fee?  you  fee  an  aflc  head  of  your  own. 
Do  you  ? 

Enter  Peter  Quince. 

Pet.  BlelTe  thee  Bottome,  bleffe  thee ; thou  art  tranHated.  Exit. 
Bot.  I fee  their  knauery  ; this  is  to  make  an  affe  of  me,  to 
fright  me  if  they  could ; but  I will  not  ffir  from  this  place, 
do  what  they  can.  I will  walke  vp  and  downe  heerc,  and  I 
will  ling  that  they  hiall  heare  Pam  not  afraid. 

The  woofell  cocke,  fo  blacke  of  hew, 

With  orange  tawny  bill. 

The  throftle,  with  his  note  fo  true. 

The  WTen  with  little  quill. 

Tytania.  What  angell  wakes  me  from  my  Howry  bed  ? 

Bot.  The  finch,  the  fparrow,  and  the  larke, 

The  plainfong  cuckow  gray  ; 

Whofe  note  full  many  a man  doth  marke. 

And  dares  not-  anfwer,  nay. 

For  indeed,  who  would  fet  his  wit  to  fo  foolifh  a bird  ? 

"Who  would  giue  a bird  the  lye,  though  he  cry  cuckow,  ne-- 
iier  fo  ? 

Tyta.  I pray  thee  gentle  mortall,  fing  againe. 

Mine  eare  is  much  enamored  of  thy  note; 

* On  the  firjl  view  to  fay,  tofweare  1 lone  thee. 

So  is  mine  eye  enthralled  to  thy  JJjape, 

ylnd  thy  fair e verities  force  (perforce ) doth  moiie  me. 

Bot.  Me- thinks  miflrefie,  you  fhould  haue  little  reafon  for 
, that : and  yet  to  fay  the  truth,  reafon  and  loue  keepe  little 
company  together,  now  a dayes.  The  more  the  pitty,  that 
feme  honeft  neighbours  will  not  make  them  friends.  Nay  i 
can  gleeke  vpon  occafion. 


, * S.o  h mine  eye  enthralled  to  thy  Jhape, 

And  thy  faire  'vertuee  force  [pe-'force)  doth  moue  me. 
On  the  firjl  >vie’iv  to  fay,  to  fweare  I loue  thee. 
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Tyta,  Thou  art  as  wife,  as  thou  art  beautifull. 

Bot,  Not  fo  neither : but  if  I had  wit  enough  to  get  out 
of  this  wood,  I haue  enough  to  ferue  mine  owne  turne. 

Tyta.  Out  of  this  wood,  do  not  defire  to  goe. 

Thou  (halt  remaine  here,  whether  thou  wilt  or  no. 

I am  a fpirit  of  no  common  rate : 

The  fomnier  ftill  doth  tend  vpon  my  (late, 

And  I do  loue  thee  ; therefore  go  with  me. 

He  giue  thee  fairies  to  attend  on  thee ; 

And  they  (hall  fetch  thee  iewels  from  the  deepe, 

And  fing,  while  thou  on  prelTed  flowers  dofl:  fleepe  ; 

And  I will  purge  thy  mortall  groifenelTe  fo. 

That  thou  (halt  like  an  ayry  fpirit  go. 

Peafe-blolfome,  Cobweb,  Moth,  and  Muflard-feed. 

Enter  foure  fairies, 

fai.  Ready  ; and  /,  and  /,  and  I.  Where  (hall  we  go  ? 

Tita.  Be  kinde  and  curteous  to  this  gentleman. 

Hop  in  his  walkes,  and  gambole  in  his  cies, 

Feede  him  with  apricocks,  and  dewberries. 

With  purple  grapes,  greene  figs,  and  mulberries, 

The  hony  bags  fleale  from  the  humble  bees. 

And  for  night  tapers,  crop  their  waxen  thighes. 

And  light  them  at  the  fiery  glow.-wormes  eies. 

To  haue  my  loue  to  bed,  and  to  arife 
And  plucke  the  wings  from  painted  butterflies, 

To  fanne  the  moone-beams  from  his  fleeping  eyes. 

Nod  to  him  elues,  and  do  him  curtefies. 

I.  Fai,  Haile  mortall,  haile.  , ' 

%,  Fai,  Haile. 

3.  Fai,  Haile. 

Bot,  I cry  your  worlhips  mercy  hartily ; I befcech  your 
worlhips  name. 

Cob,  Cobweb, 

Bot, 
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Bot,  I fhall  de/ire  you  of  more  acquaintance,  good  mafler 
Cobweb : if  I cut  my  finger,  I fiiall  make  bold  with  you. 
Your  name  honefi  gentleman  ? 

Peaf.  P eafe-blojfome . 

Bot,  I pray  you  commend  me  to  miftrefie  Squajh,  your  mo- 
ther, and  to  mafier  Peafcod  yom  father.  Good  mafterP^^^- 
blojfome,  /fiiall  defire  you  of  more  acquaintance  to.  Your 
name  I befeech  you  fir  ? ^ - 

Mvf.  Miiftard-feede. 

Bot.  Good  malfer  Mujlard-feed^  I know  your  patience  well : 
that  fame  cowardly  gyant-like  oxe-beefe  hath  deuoured  many 
a gentleman  of  your  houfe.  I promife  you,  your  kindred 
hath  made  my  eyes  water  ere  now.  I defire  you  more  ac- 
quaintance, good  mafter  Mtijlard-feede. 

Tita.  Come  waite  vpon  him,  leade  him' to  my  bower. 

The  moone  me-thinks,  lookes  with  a watry  eie. 

And  when  fl:jc  weepes,  weepe  euery  little  flower. 

Lamenting  fome  enforced  chaflity. 

Tye  vp  my  louers  tongue,  bring  him  filently.  Exit* 

Enter  King  of  Fairies,  and  Robin  Good-fellow. 

Ob.  I wonder  if  Titania  be  awak’t ; 

Then  what  it  was  that  next  came  in  her  eye,  ' 

Which  fhe  rnufl  dote  on,  in  extremity. 

Here  comes  my  mefienger : how  now  mad  fpirit, 

What  night-rule  now  about  this  haunted  groue  ? 

Puck.  My  miflreire  with  a monfler  is  in  loue, 

Neere  to  her  clofe  and  confecrated  bower, 

While  file  was  in  her  dull  and  fleeping  hower, 

A crew  of  patches,  rude  mechanicals. 

That  worke  for  bread,  vpon  Athenian  Halles, 

Were  met  together  to  rehearfe  a play. 

Intended  for  great  Thefeus  nuptiall  day ; 
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The  fhalloweft  thick-fkin  of  that  barren  fort. 

Who  Piramus  prefented,  in  their  fport, 

Forfooke  his  fcene,  and  entred  in  a brake,. 

When  I did  him  at  this  aduantage  take. 

An  afTes  nole  [ fixed  on  his  head. 

Anon  his  Thifhie  mufi:  be  anfwered, 

And  forth  my  * minnock  comes : when  they  him  fpy. 

As  wilde  gcefe,  that  the  creeping  fowler  eye, 

Or  rufied  pated  choughes,  many  in  fort 
(Rifing  and  cawing  at  the  guns  report) 

Seuer  themfelues,  and  madly  fweepe  the  Iky : 

So  at  his  fight,  away  his  fellowes  flye, 

And  at  our  fiampc,  here  ore  and  ore  one  falles  ; 

He  murther  cryes,  and  helpe  from  Athens  cals, 

Their  fenfe  thus  weake,  loff  with  their  feares  thus  firong, 
Made  fenfelefic  things  begin  to  do  them  wrong. 

For  briars  and  thornes  at  their  apparell  fnatch. 

Some  fleeues,  fome  hats,  from  yeelders  all  things  catch, 

I led  them  on  in  this  diftradled  feare. 

And  left  fweete  Piramus  tranflated  there  : 

When  in  that  moment  (fo  it  came  to  pafie) 

Tytania  waked,  and  ftraightway  lou’d  an  afie. 

Ob,  This  falles  out  better  than  I could  deuife  : 

But  haft  thou  yet  f lu^cht  the  Athemans  eyes. 

With  the  loue  iuyce,  as  I did  bid  thee  do  ? 

Rob.  I tooke  him  fieeping  (that  is  finiftit  to) 

And  the  Athenian  woman  by  his  fide, 

That  when  he  wak’t,  of  force  ftie  muft  be  eyde. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Hermia. 

Ob.  Stand  clofe,  this  is  the  fame  'Athenian^ 

Rob,  This  is  the  woman,  but  not  this  the  man. 

* Mirn'ick.  Latch'd, 

VoL.  I.  C Bern 
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Dem,  O why  rebuke  you  him  that  loues  you  fo  ? 

Lay  breath  fo  bitter  on  your  bitter  foe. 

Her.  Now  I but  chide,  but  I fliould  vfe  thee  worfe. 
For  thou  (I  feare)  haft  giuen  me  caufe  to  curfe. 

If  thou  haft  flaine  Lyfander  in  his  fleepe. 

Being  ore  ftiooes  in  bloud,  plunge  in  the  deepe,  and  kill 
The  funne  was  not  fo  true  vnto  the  day, 

As  he  to  me.  Would  he  haue  ftollen  away, 

From  fleeping  Hermia  P lie  beleeue  as  foone 
This  whole  earth  may  be  bor’d,  and  that  the  moone 
May  through  the  center  creepe,  and  fo  difpleafe 
Her  brothers  noonetide,  with  th’  Antipodes. 

It  cannot  be  but  thou  haft  murdred  him. 

So  ftiould  a murderer  looke,  fo  dead,  fo  grim. 

Dem,  So  ibould  the  murdere  looke,  and  fo  ftiould  L 
Pierft  through  the  heart  with  your  ftearne  cruelty : 

Yet  you  the  murdered  looke  as  bright,  as  cleare. 

As  yonder  Venus  in  her  glimmering  fpheare. 

Her.  What’s  this  to  my  Lyfander  P where  is  he  ? 

Ah  good  Demetrius,  wilt  thou  giue  him  me 
Dem.  Ide  rather  giue  his  carkafte  to  my  hounds. 

Her.  Out  dog,  out  curre,  thou  driu’ft  me  paft  the  bon-d 
Of  maidens  patience.  Haft  thou  flaine  him  then  ^ 
Henceforth  be  neuer  numbred  among  men. 

Oh,  once  tell  true,  * even  for  my  fake, 

Durft  thou  haue  lookt  vpon  him  being  aw^ke  ? 

And  haft  thou  kild  him,  fleeping  ? O braue  tutch: 

Could  not  a worme,  an  adder  do  fo  much  ? 

An  adder  did  it.  For  with  doubler  tongue 
Then  thine  (thou  ferpent)  neuer  adder  ftung. 

Dem.  You  fpend  your  paftion  on  a mifpriz’d  mood, 

I am  not  guilty  of  Lyfanders  bloud  : 

Nor  is  he  dead,  for  ought  that  I can  tell. 

* ^Teli  true  even. 
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Her,  I pray  thee  tell  me  then,  that  he  is  well. 

Deyn,  And  if  I could,  what  fhould  I get  therefore  ? 

Her,  A priuiledge,  neiier  to  fee  me  more. 

And  from  thy  hated  prefence  part  I,  fee  me  no  more. 
Whether  he  be  dead  or  no.  Exit, 

Dcm,  There  is  no  following  her  in  this  fierce  vaine, 

Heere  therefore  for  a while  I will  remaine. 

Soforrowes  hcauinefTe  doth  heauier  grow. 

For  debt  that  bankrout  flip  doth  forrow  owe, 

Which  now  in  fome  flight  meafure  it  will  pay. 

If  for  his  tender  heere  I make  fome  flay.  Lie  downe* 

Ob,  What  haft  thou  done  ? Thou  haft  miftaken  quite. 

And  laide  the  loue  iuyee  on  fome  true  loues  fight : 

Of  thy  mifprifion,  muft  perforce  enfue 

Some  true  loue  turn’d,  and  not  a falfe  turnd  true. 

Rob,  Then  fate  ore-rules,  that  one  man  holding  troth, 

A million  faile,  confounding  oath  on  oath. 

Ob.  About  the  wood,  goe  fwifter  then  the  winde. 

And  Helena  of  Athens  looke  thou  finde. 

All  fancy  ficke  fhe  is,  and  pale  of  cheere, 

With  fighes  of  loue,  that  cofts  the  frefh  bloud  dears. 

By  fome  illufion  fee  thou  bring  her  heere. 

He  charme  his  eies,  againft  fhe  do  appeare. 

Robin,  I go,  I go,  looke  how  I goe, 

Swifter  than  arrow  from  the  Tartars  bowe.  Exit. 

Ob.  Flower  of  this  purple  die. 

Hit  with  Cupids  archery, 

Sinke  in  apple  of  his  eye. 

When  his  loue  he  doth  efpy. 

Let  her  fhine  as  glorioufly 
As  the  Venus  of  the  fky. 

When  thou  wak’ft,  if  fhe  be  by. 

Beg  of  her  for  remedy. 
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Enter  Pucke, 

Piicke.  Captalne  of  our  fairy  band, 

Helena  is  heere  at  hand, 

And  the  youth,  miftooke  by  me. 

Pleading  for  a louers  fee. 

Shall  we  their  fond  pageant  fee  ? 

Lord,  what  fooles  thefe  mortals  be  ! 

Ob,  Stand  afide  : the  noyfe  they  make. 

Will  caufe  Demetrius  to  awake. 

Puc,  Then  will  two  at  once  wooe  one. 

That  mufl  needs  be  fport  alone  : 

And  thofe  things  do  beft  pleafe  me, 

That  befall  prepojfleroufly. 

‘ Enter  Lyfander  and  Helena. 

Lyf  Why  (hould  you  think  that  I (hould  wooe  in  fcorn  ? 
Scorne  and  derifion  neuer  come  in  teares  : 

Looke  when  I vow  I weepe ; and  vowes  fo  borne. 

In  their  natiuity  all  truth  appeares. 

How  can  thefe  things  in  me,  feeme  fcorne  to  you  ? 

Bearing  the  badge  of  faith  to  proue  them  true. 

Hel,  You  do  aduance  your  cunning  more  and  more. 
When  truth  kils  truth,  O diuelilh  holy  fray  ! 

Thefe  vowes  are  Hermias,  Will  you  glue  her  ore  ? 

Weigh  oath  with  oath,  and  you  will  nothing  weigh. 

Your  vowes  to  her,  and  me  (put  in  two  fcales) 

Will  euen  weigh,  and  both  as  light  as  tales. 

Lyf.  I had  no  iudgement,  when  to  her  I fwore. 

Hel.  Nor  none  in  my  minde,  now  you  giue  her  ore. 

Lyf.  Demetrius  loues  her,  and  he  loues  not  you. 

Deme.  O HeleUy  goddelTe,  nimph,  perfect,  diuine. 

To  what,  my  lone,  fliall  I compare  thine  eine  ! 

Chriltall  is  muddy,  0 how  ripe  in  Ihowe,  - 
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Thy  lips,  thofe  kilTing  cherries,  tempting  grow  ! 
That  pure  congealed  white,  high  Taurus  fnow, 
Fan’d  with  the  eafterne  winde,  turnes  to  a crow. 
When  thou  holdfl:  vp  thy  hand.  O let  me  kifle 
This  princcHe  of  pure  white,  this  feale  of  blifle. 

Hell,  O fpite ! 6 hell ! I fee  you  all  are  bent 
To  fet  againff  me,  for  your  merriment. 

If  you  were  ciuil,  and  knew  curtefie, 

You  would  not  do  me  thus  much  iniury. 

Can  you  not  hate  me,  as  I know  you  do. 

But  you  muff  ioyne  in  foules  to  mocke  me  too  ? 

If  you  were  men,  as  men  you  are  in  fhow. 

You  would  not  vfe  a gentle  lady  fo; 

To  vow,  and  fweare,  and  fuperpraife  my  parts. 
When  I am  fure  you  hate  me  with  your  hearts. 
You  both  arc  riuals,  and  loue  Hermia ; 

And  now  both  riuals,  to  mocke  Helena, 

A trim  exploit,  a manly  enterprize. 

To  coniure  teares  vp  in  a poore  maides  eyes. 

With  your  derifion,  none  of  noble  fort. 

Would  fo  offend  a virgine,  and  extort 
A poore  foules  patience,  all  to  make  you  fport, 
Lyfan.  You  are  vnkinde  Demetrius',  be  not  fo. 
For  you  loue  Hermia ; that  you  know  I know ; 

And  heere  with  all  good  will,  with  all  my  heart. 

In  Hermias  loue  I yeeld  you  vp  my  part ; 

And  yours  of  Helena,  to  me  bequeath, 

Whom  I do  loue,  and  will  do  to  my  death. 

Hel,  Neuer  did  mockers  wafle  more  idle  breath. 
Deme,  Lyfander,  keepe  thy  Hermia,  I will  none; 
If  ere  I lou’d  her,  all  that  loue  is  gone. 

My  heart  to  her,  but  as  gueft-wife  foiournd, 

And  now  to  Helen  it  is  home  return’d, 

There  to  remaine. 


A Midsommer  Nights  Driami. 

Lyf.  * It  is  not  Jo. 

Dem.  Difparage  not  the  faith  thou  doft  not  know. 

Lead  to  thy  perill  thou  abide  it  deare. 

Looke  where  thy  loue  comes  yonder  is  thy  deare. 

Enter  Hermia. 

Her.  Darke  night,  that  from  the  eye  his  function  takes. 
The  eare  more  quicke  of  apprehenfion  makes. 

Wherein  it  doth  impaire  the  feeing  fenfe. 

It  pales  the  hearing  double  recompence. 

Thou  art  not  by  mine  eie,  Lyfander  found. 

Mine  eare  (I  thanke  it)  brought  me  to  thy  found. 

But  why  vnkindly  didll  thou  leaue  me  fo  ? 

Lyf.  Why  Tiiould  he  flay,  whom  loue  doth  prefle  to  go  ? 
Her.  What  loue  could  prefTe  Lyfander  from  my  fide  ? 
Lyf  Lyfander s loue  (that  would  not  let  him  bide) 

Daire  Helena  \ who  more  engilds'the  night, 

Then  all  yon  fiery  oes,  and  cies  of  light. 

Why  feek’fl  thou  me  ? Could  not  this  make  thee  know. 
The  hate  I bare  thee,  made  me  leaue  thee  fo  ? 

H^r.  You  fpeake  not  as  you  thinke;  it  cannot  be. 

Hel.  Loe,  fhe  is  one  of  this  confederacy. 

Now  I perceiue,  they  haue  conioynd  all  three. 

To  fafnion  this  falfe  fport,  in  fpight  of  me. 

Iniurious  Hermia^  moft  vngratefull  maide, 

Haue  you  confpir’d,  haue  you  with  thefe  contriu’d 
To  baite  me,  with  this  foule  derifion  ? 

Is  all  the  counfell  that  we  two  haue  fhar’d. 

The  fillers  vowes,  the  houres  that  we  haue  fpent, 

When  we  haue  chid  the  hafly  footed  time. 

For  parting  vs ; O,  is  all  forgot  ? 

All  fchoole-daies  friendfhip,  child-hood  innocence  ? 

We  Hermia^  like  two  artificial!  gods. 
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Hauc  with  our  needles,  created  both  one  flower, 
Both  on  one  fampler,  fitting  on  one  cufliion, 

Both  warbling  of  one  fong,  both  in  one  key  ; 

As  if  our  hands,  our  fides,  voices,  and  mindes 
Had  bin  incorporate.  So  we  grew  together, 

Like  to  a double  cherry,  feeming  parted. 

But  yet  an  vnion  in  partition. 

Two  louely  berries  moulded,  on  one  flemme. 

So  with  two  feeming  bodies,  but  one  heart, 

T wo  of  the  firfi:  life  coats  in  heraldry. 

Due  but  to  one,  and  crowned  with  one  crefl. 

And  will  you  rent  our  ancient  loue  afunder, 

To  ioyne  with  men  in  fcorning  your  poorc  friend  ? 

It  is  not  friendly,  tis  not  maidenly. 

Our  fexe  as  well  as  I may  chide  you  for  it. 

Though  I alone  do  feele  the  iniury. 

Her.  I am  amazed  at  your  words, 

I fcorne  you  not ; it  feems  that  you  fcorne  me. 

Hel.  Haue  you  not  fet  Lyfandery  as  in  fcorne 
To  follow  me,  and  prflife  my  eies  arid  face  ? 

And  made  your  other  loue,  DemetriuSy  • 

(Who  euen  but  now  did  fpurne  me  with  his  foote) 
To  call  me  goddeffe,  nimph,  diuine,  and  rare, 
Precious,' celefliall  ? Wherefore  fpeakes  he  this 
To  her  he  hates  ? And  wherefore  doth  Lyfander 
Deny  your  loue  (fo  rich  within  his  Toule) 

And  Lender  me  (forfooth)  afle<ffion, 

But  by  your  fetting  on,  by  your  confent  ? 

What  though  I be  not  fo  in  grace  as  you. 

So  hung  vpon  with  loue,  fo  fortunate  ? * 

(But  miferable  mofl,  to  loue  vnlou’d) 

This  you  fliould  pitty,  rather  then  defpife. 

Her,  I vnderfland  not  what  you  meanc  by  this. 
Hel,  I,  do,  perfeuer,  counterfeit  fad  lookes, 
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Make  mouthes  vpon  me  when  I turne  my  backe, 

Winkc  each  at  other,  hold  the  fweete  ieafl:  vp  : 

This  fport  well  carried,  (hall  be  chronicled. 

If  you  haue  any  pitty,  grace,  or  manners. 

You  would  not  make  me  fuch  an  argument. 

But  faryewell,  tis  partly  mine  owne  fault. 

Which  death  or  abfence  foone  lhall  remedy. 

Lyf,  Stay  gentle  Helenay  heare  my  excufe. 

My  loue,  my  life,  my  foule,  faire  Helena, 

HeL  O excellent ! 

Her,  Sweete,  do  not  fcorne  her  fo. 

Dem,  If  /he  cannot  entreate,  I can  compell. 

Lyf.  Thou  canfl:  compell,  no  more  then  /he  entreate. 
Thy  threats  haue  no  more  hrength  then  her  weake  praife. 
HeleUy  I loue  thee,  by  my  life  I doe ; 

I fweare  by  that  which  I will  lofe  for  thee. 

To  proue  him  falfe,  that  faies  I loue  thee  not. 

Dem.  I fay,  I loue  thee  more  than  he  can  do. 

Lyf.  If  thou  fay  fo,  with-draw  and  proue  it  to. 

Dem.  Quick,  come. 

Her,  Lyfandery  whereto  tends  all  this  ? 

Lyf,  Away,  you  Ethiope. 

Dem.  No,  no,  hee’l  feeme  to  breake  loofe ; 

Take  on  as  you  would  follow, 

But  yet  come  not ; you  are  a tame  man,  go. 

Lyf.  Hang  off  thou  cat,  thou  bur  ; vile  thing  let  loofe. 
Or  I will  /hake  thee  from  me  like  a ferpent. 

Her.  Why  are  you  growne  fo  rude  ? 

What  change  is  this,  fweete  loue  ? 

Lyf.  Thy  loue  ? out  tawny  Tartar y out ; 

Out  loathed  medicine  ; 6 hated  * poifon  hence. 

Her.  Do  you  not  ieafl  ? 

HsL.Yqs  Tooth,  and  fo  do  you. 


* Potlofl, 
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Lyf.  DemeiriuSj  I will  keepe  my  word  with  thee. 

Dem.  I would  I had  your  bond  : for  I perceiue, 

A weake  bond  holds  you  ; He  not  truft  your  word. 

Lyf,  What,  fhould  I hurt  her,  Hrike  her,  kill  her  dead 
Although  I hate  her,  He  not  harme  her  fo. 

Her.  What  ? can  you  do  me  greater  harme  then  hate  ? 
Hate  me,  wherefore  ? O me,  what  newes  my  loue  ? 

Am  not  I Hermia  ? Are  not  you  Lyfander  ? 

1 am  as  faire  now,  as  I was  ere  while. 

Since  night  you  lou’d  me;  yet  fince  night  you  left  me. 
Why  then  you  left  me  (6  the  gods  forbid) 

In  earneft.  Hi  all  I fay  ? 

Lyf.  I,  by  my  life  ; 

And  neuer  did  deiire  to  fee  thee  more. 

Therefore  be  out  of  hope,  of  queHion,  of  doubt ; 

Be  certaine  ; nothing  truer ; tis  no  ieaH, 

That  I do  hate  thee,  and  loue  Helena, 

Her,  O me,  you  iuggler,  you  canker  blofTome, 

You  theefe  of  loue;  what,  haue  you  come  by  night. 

And  Holne  my  loues  heart  from  him  ? 

Hel,  Fine  ifaith. 

Haue  you  no  modeHy,  no  maiden  (hame. 

No  touch  of  baHifulneHe  ? What,  will  you  tearc 
Impatient  anfwers  from  my  gentle  tongue  ? 

Fie,  fie^  you  counterfet,  you  puppet,  you. 

Her,  Puppet  ? why  fo  ? I,  that  way  goes  the  game. 
Now  I perceiue  that  fhe  hath  made  compare 
Betweene  our  Hatures,  Ihe  hath  vrg’d  her  height, 

Aud  with  her  perfonage,  her  tall  parfonage. 

Her  height  (forfooth)  Hie  hath  preuaild  with  him. 

And  are  you  growne  fo  high  in  his  eHeeme, 

Becaufe  I am  fo  dwarfiHi  and  fo  low  ? 

How  low  am  I,  thou  painted  may-pole  ? Speake, 
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How  low  am  I ? I 'am  not  yet  fo  low, 

But  that  my  nailes  can  reach  vnto  thine  eyes. 

HeL  I pray  you  though  you  mocke  me,  gentlemen. 
Let  her  not  hurt  me  ; I was  neuer  curA  : 

I haue  no  gift  at  all  in  {hrewilhncfle  : 

I am  a right  maid  for  my  coWardize; 

Let  her  not  Arike  me  : you  perhaps  may  thinkc, 

Becaufe  Ihe  is  fomething  lower  than  myfelfe. 

That  I can  match  her. 

Her.  Lower  ? harke  againe. 

Hel,  Good  Hermia^  do  not  be  fo  bitter  with  me, 
i euermore  did  loue  you  Hermia^ 

Did  euer  keepe  your  counfels,  neuer  wronged  you, 

Saue  that  in  loue  vnto  Demetrius, 

I told  him  of  your  Health  vnto  this  wood. 

He  followed  you,  for  loue  I followed  him. 

But  he  hath  chid  me  hence,  and  threatned  me 
To  ftrike  me,  fpurne  me,  nay  to  kill  me  to ; 

And  now,  fo  you  will  let  me  quiet  goe. 

To  Athens  will  I beare  my  folly  backe. 

And  follow  you  no  further.  Let  me  go. 

You  fee  how  Ample,  and  how  fond  I am. 

Her.  Why  get  you  gone  : who  ill  that  hinders  you  ? 
HeL  A fooliih  heart,  that  I Icaue  heere  behinde. 

Her.  What,  with  Lyfander  P 
Hel.  With  Demetrius. 

Lyf.  Be  not  afraid,  (he  fhall  not  harme  thee  Helena. 
Deme.  No  fir,  fhe  lhall  not,  though  you  take  her  part 
Hel.  O when  fhee’s  angry,  ftie  is  keene  and  fhrewd. 
She  was  a vixen  when  fhe  went  to  fchoole, 

And  though  flie  be  but  little,  flie  is  fierce. 

Her.  Little  againe  ? Nothing  but  low  and  little  ? 

Why  will  you  fufFer  her  to  flout  me  thus  ? 

Let  me  come  to  her. 
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Lyf,  Get  you  gone  you  dwarfe, 

You  minimus,  of  hindring  knot  grafle  made, 

You  bead,  you  acorne. 

Dem,  You  are  too  officious. 

In  her  behalfe  that  fcornes  your  feruices. 

Let  her  alone,  fpeake  not  of  Helena, 

Take  not  her  part.  For  if  thou  dofl:  intend 
Neuer  fo  little  (hew  of  loue  to  her. 

Thou  fhalt  abie  it. 

Lyf.  Now  fhe  holds  me  not. 

Now  follow  if  thou  dar’fl:,  to  try  whofe  right, 

• Of  thine  or  mine,  is  mofi  in  Helena.  Exit. 

Dem.  Follow  ? Nay,  He  go  with  thee  cheeke  by  iowle. 

Her.  You  mifirefle,  all  this  coyle  is  long  of  you. 

Nay,  goe  not  backe. 

Her.  I will  not  trufl  you  I, 

Not  longer  flay  in  your  curfl  company. 

Your  hands  than  mine,  are  quicker  for  a fray. 

My  legs  are  longer  though  to  runne  away. 

Her.  I am  amaz’d,  and  know  not  what  to  fay.  Exeunt* 
Ob,  This  is  thy  negligence,  fiill  thou  miftak’fl, 

Or  elfe  commit’fl  thy  knauerles  wilfully. 

Puck.  Beleeue  me,  king  of  fhaddowes,  I mifiooke. 

Did  not  you  tell  me,  I fhould  know  the  man, 

By  the  Athenian  garments  he  hath  on  ? 

And  fo  farre  blamelefle  proues  my  enterprize, 

That  I haue  nointed  an  Athenians  eyes. 

And  fo  farre  am  I glad,  it  fo  did  fort. 

As  this  their  iangling  I efieeme  a fport. 

Ob.  Thou  feeft  thefe  louers  feeke  a place  to  fight, 

Hie  therefore  Robin,  ouercafl:  the  night. 

The  ftarry  welkin  couer  thou  anon. 

With  drooping  fogge  as  blacke  as  Acheron, 

And 
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And  leadc  thefe  telly  riuals  fo  allray, 

As  one  come  not  within  anothers  way. 

Like  to  Lyfander,  fometime  frame  thy  tongue. 

Then  flirre  Demetrius  vp  with  bitter  wrong ; 

And  fometime  raile  thou  like  Demetrius  ; 

And  from  each  other  looke  thou  leade  them  thus. 
Till  ore  their  browes,  death- counterfeiting,  lleepe 
With  leaden  ledgs,  and  batty  wings  doth  creepe  ; 
Then  crulh  this  hearbe  into  Lyfanders  eie, 

Whofe  liquor  hath  this  vertuous  property, 

To  take  from  thence  all  error,  with  his  might. 

And  make  his  eie-bals  rolle  with  wonted  fight. 

When  they  next  wake,  all  this  derifion 
Shall  feeme  a dreame,  and  fruitlelTe  vifion, 

And  backe  to  Athens  lhall  the  louers  wend 
With  league,  whofe  date  till  death  lhall  neuer  end. 
Whiles  I in  this  affaire  do  thee  apply, 

He  to  my  queen,  and  beg  her  Indian  boy  ; 

And  then  I will  her  charmed  eie  releafe 

From  monllers  view,  and  all  things  lliall  be  peace. 

Puck,  My  fairie  lord,  this  mull  be  done  with  halle, 
For  night  fwift  dragons  cut  the  clouds  full  fall. 

And  yonder  Ihines  Auroras  harbinger  ; 

At  whofe  approch,  gholls  wandring  heere  and  there, 
Troope  home  to  church-yards ; damned  fpirits  all. 
That  in  crolfe  waies  and  flouds  haue  buriall. 

Already  to  their  wormy  beds  are  gone  ; 

For  feare  leall  day  Ihould  looke  their  lhames  vpon. 
They  wilfully  themfelues  exile  from  light. 

And  mull  for  aie  confort  with  blacke  browd  night. 

Ob.  But  we  are  fpirits  of  another  fort : 

I,  with  the  mornings  loue  haue  oft  made  fport, 

And  like  a forreAer,  the  groues  may  tread, 

Euen  till  the  EaAcrne  gate  all  fiery  red, 
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Opening  on  Neptune,  ■with  falre  blefled  beames, 

Turnes  into  yellow  gold,  his  fait  greene  ftreames. 

But  notwithlbnding  haAe,  make  no  delay, 

We  may  effect  this  bufinefTe,  yet  ere  day. 

Puck.  Vp  and  downe,  vp  and  downe,  I will  leade  them  vp 
and  downe  : I am  feard  in  field  and  towne.  Goblin,  lead 
them  vp  and  downe  : here  comes  one. 

Enter  Lyfander. 

Lyf.  Where  art  thou,  proud  Demetrius  P Speak  thou  now. 
Rob.  Here  villaine,  drawne  and  ready.  Where  art  thou  ? 
Lyf.  I will  be  with  thee  ftraight. 

Rab.  Follow  me  then  to  plainer  ground. 

Enter  Demetrius. 

De?n.  Lyfander,  fpeake  againc  ; 

Thou  runaway,  thou  coward,  art  thou  fled  ? 

» 

Speake  in  fome  bufh.  Where  doll:  thou  hide  thy  head  I 
Rob.  Thou  coward,  art  thou  bragging  to  the  ftars. 

Telling  the  bufhes  that  thou  look’fl:  for  warres. 

And  wilt  not  come  ? Come  recreant,  come  thou  childe,  ^ 
He  whip  thee  with  a rod.  He  is  defil’d 
That  drawes  a fvvord  on  thee. 

Deme.  Yea,  art  thou  there  ? 

Rob.  Follow  my  voice,  wee’l  try  no  manhood  here.  Exeunt. 
Lyf.  He  goes  before  me,  and  ftill  dares  me  on. 

When  I come  where  he  calles,  then  hee’s  gone. 

The  villaine  is  much  lighter  heel’d  then  I ; 

I followed  faft,  but  fafter  he  did  flie  ; 

That  fallen  am  I in  darke  vneuen  way, 

And  here  will  reft  me.  Come  thou  gentle  day  : 

For  if  but  once  thou  (hew  me  thy  gray  light, 

He  finds  Demetrius,  and  reuenge  this  fpight. 
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Roh»  Ho,  ho,  ho ; coward,  why  corn’ll  thou  not  ? 

Dem,  Abide  me,  if  thou  dar’ft.  For  well  I wot. 

Thou  runfl  before  me,  fhlfting  euery  place. 

And  dar’fl  not  fland,  nor  looke  me  in  the  face. 

Where  art  thou  \ 

Rob,  Come  hither,  I am  here. 

De.  Nay  then  thou  mockft  me  ; thou  Ihalt  buy  this  deare, 

If  euer  I thy  face  by  day-light  fee. 

l^w  goe  thy  way  : faintncfle  conllraineth  me. 

To  meafure  out  my  length  on  this  cold  bed. 

By  daies  approch  looke  to  be  vifited. 

Enter  Helena. 

Hel.  O weary  night,  6 long  and  tedious  night, 

Abate  thy  homes,  fhine  comforts  from  the  Eafl, 

That  I may  backc  to  Athens  by  day-light. 

From  thefe  that  my  poore  company  deteft ; 

And  fleepe  that  feme  times  Ihuts  vp  forrowes  cie, 

Steale  me  a while  from  mine  owne  company.  ' Sleepe. 

Rob,  Yet  but  three  ? Come  one  more. 

Two  of  both  kindes  makes  vp  foure. 

Here  fhe  comes,  ciirll  and  fad, 

Cupid  is  a knauifh  lad, 

Enter  Hermia. 

Thus  to  make  poore  females  mad. 

Her,  Neuer  fo  weary,  neuer  fo  in  woe, 

Bedabbled  with  the  dew,  and  tome  with  briars, 

I can  no  further  crawle,  no  further  goe  ; 

My  legs  can  keepe  no  pace  with  my  defires. 

Here  will  I reft  me  till  the  breake  of  day, 

Heauens  Ihield  Lyfander^  if  they  meane  a fray. 

Rob.  On  the  ground  fleepe  found. 

He  apply  your  eye  gentle  louer,  remedy. 
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When  thou  wak’fl,  thou  tak’ft 

True  delight  in  the  fight  of  thy  former  ladies  ele, 

And  the  country  prouerbe  knowne, 

That  euery  man  fliould  take  his  owne. 

In  your  waking  fhall  be  (howne. 
lacke  {hall  haue  ////,  nought  Ihall  go  ill. 

The  man  {hall  haue  his  mare  againe,  and  all  (hall  be  well. 

Enter  ^leene  of  andC\owvLQ,  Fairies,  and  the  King 

hehinde  them, 

Tita.  Come  fit  thee  downe  vpon  this  flowry  bed. 

While  I thy  amiable  cheekes  do  coy. 

And  fticke  mulke  rofes  in  thy  fleeke  fmoothe  head. 

And  kilTe  thy  faire  large  ears,  my  gentle  ioy. 

Clowne,  Where’s  P eafe-blojfome  ? 

Peaf.  Ready. 

Clowne,  Scratch  my  head,  Peafe-blojfome,  Whcr’s  moun- 
fieiir  Cobweb  F 
Cob.  Ready. 

CIo.  Cobweb^  good  mounfieur  get  your  weapons  in 

your  hand,  and  kill  me  a red  hipt  humble-bee,  on  the  top  of 
a thiftle ; and  good  mounfieur  bring  me  the  hony  bag.  Doc. 
not  fret  your  felfe  too  much  in  the  a(5Iion,  mounfieur ; and 
good  mounfieur  haue  a care  the  hony  bag  breake  not,  I would 
be  loth  to  haue  you  ouerflowne  with  a hony-bag  figniour.. 
Wher^s  mounfieur  Mujiardfeed^ 
fiuf.  Ready. 

do.  Giue  me  your  neafe,  mounfieur  Mujlardfeed. 

Pray  you  leaue  your  courtefie,  good  monfieur. 

Muft.  What’s  your  wil  ? 

Clou.  Nothing  good  mounfieur,  but  to  helpecaualery  Cobweh 
to  fcratch.  I muft  to  the  barbers  mounfieur,  for  me-thinkcs  I 
am  maruailous  hairy  about  the  face.  And  I am  fuch  a ten* 
dec  affe,  if  my  haire  do  but  tickle  me,  I mufl  fcratch. 
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Tita.  What,  wilt  thou  heare  fome  mufick,  my  fweet  loue  ? 
Clowne.  I haue  a reafonable  good  eare  in  muficke.  Let  vs 
haue  the  tongs  and  the  bones. 

Tita.  Or  fay  fweete  loue,  what  thou  defirefl  to  eate. 

Clow.  Truely  a pecke  of  prouender;  I could  mounch  your 
good  dry  oates.  Me-thinkes  I haue  a great  defire  to  a bottle 
of  hay  : good  hay,  fweete  hay  hath  no  fellow. 

Tita.  I haue  a venturous  fairy. 

That  fliall  feeke  the  fquirrels  hoard, 

And  fetch  thee  new  nuts. 

Chti.  I had  rather  haue  a handfull  or  two  of  dried  peafe. 
But  I pray  you  let  none  of  your  people  flir  me,  I haue  an  ex- 
pofition  of  fleepe  come  vpon  me. 

Tyta.  Sleepe  tKou,  and  I will  winde  thee  in  my  armes, 
Fairies  be  gone,  and  be  alwaies  away. 

So  doth  the  woodbine,  the  fweet  honifuckle, 

Gently  entwill ; the  female  iuy  fo 
Enrings  the  barky  fingers  of  the  elme. 

0 how  I loue  thee  i how  I dote  on  thee ! 

Enter  Robin  Goodfellow. 

Ob.  Welcome  good  Robin  ••  feell:  thou  this  fweet  fight  ? 

Her  dotage  now  I do  begin  to  pitty. 

For  meeting  her  of  late  behinde  the  wood, 

Seeking  fweete  fauors  for  this  hatefull  foole, 

1 did  vpbraid  her,  and  fall  out  with  her. 

For  file  his  hairy  temples  then  had  rounded. 

With  coronet  of  frelh  and  fragrant  flowers. 

And  that  fame  dew  which  fometime  on  the  buds, 

.Was  wont  to  fwell.  like  round  and  orient  pearles ; 

Stood  now  within  the  pretty  flouriets  eies, 

Like  teares  that  did  their  owne  difgrace  bewaile. 

When  I had  at  my  pleafure  taunted  her. 

And  file  in  mild  tearmes  begd  my  patience, 


I then 


A Midsommer  Nights  Dreame,' 

I then  did  afke  of  her,  her  changeling  childe. 

Which  hraight  (he  gaue  me,  and  her  fairy  fent 
To  beare  him  to  my  bower  in  Fairy  land. 

And  now  I haue  the  boy,  I will  vndoe. 

This  hatefull  imperfeflion  of  her  eies. 

And  gentle  Pucker  take  this  transformed  fcalpe, 

From  oH'  the  head  of  this  Athenian  fwaine ; 

That  he  awaking  when  the  other  do. 

May  all  to  Athens  backe  againe  repaire. 

And  thinke  no  more  of  this  nights  accidents, 

But  as  the  fierce  vexation  of  a dreame. 

But  firfl  I will  releafe  the  fairy  queene. 

Be  as  thou  luajl  'wont  to  be  \ 

See  as  thou  waft  wont  to  fee. 

Dians  bud^  or  flower ; 

Hath  fuch  force  and  bleJJ'ed  power. 

Now  my  Titania  wake  you,  my  fweete  queene. 

Tit  a.  My  OberoUt  what  vifions  haue  I feene  1 
Me- thought  I was  enamored  of  an  afle. 

Ob.  There  lies  your  loue. 

Tita.  How  came  thefe  things  to  pafie  ? 

Oh,  how  mine  eies  doth  loathe  * this  vifage  now  ! 

Ob.  Silence  a while.'  Robin  take  of  this  head  ; 

Titania^  muficke  call,  and  ftrike  more  dead 
Then  common  fleepe  ; of  all  thefe,  fine  the  fenfe. 

Tita.  Muficke,  ho  muficke,  fuch  as  charmeth  fleepe. 

Rob.  When  thou  wak’fi,  with  thine  owne  fooles  eies  peep.' 
Ob.  Sound  mufick;  come  my  queen,  take  hands  with  me 
And  rocke  the  ground  whereon  thefe  fleepers  be. 

Now  thou  and  I are  new  in  amit}^ 

And  will  to  morrow  midnight,  folemnly 
Dance  In  duke  Thefeus  houfe  triumphantly. 
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And  bleflTe  it  to  all  faire  pofterity. 

There  (hall  the  palres  of  faithfull  louers  be 
Wedded,  with  Tljefeiis,  all  in  iollity. 

Rob,  Fairy  king,  attend  and  marke, 

I do  heare  the  morning  larke. 

Ob,  Then  my  queene  in  filence  fad. 

Trip  we  after  the  nights  fhade; 

We  the  globe  can  compaffe  foone. 

Swifter  then  the  wandring  moone. 

Tit  a.  Come  my  lord,  and  in  our  flight. 

Tell  me  how  it  came  this  night. 

That  I fleeping  heere  was  found, 

With  thefe  mortals  on  the  ground.  ' Exeunt, 

Enter  Thefeus  and  all  his  traine,  IVinde  homes. 

The/.  Goe  one  of  you,  finde  out  the  forrefler. 

For  now  our  obferuation  is  perform’d ; 

And  flnce  we  haue  the  vaward  of  the  day. 

My  loue  (hall  heare  the  muflcke  of  my  hounds. 

Vncouple  in  the  wcfterne  valley,  let  them  go; 

Difpatch  I fay,  and  finde  the  forrefler. 

We  will  faire  queene,  vp  to  the  mountaines  top. 

And  marke  the  muficall  confuflon 
Of  hounds  and  eccho  in  coniun<flion. 

Hip,  I was  with  Hercules  and  Cadmus  once. 

When  in  a wood  of  Creete  they  bayed  the  beare 
With  hounds  of  Sparta',  neuer  did  I heare 
Such  gallant  chiding.  For  befldes  the  groues. 

The  fkies,  the  fountaines,  euery  region  neere, 

Seeme  all  one  mutuall  cry.  I neuer  heard 
So  muficall  a difcord,  fuch  fweete  thunder. 

The/,  My  hounds  are  bred  out  of  the  Spartan  kinde. 

So  flew’d,  fo  fanded,  and  their  heads  are  hung 
With  eares  that  fweepe  away  the  morning  dew, 

Crooke 
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Crooke  kneed,  and  dcw-lapt,  like  Thejfalian  buls. 

Slow  in  purfuite,  but  matcht  in  mouth  like  bels. 

Each  vnder  each.  A cry  more  tuneable 
Was  neuer  hollow’d  to,  nor  cheer’d  with  home, 

In  Creete,  in  Sparta^  nor  in  Thejfaly ; 

ludge  when  you  heare.  But  foft,  what  nimphs  are  thele  ? 

Egeus.  My  lord,  this  is  my  daughter  heerc  afleepe. 

And  this  Lyfander^  this  Demetrius  is. 

This  Helena,  olde  Nedars  Helena, 

I wonder  of  * this  being  heere  together. 

The.  No  doubt  they  rofe  vp  early,  to  obferue 
The  right  of  May;  and  hearing  our  intent. 

Came  heere  in  grace  of  our  folemnity. 

But  fpeake  Egeus,  is  not  this  the  day 

That  Hermia  (hould  giue  anfwer  of  her  choyfe  ? 

Egeus,  It  is,  my  lord. 

Th.  Go  bid  the  huntfmen  wake  them  with  their  homes. 

Shout  within,  they  all fiart  vp,  Winde  homes » 

The/,  Good  morrow  friends  : Saint  Valentine  is  pad. 

Begin  thefe  wood  birds  but  to  couple  now  ? 

Lyf,  Pardon,  my  lord. 

Thef,  I pray  you  all  fland  vp. 

I know  you  two  are  riuall  enemies. 

How  comes  this  gentle  concord  in  the  world. 

That  hatred  is  fo  farre  from  iealoufie. 

To  fleepe  by  hate,  and  feare  no  enmity. 

Lyf.  My  lord,  I lliall  reply  amazedly, 

Halfe  fleepe,  halfe  waking.  But  as  yet,  I fweare, 

I cannot  truely  fay  how  I came  here. 

But  as  I thinke  (for  truely  would  I fpeake) 

And  now  I do  bethinke  me,  fo  it  is ; 

I came  with  Hermia  hither.  Our  intent 
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Was  to  be  gone  from  Athens,  where  we  might  be 
Without  the  periH  of  the  Athenian  law. 

Ege.  Enough,  enough  my  lord  : you  haue  enough ; 

I beg  the  law,  the  law,  vpon  his  head  : 

They  would  haue  flolne  away,  they  would,  Demetrius, 
Thereby  to  haue  defeated  you  and  me  : 

You  of  your  wife,  and  me  of  my  confent ; ’ 

Of  my  confent,  that  fhe  fhould  be  your  wife. 

Dem.  My  lord,  faire  Helen  told  me  of  their  Health, 
Of  this  their  purpofe  hither,  to  this  wood. 

And  I in  fury  hither  followed  them  ; 

Faire  Helena,  in  fancy  '*  followed  me. 

But  my  good  lord,  I wot  not  by  what  power 
(But  by  fome  power  it  is)  my  loue 
To  Hermia  (melted  as  the  fnow) 

Seemes  to  me  now  as  the  remembrance  of  an  idle  gaude, 
Which  in  my  childehood  I did  dote  vpon  : 

And  all  the  faith,  the  vertue  of  my  heart. 

The  obieiH  and  the  pleafure  of  mine  eie. 

Is  onely  Helena.  To  her,  my  lord. 

Was  I betroth’d,  ere  I fee  Hermia, 

But  like  a ficknelTe,  did  I loathe  this  food. 

But  as  in  health,  come  to  my  naturall  tafte. 

Now  do  I widi  it,  loue  it,  long  for  it. 

And  will  for  euermore  be  true  to  it. 

Thef,  Faire  louers,  you  are  fortunately  met ; 

Of  this  difeourfe,  we  will  heare  more  anon. 

Egeus,  I will  ouerbeare  your  will ; 

For  In  the  temple,  by  and  by  with  vs, 

Thefc  couples  lhall  eternally  be  knit. 

And  for  the  morning  now  is  fomething  worne, 

Our  purpos’d  hunting  fhall  be  fet  afide.  - 
Away,  with  vs  to  Athens  ; three  and  three, 

^ Follvvihg. 
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Wee’l  hold  a fcafl:  in  great  folcmnity.  . 

Come  Hippolita,  Exit* 

Deme.  Thefe  things  feeme  fmall  and  vndiflinguilhable. 
Like  farre  off  mountaines  turned  into  clouds. 

Her*  Me* thinks  I fee  thefe  things  with  parted  eie. 

When  euery  thing  feemes  double. 

Hel.  So  me-thinkes  : 

And  I haue  found  Demetrius j like  a iewell,  * ■ 

Mine  owne,  and  not  mine  owne. 

Dcm.  Arc  you  fure 
That  we  are  awake  ? It  feemes  to  me, 

That  yet  we  fleepe,  we  dreame.  Do  not  you  thinke, 

The  duke  was  heerc,  and  bid  vs  follow  him  ? ■ 

Her.  Yea,  and  my  father. 

Hel.  And  Hippolita. 

Lyf.  And  he  bid  vs  follow  to  the  temple. 

Dem.  Why  then  we  are  awake ; let’s  follow  him,  and  by 
the  way  let  vs  recount  our  dreames.  Exit. 

Clo.  When  my  cue  coipes,  call  me,  and  I will  anfwer.  My 
next  is,  moft  faire  Hey  ho.  Peter  ^lince?  Flute 

the  bellowes-mender  ? Snout  the  tinker  ? Starueling  ? Gods 
my  life  ! Stolne  hence,  and  left  me  afleepe : I haue  had  a moft 
rare  vifion.  I haue  had  a dreame,  pad:  the  wit  of  man,  to 
fay,  what  dreame  it  was.  Man  is  but  an  affe,  if  he  go  about 
to  expound  this  dreame.  Me- thought  I was,  there  is  no  man 
can  tell  what.  Me-thought  I was,  and  me-thought  I had. 
But  man  is  but  patcht  a foole,  if  he  will  offer  to  fay,  what 
me-thought  I had.  The  eie  of  man  hath  not  heard,  the  eare 
of  man  hath  not  feene,  mans  hand  is  not  able  to  taffe,  his 
tongue  to  conceiue,  nor  his  heart  to  report,  what  my  dream 
was.  I will  get  Peter  ^ince  to  write  a ballet  of  this  dream, 
it  fhall  be  call’d  Bottomes  Dreame^  becaufe  it  hath  no  bot- 
tome  ; and  I will  fmg  it  in  the  latter  end  of  a play,  before 
the  duke.  Peraduenture,  to  make  it  the  more  gracious,  I 
fhali  fing  it  at  her  death.  Exit, 
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✓ 

Enter  Quince,  Flute,  Thifble,  and  the  rabble. 

, ^in,  Haue  you  fent  to  Bottomes  houfe  ? Is  he  come  home 

yet  ? 

Flute.  He  cannot  be  heard  of.  Out  of  doubt  he  is  tranf- 
ported. 

Thif.  If  he  come  not,  then  the  play  is  mard.  It  goes  not 
forward,  doth  it  ? 

^lin.  It  is  not  poffible  : you  haue  not  a man  in  all  Athens y 
able  to  difcharge  Piramiis  but  he. 

Thif.  No,  he  hath  fimply  the  befl  wit  of  any  handy-craft 
man  in  Athens. 

^lin.  Yea,  and  the  bell  perfon  too,  and  he  is  a very  para- 
mour, for  a fweete  voyce. 

Thif.  You  muff  fay,  paragon.  A paramour  is  (God  blefib 
vs)  a thing  of  nought. 

Enter  Snug  the  loyner. 

Smig.  Maflers,  the  duke  is  comming  from  the  temple,  and 
there  is  two  or  three  lords  and  ladies  more  married.  If  our 
fport  had  gone  forward,  we  had  all  beene  made  men. 

Thif  O fweete  bully  Bottome  : thus  hath  he  loll  fixpence  a 
day,  during  his  life ; he  could  not  haue  fcaped  fixpence  a day. 
And  the  duke  had  not  giuen  him  fixpence  a day  for  playing 
Piramiis,  He  be  hang’d.  He  would  haue  deferued  it.  Six- 
pence a day  in  Piramus,  or  nothing. 

Enter  Bottome^  - 

Bot.  Where  are  there  lads  ? Where  are  thefe  hearts  ? 

^lin.  Bottome,  o mofl  couragious  day  ! O rnofl  happy 
houre  ! 

Bot.  Mailers,  I am  to  difcourfe  wonders ; but  afke  mee  not 
what.  For  if  I tell  you,  I not  true  Athenian.  I will  tel  you 
euery  thing  right  as  it  fell  out. 

^lin- 
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^tin.  Let  vs  heare,  fweete  Bottome. 

Bot.  Not  a word  of  me  : all  that  I will  tell  you,  is,  that  the 
duke  hath  dined.  Get  your  apparell  together,  good  firings  to 
your  beards,  new  ribbands  to  your  pumps,  meete  prefently  at 
the  palace,  euerie  man  looke  ore  his  part  : for  the  fhort  and 
the  long  is,  our  play  is  preferd.  In  any  cafe  let  Thijhy  haue 
cleane  linnen : and  let  not  him  that  plaies  the  lion,  paire  his 
nailes,  for  they  fhall  hang  out  for  the  lions  clawes.  And  mofl 
deare  adlors,  eate  no  onions,  nor  garlicke  ; for  we  are  to  vrter 
fweete  breath,  and  I do  not  doubt  but  to  heare  them  fay,  it 
is  a fweete  comedy.  No  more  words  : away,  go  away. 

Enter  Thefeus,  Hippolita,  and  Philoflratc. 

Hip.  Tis  ftrange  my  Thefeus,  that  thefe  louers  fpeake  of. 

The.  More  ftrange  than  true.  I neuer  may  beleeue 
Thefe  anticke  fables,  nor  thefe  fairy  toies, 

Louers  and  mad  men  haue  fuch  feething  braines. 

Such  fliaping  phantalies,  that  apprehend  more 
Than  coole  reafon  euer  comprehends. 

The  lunaticke,  the  louer,  and  the  poet, 

Are  of  imagination  all  compaff. 

One  fees  more  diuels  than  vafle  hell  can  hold  ; 

That  is  the  mad  man.  The  louer,  all  as  franticke, 

Sees  Helens  beauty  in  a brow  of  Egipt. 

The  poets  eie  in  a fine  frenzy  rolling,  doth  glance 
From  heauen  to  earth,  from  earth  to  heauen. 

And  as  imagination  bodies  forth  the  formes  of  things 
Vnknowne;  the  poets  pen  turnes  them  to  fhapes. 

And  giucs  to  airy  nothing,  a locall  habitation, 

And  a name.  Such  trickes  hath  firong  imagination, 

That  if  it  would  but  apprehend  fome  ioy. 

It  comprehends  fome  bringer  of  that  ioy. 

Or  in  the  night,  imagining  fome  feare. 

How  eafie  is  a bufii  fuppos’d  a beare  ? 

D 4 Hip. 
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Hip.  But  all  the  ftory  of  the  night  told  ouer, 

And  all  their  mindes  transfigur’d  fo  together, 

More  witneffeth  than  fancies  images, 

And  growes  to  fomething  of  great  conflancy ; 

But  howfoeuer,  flrange  and  admirable. 

Enter  Icuers  : Lyfander,  Demetrius,  Hermia,  '^and  Helena, 

/ 

TheJ.  Here  come  the  louers,  full  of  ioy  and  mirth : 
loy,  gentle  friends,  ioy  and  frefla  daies 
Of  loue  accompany  your  hearts. 

Lyf.  More  than  to  vs,  waite  in  5’our  roiall  walkes,  your 
boord,  vour  bed. 

■'  f 

TheJ.  Come  now,  what  mafkes,  what  dances  fliall  wee  haue. 
To  weare  away  this  long  age  of  three  houres, 

Betweene  or  after  fupper,  and  bed- time  ? 

Where  is  our  vfuall  manager  of  mirth  ? 

What  reuels  are  in  hand  ? Is  there  no  play. 

To  eafe  the  anguifh  of  a torturing  houre  ? 

^ Call  Philojlrate. 

Philo.  Heere  mighty  Thefeiis. 

Thef.  Say,  what  abridgment  haue  you  for  this  euening  ? 
What  maflce,  what  muficke  ? how  fhall  we  beguile 
The  lazie  time,  if  not  with  fome  delight  ? 

Phil.  There  is  a briefe,  how  many  fports  are  rife. 

Make  choife  of  which  your  highneffe  will  fee  firfl. 

Thef.  The  battell  with  the  centaurs  to  be  fung 
By  an  Athenian  eunuch,  to  the  harpe. 

Wee’l  none  of  that.  That  haue  I tolde  my  loue. 

In  glory  of  my  kinfman  Hercules. 

The  riot  of  the  tipfie  Bachanals 
Tearing  the  Thracian  finger,  in  their  rage  ? 

That  is  an  olde  deuice  ; and  it  was  plaid. 

When  I from  Thebes  came  lafi  a conqueror. 

The  thrice  three  Mufes,  mourning  for  the  death 
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Of  learning,  late  deceafl:  in  beggery. 

That  is  fome  fatire  keene  and  criticall. 

Not  forting  with  a nuptiall  ceremony. 

A tedious  briefe  feene  of  young  Piramus, 

And  hisloue  T'hijhy  ; very  tragicall  mirth  ? 

Merry  and  tragicall  ? Tedious  and  briefe  ? That  is  hot  icc. 
And  wondrous  ftrange  fnow.  How  fhall  we  find  the  concord 
of  this  difeord  ? 

Philo,  A play  there  is,  my  lord,  fome  ten  words  long, 
Which  is  as  briefe,  as  I haue  knowne  a play ; 

Hut  by  ten  words,  my  lord,  it  is  too  long ; 

Which  makes  it  tedious.  For  in  all  the  play, 

There  is  not  one  worde  apt,  one  plaier  fitted. 

And  tragicall,  my  noble  lord,  it  is  : for  Piramus 
Therein  doth  kill  himfelfe.  Which  when  I faw 
Rehearfi,  I mufi:  confelTe,  made  mine  eies  water  ; 

But  more  merry  teares  the  paffion  of  loud  laughter 
Nener  flied. 

Thef,  What  are  they  that  do  play  it  ? 

Philo.  Hard  handed  men,  that  worke  in  Athens  here. 
Which  neuer  labour’d  in  their  mindes  till  now; 

And  now  haue  toyled  their  vnbreathed  memories. 

With  this  fame  play,  againfi:  your  nuptiall. 

Thef,  And  we  will  heare  it. 

s 

Phi,  No,  my  noble  lord,  it  is  not  for  you.  I haue  heard 
It  ouer,  and  it  is  nothing,  nothing  in  the  world  ; 

Vnlelfe  you  can  finde  fport  in  their  intents. 

Extremely  firetcht,  and  cond  with  cruell  paine. 

To  do  you  feruice. 

Thef.  I will  heare  that  play.  For  neuer  any  thing 
Can  be  amiffe,  when  fimplenefie  and  duty  tender  it. 

Goe  bring  them  in,  and  take  your  places,  ladies. 

Hip.  I loue  not  to  fee  wretchedneffe  orecharged ; 

And  duety  in  his  feruice  perifiiing. 

Thef 
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*Thef.  Why  gentle  fweete,  you  (hail  fee  no  fuch  thing. 
Hip.  He  faies,  they  can  do  nothing  in  this  kinde. 

The.  The  kinder  we,  to  giue  them  thanks  for  nothing. 
Our  fport  /hall  be,  to  take  what  they  miftake  : 

And  what  poore  duty  cannot  do,  noble  refpeft 
Takes  it  in  might,  not  merit. 

Where  I haue  come,  great  clearkes  haue  purpofed 
To  greete  me  with  premeditated  welcomes ; 

Where  I haue  feene  them  fliiuer  and  looke  pale. 

Make  periods  in  the  midft  of  fentences, 

Throttle  their  pradliz’d  accent  in  their  feares. 

And  in  conclufion,  dumbly-  haue  broke  off, 

Not  paying  me  a welcome.  Truft  me  fweete, 

Out  of  this  filence  yet,  I pickt  a welcome  : 

And  in  the  modefty  of  fearefull  duty, 

I read  as  much,  as  from  the  ratling  tongue 
Of  faucy  and  audacious  eloquence. 

Loue  therefore,  and  tongue- tide  fimplicity. 

In  leaf!:,  fpeake  mofl,  to  my  capacity. 

Philo.  So  pleafe  your  grace,  the  prologue  is  addrcll. 
Duke.  Let  him  approach. 

Enter  the  Prologue. 

Pro.  If  we  offend,  it  is  with  our  good  will. 

That  you  fhould  thinke,  we  come  not  to  offend, 

But  with  good  will.  To  fhew  our  fimple  fkill. 

That  is  the  true  beginning  of  our  end. 

Confider  then,  we  come  but  in  defpight. 

We  do  not  come,  as  minding  to  content  you. 

Our  true  intent  is.  All  for  your  delight. 

We  are  not  heere.  That  you  fhould  here  repent  you, 
The  adlors  are  at  hand  ; and  by  their  fhow. 

You  (hall  know  all,  that  you  are  like  to  know. 
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Tbef.  This  fellow  doth  not  ftand  vpon  points. 

Lyf.  He  hath  rid  his  prologue,  like  a rough  coh : hee 
knowes  not  the  flop.  A good  morall  my  lord.  It  is  not 
enough  to  fpeake,  but  to  fpeake  true. 

Hip.  Indeed  he  hath  plaid  on  this  prologue,  like  a childe 
on  a recorder,  a found,  but  not  in  gouernment. 

Thef.  His  fpeech  was  like  a tangled  chaine ; nothing  im- 
paired, but  all  difordered.  Who  is  next  ? 

Pyramus  ^72^/Thi(by,  Wall,  Moon-lhine,  Lyon, 

t 

Prologue.  Gentles,  perchance  you  wonder  at  this  fhow. 
But  wonder  on,  till  truth  make  all  things  plaine. 

This  man  is  PiramuSy  if  you  would  know ; 

This  beautious  lady,  Thijhy  is  certaine. 

This  man  with  lyme  and  roughcaft,  doth  prefent 
Wall,  that  vile  wall,  which  did  thefe  loners  funder  : 

And  through  wals  chinke  (poore  foules)  they  are  content 
To  whifper.  At  the  which,  let  no  man  wonder. 

This  man  with  ianthorne,  dog,  and  bufh  of  thorne, 
Prefenteth  moon-fhine.  For  if  you  will  know. 

By  moon-fhine  did  thefe  lovers  thinke  no  fcorne 
To  meet  at  Ninus  toombe,  there,  there  to  wooe  : 

This  grizly  beaft  (which  Lyon  hight  by  name) 

The  trufty  T^hijhyy  comming  firfl  by  night. 

Did  fcarre  away,  or  rather  did  affright : 

And  as  fhe  fled,  her  mantle  fhe  did  fall ; 

Which  lion  vile  with  bloody  mounth  did  flainc. 

Anon  comes  PiramiiSy  fweete  youth  and  tall, 

And  Andes  his  trufly  Thifhies  mantle  flaine ; 

Whereat,  with  blade,  with  bloody  blamefull  blade, 

He  brauely  broacht  his  boiling  bloody  breafl. 

And  Thijhy,  tarrying  in  mulberry  lhade, 

His  dagger  drew,  and  died.  For  all  the  refl. 
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Let  Lyon,  Moone-JJAne,  Wall,  and  lovers  twaine, 

At  large  difcourfe,  while  here  they  do  remaine. 

The/.  I wonder  if  the  Lyon  be  to  fpeake. 

Deme.  No  wonder,  my  lord  : one  lion  may,  when  many 
alTes  do. 

Exit  Lyon,  Thifby,  and  Moone-flilne. 
Wall.  In  this  fame  interlude  it  doth  befall. 

That  I,  one  Flute  (by  name)  prefent  a wall  : 

And  fuch  a wall,  as  I would  haue  you  thinke. 

That  had  in  it  a crannied  hole  or  chinke : 

Through  which  the  louers,  Piramus  and  Thifby, 

Did  whifper  often,  very  fecretl)^. 

This  lome,  this  roughcaft,  and  this  ftone  doth  (how. 

That  I am  that  fame  wall;  the  truth  is  fo. 

And  this  the  cranny  is,  right  and  finifler. 

Through  which  the  fearefull  louers  are  to  whifper. 

Thef.  Would  you  defire  lime  and  haire  to  fpeak  better? 
Deme.  It  is  the  wittiefl  partition,  that  euer  I heard  dif- 
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courfe,  my  lord. 

Thef.  Piramus  draws  neere  the  wall,  filence. 

Pir.  O grim  lookt  night,  6 night  with  hue  fo  blacke, 

O night,  which  euer  art,  when  day  is  not : 

0 night,  6 night,  alacke,  alacke,  alacke, 

1 feare  my  Thijhies  promife  is  forgot. 

And  thou  6 'wall,  6 fweet,  6 louely  -wall. 

That  flands  betweene  her  fathers  ground  and  mine, 

Thou  wall,  6 'wall,  6 fweete  and  louely  'wall, 

Shew  me  thy  chinke,  to  blink  through  with  mine  eine. 
Thanks  courteous  'wall.  love  fhield  thee  well  for  this. 

But  what  fee  I ? No  Thifiy  do  I fee. 

O wicked  'wall,  through  whom  I fee  no  bliffe. 

Curd  be  thy  flones,  for  thus  deceiuing  me. 

Thef  The  'vjall  me*  thinks  being  fenfible,  fhould  curfe 
againe. 


Pir. 
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Plr.  No  in  truth  fir,  he  fiiould  not.  Deceiulng  me. 

Is  Thijhies  cue ; {he  is  to  enter  now,  and  I am  to  fpy 
Her  through  the  wall.  You  fiiall  fee  it  will  fall 
Pat  as  I told  you  ; yonder  flie  comes. 

Enter  Thifbie. 

Thif,  O 'iually  full  often  hafi:  thou  heard  my  mones, 

For  parting  mp  faire  Piramns,  and  me. 

My  cherry  lips  have  often  kill  thy  flones ; 

Thy  fiones  with  lime  and  haire  knit  now  againe, 

Pyra.  I fee  a voice ; now  will  I to  the  chinke. 

To  fpy  and  I can.heare  my  Thijhies  face.  Thijby  F 
Thif  My  loue  thou  art,  my  loue  I thinke. 

Pir,  Thinke  what  thou  wilt,  I am  thy  loners  grace, 

And  like  Limanderj  am  I trufly  flill. 

Thif.  And  I like  Helen  till  the  fates  me  kill. 

Pir.  Not  Shafalas  to  Proems,  was  fo  true. 

' Thif.  As  Shafalus  to  Proems,  I to  you. 

Pir.  O kilTe  me  through  the  hole  of  this  vile  wall. 

Thif.  I kifie  the  wals  hole,  not  your  lips  at  all. 

Pir.  Wilt  thou  at  Ninnes  toomb'  meete  me  flraightway  ? 
Thif.  Tide  life,  tide  death,  I come  without  delay. 

IPalL  Thus  haue  I IVall,  my  part  difeharged  fo ; 

And  being  done,  thus  IVall  away  doth  goe. 

Du.  Now  is  the  Moon  vfed  betweene  the  two  neighbors. 
Deine.  No  remedy,  my  lord,  when  wals  are  fo  fwilfull,  to 
heare  without  warning. 

Diiteh.  This  is  the  filliefi  fluffe  that  ere  I heard. 

Duke.  The  befi:  in  this  kinde  are  but  fiiadowes,  and  the 
worfi:  are  no  worfe,  if  imagination  amend  them. 

Diiteh.  It  mufl:  be  your  imagination  then,  and  not  theirs. 
Duke.  If  wee  imagine  no  worfe  of  them  then  they  of  them- 

felues. 
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felues,  they  may  pafTe  for  excellent  men.  Heere  come  two  no- 
ble beafls,  in  a man  and  a lyon. 

Enter  Lyon  and  Moone-lhine. 

Lyon.  You  ladies,  you  (whofe  gentle  hearts  do  feare 
The  fmalleft  monftrous  moufe  that  creepes  on  floore) 

May  now  perchance,  both  quake  and  tremble  heere. 

When  lyon  rough,  in  wildefl  rage  doth  roare. 

Then  know  that  I,  as  Snug  the  ioyner  am 
A lyon  fell,  nor  elfe  no  lyons  damme. 

For  if  I fhould,  as  lyon  come  in  flrife. 

Into  this  place,  t’were  pitty  on  my  life, 

Duke.  A very  gentle  bead:,  and  of  a good  confclence. 

Derne.  The  very  bed:  at  a bead:,  my  lord,  that  ere  I faw. 
Lyf.  This  lyon  is  a very  fox  for  his  valour. 

Duke.  True,  and  a goofe  for  his  difcretion. 

De.  Not  fo  my  lord.  For  his  Valour  cannot  carry  his  dif- 
cretion ; and  the  fox  carries  the  goofe. 

Duke.  His  difcretion  I am  fure  cannot  carry  his  valour. 
For  the  goofe  carries  not  the  fox.  It  is  well ; leaue  it  to  his 
difcretion,  and  let  vs  § hearken  to  the  Moone. 

Moon.  This  lanthorne  doth  the  horned  moone  prefent. 
Deme.  He  diould  haue  worne  the  homes  on  his  head. 

Duk.  He  Is  no  crefcent,  and  his  homes  are  inuifible,  within 
the  circumference. 

Moone.  This  lanthorne  doth  the  horned  moone  prefent,  my 
felfe,  the  man  ith’  moone  do  feeme  to  be. 

Duke.  This  is  the  greateft  error  of  all  the  reft;  the  man 
fhould  be  put  into  the  lanthorne.  How  is  it  elfe  the  man  i’th 
moone. 

Denu  He  dares  not  come  there  for  the  candle. 

For  you  fee  it  is  already  in  fnuffe. 

Dutch.  I am  weary  of  this  moone ; would  he  would  change. 

§ Lijien, 
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Buke,  It  appears  by  his  fmall  light  of  difcretion,  that  hee 
is  in  the  wane;  but  yet  in  courtefie,  in  all  reafon,  we  muft 
flay  the  time. 

Lyfand.  Proceed  Moone. 

Moone,  All  that  I have  to  fay,  Is  to  tell  you,  that  the  Ian- 
thorne  is  the  moone ; I,  the  man  in  the  moone ; this  thorne 
bu(h,  my  thorne  bufh,  and  this  dog,  my  dog. 

Deme,  Why  all  thefe  fhould  bee  in  the  lanthorne  : for  they 
are  in  the  moone.  But  filence,  heere  comes  Thijhy, 

Enter  Thilby. 

Th,  This  old  Ninies  toomb  ; wher's  my  loue  ? 

Lyon,  Oh. 

Bern.  Well  roard  Lyon, 

Buke,  Well  runne  Thifhie, 

Butch.  Well  fhone  Moone.  Truely  the  Moone  (bines  with 
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a good  grace. 

Buke.  Well  mouz’d  Lyon. 

Bern.  And  then  came  Piramus. 

Lyf.  And  fo  the  Lyon  vanilht. 

Enter  Piramus. 

Pyr.  Sweet  Mooney  I thank  thee  for  thy  funny  beames, 

I thank  thee  Moone,  for  (hining  now  fo  bright. 

For  by  thy  gracious,  golden,  glittering  beames, 
i truft  to  take  of  trued  Thijhie  fight. 

But  day  : 6 fpight ! but  marke,  poore  knight, 

What  dreadful  dole  is  here  ? 

Eyes  do  you  fee  ! how  can  it  be  ! 

O dainty  ducke,  6 deare  1 

Thy  mantle  good,  what  daind  with  blood  ? 

Approach  ye  furies  fell, 

O fates  come,  come,  cut  thred  and  thrum, 

Quaile,  crufii,  conclude,  and  quell. 
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Duke.  This  palTion,  and  the  death  of  a deare  friend  would 
goe  neerc  to  make  a man  looke  fad. 

Dutch.  Beflirew  my  heart,  but  I pitty  the  man. 

Pir.  O wherefore  nature,  didfl  thou  lyons  frame  ? 

Since  lyon  vilde  hath  heere  devour’d  my  deare ; 

Which  is,  no,  no,  which  was  the  faireft  dame 
That  lin’d,  that  lou’d,  that  lik’t,  that  look’t  with  chcere. 
.Come  teares  confound,  out  fword  and  wound 
The  pap  of  Piramus  : 

I,  that  left  pap,  where  heart  doth  hop  ; 

Thus  die  I,  thus,  thus,  thus. 

Now  am  I dead,  now  am  I fled,  my  foule,  is  in  the  flcy.. 
Tongue  lofe  thy  light,  moone  take  thy  flight. 

Now  dye,  dye,  dye,  dye,  dye. 

Dem.  No  die,  but  an  ace  for  him;  for  he  is  but  one. 

Lyf.  Lefle  then  an  ace  man.  For  he  is  dead,  he  is  no» 
thing. 

Duke.  With  the  helpe  of  a furgeon,  he  might  yet  recouer 
and  prone  an  afle. 

Dutch.  How  chance  Moone-JJjine  Is  gone  before  ? 

Thijhy  comes  backe,  and  Andes  her  louer. 

Duke.  She  will  finde  him  by  flar-light.  Here  fhe  comes, 
and  her  paflion  ends  the  play. 

Diit.  Me-thinks  Are  fhould  not  vfe  a long  one  for  fuch  a 
Piramus  : I hope  fhe  will  be  briefe. 

Dem*  A moth  will  turne  the  ballance,  which  Piramus^ 
which  Thijbie  is  the  better  : hee  for  a man,  God  warnd  vs ; 
file  for  a woman,  God  blefle  vs. 

Lyf.  She  hath  fpied  him  already,  with  thofe  fweete  eies. 
Dem.  And  thus  flie  meanes,  videlicit. 

Thif.  Afleepe  my  loue  ? What,  dead  my  doue  ? 

O Piramus  arife,  ‘ 

Speake,  fpeake.  Quite  dumbe ! Dead,  dead  ? A toombe 
Mufl  cover  thy  fweet  eies. 


Thefe 


A Midsommer  Nights  Dreame.” 

Thefe  lilly  lips,  this  cherry  nofe, 

Thefe  yellow  cowflip  cheekes 

Are  gone,  are  gone ; loners  make  mone : 

His  eyes  were  greene  as  leekes. 

0 filters  three,  come,  come  to  me. 

With  hands  as  pale  as  railke. 

Lay  them  in  gore,  fince  you  haue  Ihore 
With  fliecres,  his  thred  of  filke. 

Tongue  not  a word,  come  trulty  fword, 

Come  blade,  my  bread  imbrew : 

And  farwell  friends,  thus  Thi/hie  ends ; 

Adieu,  adieu,  adieu. 

Duke,  Moon-Jhine  and  Lyon  are  left  to  bury  the  dead. 
Deme,  I and  Wall  too. 

Lyon,  No,  I alTure  you  the  wall  is  downe,  that  parted  their 
fathers.  Will  it  pleafe  you  to  fee  the  Epilogue,  or  to  heare 
a Bergomalk  dance,  betweene  two  of  our  company  ? 

Duke.  No  Epilogue,  I pray  you  ; for  your  play  needs  no 
cxcufe.  Ncuer  excufe ; for  when  the  players  are  all  dead, 
there  need  none  to  be  blamed.  Marry,  if  he  that  writ  it, 
had  plaid  PiramnSf  and  bang’d  himfelfe  in  Thijlies  garter,  it 
would  haue  beene  a fine  tragedy  : and  fo  it  is  truely,  and 
very  notably  difcharg’d.  But  come,  your  Burgomaflce ; let 
your  Epilogue  alone. 

The  iron  tongue  of  midnight  hath  tolde  twelue. 

Louers  to  bed,  tk  almoft  fairy  time. 

1 feare  we  lliall  out-Qeepe  the  comming  morne, 

As  much  as  we  this  night  haue  ouer-watcht. 

This  palpable  grolTe  play  hath  well  beguil’d 
The  heauy  gate  of  night.  Sweet  friends  to  bed. 

A fortnight  hold  we  this  folemnity, 

In  nightly  reuels,  and  new  iollity.  Exeunt, 
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Enter  Pucke, 

Puck.  Now  the  hungry  lyons  rores. 

And  the  wolfe  beholds  the  moone  ; 

Whilft  the  heauy  ploughman  fnores. 

All  with  weary  tafke  fore-done. 

Now  the  wafted  brands  do  glow,  ' 

Whilft  the  fcritch-owle,  fcritching  loud. 

Puts  the  wretch  that  lies  in  woe. 

In  remembrance  of  a fhrowd. 

Now  it  is  the  time  of  night, 

That  the  graues,  all  gaping  wide,  ' ' 

Euery  one  lets  forth  his  fpright, 

• ^ r.  * 

In  the  church  way  paths  to  glide.  " 

And  w’e  fairies,  that  do  runne, 

By  the  triple  Hecates  teame. 

From  the  prefence  of  the  funne. 

Following  darknefle  like  a dreame. 

Now  are  frollicke  ; not  a moufe 
Shall  difturbe  this  hallowed  houfe. 

I am  fent  with  broome  before. 

To  fweepe  the  duft  hehinde  the  doore. 

Enter  King  and  ^leen  ^Fairies,  njDith  their  traine, 

Ob,  Through  the  houfe  giue  glimmering  light. 

By  the  dead  and  drowfie  fier, 

Euery  elfe  and  fairy  fpright. 

Hop  as  light  as  bird  from  brier. 

And  this  ditty  after  me,  fing  and  dance  it  trippingly* 
Tita.  Firft  rehearfe  this  fong  by  roate, 

To  each  word  a warbling  note. 

Hand  in  hand,  with  fairy  grace, 

Will  we  fing  and  blefte  this  place. 


Ob 
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Ob.  Now  vntill  the  breake  of  day,  • 

Through  this  houfe,  each  fairy  ftray. 

To  the  beft  bride -bed  will  we. 

Which  by  vs  lhall  blelTed  be  : 

And  the  ilTue  there  create,  ■ ' 

Euer  fhall  be  fortunate  : 

So  (hall  all  the  couples  three, 

Euer  true  in  louing  be  : 

And  the  blots  of  natures  hand’, 

Shall  not  in  their  ifTue  (land.  » 

Neuer  mole,  hare-lip,  nor  fcarre. 

Nor  marke  prodigious,  fuch  as  are 
, Defpifed  in  natiuity. 

Shall  vpon  their  children  be. 

With  this  field  dew  confecrate, 

Euery  fairy  take  his, gate, 

And  each  feuefal  chamber  blefTe, 

Through  this  palace,  with  fweete  peace, 

Euer  (hall  in  fafcty  reft, 

And  the  owner  of  it  bleft. 

Trip  away,  make  no  ftay ; 

Meete  me  all,  by  breake  of  day. 

Robin*  If  we  (hadowes  haue  offended,* 

Thinke  but  this  (and  all  is  mended) 

That  you  haue  but  flumbred  heere. 

While  * this  vifions  did  appearc. 

And  this  weake  and  idle  theame. 

No  more  yeelding  but  a dreame, 

Gentles,  do  not  reprehend. 

If  you  pardon,  we  will  mend. 

And  as  I am  an  honeft  P 'ucke^ 

If  we  haue  vncarned  lucke. 


* rheje. 
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Now  to  fcape  the  ferpents  tongue, 

We  will  make  amends  ere  long  : 

Elfe  the  Pucke  a lyar  call. 

So  good  night  vnto  you  all. 

Giue  me  your  hands,  if  we  be  friends. 

And  Robin  (hall  reflore  amends. 
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o F 

Sir  loHN  Falstaffe, 

AND 

The  Merry  Wiues  of  Windfor, 


Enter  lujlice  Shallow,  Sir  Hugh,  Mafier  Page,  and  Slender. 

Shallovj, 

NERE  talke  to  me,  He  make  a Rar-chamber  matter 

The  councell  fliall  know  it. 

Page.  Nay  good  M.  Shallow  be  perfwaded  by  me. 
Slen.  Nay  furely  my  vnckle  lhall  not  put  it  vp  fo. 

Sir  Hugh.  Will  you  not  heare  reafons  M.  Slender  ? 

You  (hould  heare  reafons. 

Shal.  Though  he  be  a knight,  he  lhall  not  thinke  to  carry 
it  fo  away. 

MaRer  Page  I will  not  be  wronged.  For  you 
Sir,  I loue  you,  and  for  my  coufin. 

He  comes  to  looke  vpon  your  daughter. 

Page.  And  heeres  my  hand,  and  if  my  daughter 
Like  him  fo  well  as  I,  wee’l  quickly  haue’t  a match : 

In  the  meane  time  let  me  entreate  you  to  foiourne 
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Heere  a while : and  on  my  life 
He  vndertake  to  make  you  friends. 

Sir  Hugh.  I pray  you  M.  Shallow  let  it  be  fo. 

The  matter  is  put  to  arbitarments. 

The  firfl  man  is  mafler  Page^  videlicet  mafter  Page, 

The  fecond  is  my  felfe,  videlicet  my  felfe. 

The  third  and  lafl  man,  is  mine  Hofl  of  the  Garter. 

Enter  Sir  lohn  FalffafFe,  PIHolI,  Bardolife,  and  Nym, 

Heere  Is  fir  John  himfelfe  now,  looke  you. 

Fal.  Now  M.  Shallow j you’l  complaine  of  me  to  the  coun- 
• cell,  I heare. 

Shal.  Sir  lohn^  fir  lohiy  you  haue  hurt  my  keeper, 

Kild  my  dogs,  fiolne  my  deere. 

Fal.  But  not  kified  your  keepers  daughter. 

Shal.  Well,  this  fiiall  be  anfwered. 

Fall  He  anfwer  it  firait.  I haue  done  all  this. 

This  is  now  anfwered. 

Shal.  Well,  the  counceli  (hall  know  it. 

Fal.  Twere  better  for  you  twere  knowne  in  councell. 

You’l  be  laught  at. 

Sir  Hugh.  Good  vrdes  fir  lohn^  good  vrdes. 

Fal.  Good  vrdes,  good  cabedge. 

Slender  I brake  your  head. 

What  matter  haue  you  againft  me  ? 

Slen.  I haue  matter  in  my  head  againll:  you  and  your  cog- 
ging companions,  Fiji  oil  and  Nym.  They  carried  me  to  the  ta- 
uerne,  and  made  me  drunke,  and  afterward  pickt  my  pocket. 

Fal.  What  fay  you  to  this  Pi/loll,  did  you  picke  mafier 
Slenders  purfe,  PiJlollP 

Slen.  I by  this  handkercher  did  he.  Two  faire  fiiouel- 
boord  flaillings,  befide  feuen  groats  in  mill  fixpences. 

Fal.  What  fay  you  to  tliis,  Pijioll? 

Pijl, 
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Pijl,  Sir  lohn  and  mailer  mine,  I cOmbate  crane 
Of  this  fame  laten  bilbo.  I do  retort  the  lie 
Euen  in  thy  gorge,  thy  gorge,  thy  gorge. 

Sl€n»  By  this  light  it  was  he  then. 

Nym.  Sir,  my  honor  is  not  for  many  words. 

But  if  you  run  bace  humors  of  me, 

I will  fay  marry  trap.  And  there’s  the  humor  of  it. 

Fal.  You  heare  thefe  matters  denide  gentlemen, 

You  heare  it. 

Enter  Miftrejfe  Ford,  Mijirejfe  Page,  and  her  daughter  Aiine, 

Pag.  No  more  now, 

I thinke  it  be  almoft  dinner  time, 

For  my  wife  is  come  to  meete  vs. 

Fal.  MiflrelTe  Foordy  I think  your  name  Is, 

If  I miflake  not. 

Sir  lohn  k\![cs  her? 

Mif.  For.  Your  miflake  fir  is  nothing  but  in  the  miftreirc. 
But  my  hufbands  name  is  Foord  fir. 

Fal.  1 fhall  defire  your  more  acquaintance. 

The  like  of  you,  good  miflris  Page, 

Mif.  Page.  With  all  my  heart  fir  lohn. 

Come  hufband,  will  you  goe  ? 

Dinner  flaies  for  vs. 

Pa.  With  all  my  heart,  come  along  gentlemen. 

Exit  all  but  Slender  and  Mijirejfe  Anne. 
Anne.  Now  forfooth,  why  do  you  flay  me  ? 

What  would  you  with  me  ? 

Slen.  Nay,  for  my  owne  part,  I would  little  or  nothing  with 
you.  1 loue  you  well,  and  my  vnckle  can  tell  you  how  my 
lining  Hands.  And  if  you  can  loue  me,  why  fb.  If  not, 
why  then  happy  man  bee  his  dole. 

Anne.  You  fay  well,  mafier  Slender. 

But  firH  you  mufl  giue  me  leaue 
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To  be  acc^ualnted  with  your  humor. 

And  afterward  to  loue  you  if  I can. 

Slen.  Why  by  God  there,  neuer  a man  in  Chriflendome  dTcpL 
defire  more.  What,  haue  you  beares  in  your  towne,  miffreffe 
Anne^  your  dogs  barke  fo  I 

Anne.  I cannot  tell  mafter  Slender,  I think  there  be. 

Slen.  Ha,  how  fay  you  ? I warrant  y’are  afeared  of  a beare 
let  loofe,  are  you  not  ? 

Anne.  Yes  trull  me. 

Slen.  Now  that’s  meate  and  drinke  to  me. 

He  run  to  a beare,  and  take  her  by  the  muzzle, 

You  neuer  faw  the  like. 

But  indeed  I cannot  blame  you. 

For  they  are  maruellous  rough  things. 

Anne.  Will  you  go  into  dinner,  mafter  Slender  P 
The  meate  flayes  for  you. 

Slen.  No  faith,  not  I,  I thanke  you, 

I cannot  abide  the  fmell  of  hot  meate 
Nere  fince  I broke  my  Ihin.  He  tell  you  how  it  came 
By  my  troth.  A fencer  and  I plaid  three  venies 
For  a difh  of  flewd  pruines,  and  I with  my  ward 
Defending  my  head,  he  hit  my  fliin : yes  faith. 

Enter  Mafier  Page. 

Page.  Come,  good  mafier  Slender,  dinner  flaies  for  you, 

Slen.  I can  eate  no  meate  I thanke  you. 

Page.  You  fhall  not  chufe,  I fay. 

Slen.  He  follow  you  fir,  pray  leade  the  way. 

Nay  by  God  miflris  Anne,  you  fhall  go  firfl, 

I haue  more  manners  then  fo,  I hope. 

Anne.  Well  fir,  I will  not  be  troublefome. 

Exit  omnes. 

' Enter  Sir  Hugh  and  Simple  from  dinner. 

Sir  Hugh.  Harke  you  Simple,  pray  you  beare  this  letter 
to  dcclor  Cayus  houfe,  the  French  do6lor.  He  is  twell  vp 

along 
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along*  the  ftreete,  and  enquire  of  his  houfe  for  one  mlftrls 
^lickly^  his  woman,  or  his  try  nurfe;'ahd  deliuer  this  letter  ‘ 
to  her,  it  is  about  M.  Slender,  Looke  you,  will  you  do  it 
now  ? 

Sim.  I warrant  you  fir. 

Sir  Hugh.  Pray  you  do,  f muft  not  be  abfent  at  the  grace. 

I.  will  go  make  an  end  of  my  dinner, 

There  is  pepions  and  cheefe  behinde.  ' 

Exit  omnes. 

Enter  Sir  lohn  FalflafPes  Hoji  of  the  Garter,  Nym,  Bardolfe, 

Pifloll,  and  the  Boy, 

Fal.  Mine  Hofl:  of  the  Garter.  * 

Hcjl,  What  fays  my  bully  rooke  ? 

Speake  fchollerly  and  wifely. 

Fal.  Mine  Hoff,  I muft:  turne  away  fome  of  my  followers. 
HoJi.  Difcard  bully,  Hercidcs  cafhii  e. 

Set  them  wag,  trot,  trot. 

Fal.  I fit  at  ten  pound  a weeke. 

Hoji.  Thou  art  an  emperor  Ccefar,  Phejfer  and  Kefarh\x\\y, 

He  entertaine  Bardolfe.  He  fhall  tap,  he  (hall  draw. 

Said  I well,  bully  HeFtor  ? 

Fal.  Do  good  mine  Hod. 

Hoji,  I haue  fpoke.  Let  him  follow.  Bardolfe, 

Let  me  fee  thee  froth,  and  lyme. 

I am  at  a word.  Follow,  follow. 

Exit  Hoft. 

Fal.  Do  Bardolfe,  a tapfter  is  a good  trade. 

An  old  cloake  will  make  a new  ierkin, 

A withered  feruingman,  a frefh  tapfter  : 

Follow  him  Bardolfe. 

Bar,  I will  fir,  He  warrant  you  He  make  a goode  Ihift  to  Hue. 

Exit  Bardolfe. 

Pif 
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Pif,  O bafe  gongarian  wight,  wilt  thou  the  fpicket  weeld  ? 
JVym.  His  minde  is  not  heroick.  And  there’s  the  humoD 
of  it. 

Fal,  Well  my  laddes,  I am  almofl  out  at  the  heeles. 

Pif.  Why  then  let  cybes  enfue. 

Nym,  I thanke  thee  for  that  humor. 

Faljiaffe.  Well,  I am  glad  I am  fo  rid  of  this  tinder  boy. 
His  ftealth  was  too  open,  his  filching  was  like 
An  vnfkilful  finger,  he  kept  not  time. 

Nym,  The  good  humour  is  to  fteale  at  a minutes  refl. 

Pif.  Tis  fo  indeed  Nym^  thou  hafl  hit  it  right. 

Faljiaffe,  Wei,  afore  God  I muft  cheate,  I muft  conycatch. 
Which  of  you  knowes  Foord  of  this  towne  ? 

Pif.  I ken  the  wight,  he  is  of  fubflance  good. 

Fal,  Well  my  honeft  lads,  He  tell  you  what  I am  about. 
Pif.  Two  yards  and  more. 

Fal.  No  gibes  now  Pifloll ; indeed  I am  two  yards 
In  the  wafle,  but  now  I am  about  no  wafte: 

Briefly,  I am  about  thrift  you  rogues  you, 

I do  intend  to  make  loue  to  Foords  wife, 

I efpy  entertainment  in  her.  She  carues,  fhe 
Difcourfes,  fhe  giues  the  lyre  of  inuitafion. 

And  euery  part  to  be  conftured  rightly  is,  I am 
Sir  lohn  Faljlaffes, 

Pif  Hee  hath  fludied  her  well,  out  of  honefly  into  Englifk» 
Fal.  Now  the  report  goes,  , 

She  hath  all  the  rule  of  her  hufbands  purfe. 

She  hath  legions  of  angels. 

Pif.  As  many  deuils  attend  her. 

And  to  her  boy  fay  I. 

Fal.  Heeres  a letter  to  her.  Heeres  another  to  miflrefle 
Page. 

Who  euen  now  gaue  me  good  eyes  too,  examined  my  exte- 
riors with  fuch  a greedy  intention,  with  the  beames  of  her 

beauty, 
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beauty,  that  it  feemed  as  fhee  would  a fcorged  me  vp  like  a 
burning  glafle.  Heere  is  another  letter  to  her,  fhe  beares  the 
purfe  too.  They  (hall  be  exchequers  to  me,  and  He  be  cheat- 
ers to  them  both.  They  fhall  be  my  Eajl.  and  IVeJl  Indies 
and  He  trade  to  them  both.  Heere,  beare  thou  this  letter  to 
miftris  Foord,  And  thou  this  to  miflrefle  Page,  Wee’l  thriue 
lads,  we  will  thriue. 

Fiji.  Shall  I fir  Panderowes  of  Troy  become  ? 

And  by  my  fword  weare  Heele. 

Then  Lucifer  take  all. 

Nym.  Here,  take  your  humor  letter  againe, 

For  my  part,  I will  keepe  the  hauior 
Of  reputation.  And  theres  the  humor  of  It. 

Fal,  Heere  firra,  beare  me  thefe  letters  titely, 

Saile  like  my  pinnice  to  the  golden  fliores : 

Hence  flaues,  avant.  Vanidi  like  hailHones,  goe. 

Faljiaffe  will  learne  the  humor  of  .this  age, 

French  thrift  you  rogue,  my  felfe  and  feirted  Page. 

Exit  FalHaffe  and  the  Boy, 
Pif.  And  art  thou  gone  ? Teafter  He  haue  in  pouch 
When  thou  (halt  want,  bafe  Phrygian  Turke, 

Nym.  I haue  operations  in  my  head,  which  are  humors  of 
reuenge. 

Pif,  Wilt  thou  reuenge  ? 

Nym,  By  welkin  and  her  fairies. 

Pif,  By  wit,  or  fword  ? 

Nym.  With  both  the  humors  I will  dlfclofe  this  loue  to 

Page,  He  pofes  him  with  iallowes. 

And  theres  the  humor  of  it. 

Pif  And  I to  Fcord  will  llkewife  tell 

How  Falflaffe  varlet  vilde. 

Would  haue  her  loue,  his  doue  would  proue. 

And  eke  his  bed  defile,' 

% 

Nym.  Let’s  about  it  then. 


Pi/. 


I 


A PLEASANT  Comedy,  of 
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Pif.  He  fecond  thee  : fir  corporall  Nym  troope  on. 

- • Exit  omnes* 

- * t 

, Enter  Miflrejfe  Quickly,  and  Simple. 

^licy  M.  Slender  is  your  mailers  .name  fay  you  ? 

Sim.  I indeed  that  is  his  name. 

^lick.  How  fay  you.  I take  it  he  is  fomewhat  a weakly 
man  ; 

And  he  has  as  it  were  a whay  coloured  beard. 

Sim.  Indeed  my  mailers  beard  is  kane  coloured. 

^ic.  Kane  colour,  you  fiy^well. 

And  is  this  letter  from  fir  Ton,  about  miftris  Anne, 

Is  it  not  ? 

Shn.  I indeed  Is  it. 

^lic.  So,  and  your  mailer  would  haue  me  as  jt  were  -to 
fpeake  to  millris  Anne  concerning  .him : I promife  you  my 
mailer  hath  a great  afFe£lioned  minde  to  miftrelfe  Anne  him-  - 
felfe.  And  if  he  Ihouid  know  that  I Ihould  as  they  fay,  giue  my 
verdit  for  any  one  but  himfelfe,  I fhould  heare  of  it  throughly : 
for  I tell  you  friend,  he  puts  all  his  priuities  in  me. 

Sim.  I by  my  faith,  you  are  a good  flay  to  him. 

^tic.  Am  I I if  you  knew  all  you’d  fay  fo : 

Walhing,  brewing,  baking,  al  go'es  throgh  my  hands-,. 

Or  elfe  it  would  be  but  a woe  houfe. 

Sim.  I belhrew  me,  one  woman  to  do  all  this,  ^ 

Is  very  painfull.  . ^ ^ , V 

'^iie.k.  Are  you  aduis’d  of  that  ? I,  I warrant  you,  . 

Take  all,  and  pay  all,  all  goe  through  my  hands. 

And  he  is  fuch  an  honefl  man,  if  he  Ihould  chance 
To  come  and  finde  a man  heere,  we  Ihould 
Haue  no  hoe  with  him.  Hee’s  a parlous  man.  ' ' ■ 

Sim.  Is  he  indeed  ? - ’ ■ 

^ic.  Is  he,  quoth  you  ? God  keepe  him  abroad  : ’ 

Lord  blelTe  me,  who  knocks  there  ? 

For 
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For  Gods  fake  ftep  into  the  counting-houfe,  . ' 

While  I goe  fee  who’s  at  the  doore. 

He  Jleps  into  the  counting-houfe. 

What  John  Rugby , lohn^^ 

Are  you  come  fir,  already  ? 

She  opens  the  doore . 

Do6l.  I be-gar  I be  forget  mine  oyntment,  " 

Where  be  loJm  Rugby  ? 


^ ' Enter  lohn. 

Rug.  Heere  fir,  do  you  call  ? 

Do&.  I you  be  John  Rntgby,  and  you  be  lacke  Rugby ^ ‘ 

Goe  run  vp  met  your  heeles,  and  bring  away 
De  oyntment  in  the  vindoe  prefent  : 

Make  hafie'  lohn  Rugby,  O I am  almoft  forgot 
My  fimples  in  a box  in  de  counting-houfe : ' - 

0 lejhu  vat  be  here,!  a deuella,  a deuella  ? 

My  rapier  lohn  Rugby  ; vat  be  you,  vat  make  • ■ 

You  in  my  counting-houfe  ? 

1 tincke  you  be  a teefe. 

^lick.  lejlm  blefie  me,  we  are  all  vndone. 

Sim.  O lord  fir  no  : lam  no  theefe, 

I am  a feruingman. 

My  name  is  John  Simple,  I brought  a letter  fir 
From  M.  Slender,  about  miftris  Anne  Page 
Sir  : indeed  that  is  my  comming.'  ^ ^ 

DoSl.  I be-gar  is  dat  all  ? lohn  Rugby  giue  a ma  pen  an 
incke  : tarche  vn  pettit  tarche  a little. 

The  Doctor  writes. 

Sim.  O God  what  a furious  man  is  this  ? 

^lick.  Nay  it  is  well  he  is  no  worfe  : 

I am  glad  he  is  fo  quieu 

Doc.  Here,  giue  that  fame  to  fir  Hu,  it  ber  ve  chalenge 
Be-gar  tell  him  I will  cut  his  nafe,  will  you  ? 

Sim. 
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Sim,  I fir,  He  tell  him  fo. 

Doc»  Dat  be  veil,  my  rapier  lohn  Rugby ^ follow  may. 

Exit  Doctor ^ 

^ick.  Well  my  fiiend,  I cannot  tarry. 

Tell  your  mafter  He  do  what  I can  for  him. 

And  fo  farewell. 

Sim.  Marry  will  I,  I am  glad  I am  got  hence. 

Exit  omnes. 

Enter  MiflreJJ'e  Page,  reading  of  a letter. 

M.  Pa.  Mifiris  Page  I lone  you,  Afk  me  no  reafoD, 
Becaufe  they’r  impofiible  to  alledge.  You  are  faire. 

And  I am  fat.  You  loue  facke,  fo  do  I: 

As  I am  fure  I haue  no  mind  but  to  loue,  * ' 

So  I know  you  haue  no  hart  but  to  grant 
A.  foldior  doth  not  ufe  many  words  wher  he  knowes 
A letter  may  feme  for  a fentence.  I loue  you. 

And  fo  I leaue  you. 

Toursy  Sir  lohn  FalfiafTe. 
Now  lefu  blelTe  me,  am  I metaphorphofed  ? 

I think  I know  not  my  felfe.  Why  what  a Gods  name  doth 
this  man  fee  in  me,  that  thus  he  fiiootes  at  my  honefiy  Well, 
but  that  I know  my  owne  heart,  I fiiould  fcarfely  perfwade 
my  felfe  I were  hand.  Why  what  an  vnreafonable  woolfacke 
is  this  He  was  neuer  but  twice  in  my  company,  and  if  then 
I thought  I gaue  fuch  alTurance  with  my  eyes,  Ide  pull  them 
out,  they  fhould  neuer  fee  more  holy -dales.  Well,  I fliall 
truft  fat  men  the  worfe  while  I hue  for  his  fake.  O God, 
that  I knew  how  to  be  reuenged  of  him.  But  in  good  time, 
heeres  miftris  Foord, 


Enter  Miflrejfe  Foord. 


Mif.  For. 
I-oue  letters  ? 


How  now  miftris  Page,  are  you  are  reading 
How  do  you  woman  ? 

Mif 
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li'Tif.  Pag.  O woman,  I am  I know  not  what: 

In  loue  vp  to  the  hard  cares.  I was  neuer  in  fuch  a cafe  la 
my  life. 

Mif.  Foord.  In  loue,  now  In  the  name  of  God  with  whom? 
Mif.  Fa.  With  one  that  fwearcs  he  loues  me. 

And  I mufl  not  choofe  but  do  the  like  againe  : 

I prethee  looke  on  that  letter. 

Mif.  For.  He  match  your  letter  iufl  with  the  like. 

Line  for  line,  word  for  word.  Onely  the  name 
Of  miftreffe  PagCy  and  miftrelle  Foord  difagrees  : 

Do  me  the  kindnelTe  to  looke  vpon  this. 

Mif.  Pa.  Why  this  is  right  my  letter. 

O moll  notorious  villaine ! 

Why  what  a bladder  of  iniquity  is  this  ? 

Let’s  be  reuenged  what  fo  ere  we  do. 

Mif.  For.  Reuenged,  if  we  Hue  wee’l  be  reuenged. 

O Lord,  if  my  hufband  fhould  fee  this  letter, 

Ifaith  this  would  euen  glue  edge  to  his  iealoufie- 

Enter  Foord,  Page,  PiHoll,  and  Nym. 

Mif  Pa.  See  where  our  hufbands  are. 

Mine’s  as  far  from  iealoufie, 

A. 

As  I am  from  wronging  him. 

Pif.  Foordj  the  words  I fpeake  are  forc’R : 

Beware,  take  heed,  for  Faljiaffe  loues  thy  wife; 

When  Pifloll  lyes,  do  this. 

Foord.  Why  fir,  my  wife  is  not  young. 

Pif.  He  wooes  both  yong  and  old,  both  rich  and  poore, 
None  comes  amiHe.  I fay  he  loues  thy  wife : 

Faire  warning  do  I giue,  take  heed. 

For  fummer  comes,  and  cuckoo  birds  appeare ; 

Page  beleeue  him  what  he  fes.  Away  fir  coiporal  Nym. 

Exit  PlftoJl. 
Nym. 


VoL.  I. 
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Nym,  Sir,  the  humour  of  it  is,  he  loues  your  wife, 

I ftiould  haue  borne  the  humor  letter  to  her : 

I fpeake,  and  I auouch  tis  true : my  name  is  Nym, 

Farivell,  I loue  not  the  humour  of  bread  and  cheefe. 

And  there’s  the  humour  of  it.  Exit  Nym. 

Page,  The  hiimor  of  it,  quoth  you  ; 

Heeres  a fellow  frites  humor  out  of  his  wits. 

• > 

Mif.  Pa,  How  how  fweete  hart,  how  doft  thou  ? 

Enter  mijirejfe  Quickly. 

Pa.  How  now  man  ? how  do  you  miftris  FoordP 
Mif.  Foord.  Well  I thanke  you  good  M.  Page. 

How  now  hufband,  how  chance  thou  art  fo  melancholy  ? 

Foord.  Melancholy,  I am  not  melancholy. 

Goe  get  you  in,  goe. 

Mif  Far'd.  God  faue  me,  fee  who  yonder  is, 

Wee’l  fet  her  a worke  in  this  bufinelTe. 

Mif.  Pa.  O iTiee’l  feme  excellent. 

Now  you  come  to  fee  my  daughter  Anne  Ime  furc. 

^lic.  I forfooth  that’s  my  comming. 

Mif.  Pa.  Come  goe  in  with  me.  Come  mif.  Ford. 

Mif  For.  I follow  you,  miftrefle  Page. 

Exit  Mi.  Ford,  Mi.  Page,  and  Quickly. 

For.  M.  Pagej  did  you  heare  what  thefe  fellows  faid. 

Pa.  Yes  mafcer  Ford,  what  of  that  fir? 

For.  Do  you  thinke  it  is  true  that  they  told  vs? 

Pag,  No  by  my  troth  do  I not, 

I rather  take  them  to  be  paltry  lying  knaues. 

Such  as  rather  fpeake  of  enuy. 

Then  of  any  certainty  they  haue 
Of  any  thing.  And  for  the  knight,  perhaps 
He  hath  fpoke  merrily,  as  the  fafhion  of  fat  men 
Are  : But  Ihould  he  loue  my  wife. 


Ifaith 
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Ifaith  Ide  tiirne  her  loofe  to  him: 

And  what  he  got  more  of  her, 

Then  ill  lookes,  and  Ihrewd  words. 

Why  let  me  bcare  the  penalty  of  it. 

For.  Nay  I do  not  miflruft  my  wife. 

Yet  Ide  be  loth  to  turne  them  together, 

A man.  may  be  too  confident. 

Enter  Hofl  and  Shallow. 

Pa.  Heere  comes  my  ramping  hofi:  of  the  garter. 

There’s  cyther  licker  in  his  head,  or  mony  in  his  purfc. 
That  he  lookes  fo  merrily.  Now  mine  hofi:. 

Hcji.  God  blefiTe  you  my  bully  rooks,  God  bles  you, 
Caualera  iufiice  I fay. 

Shal.  At  hand  mine  hofi,  at  hand  M.  Ford,  god  den  t’e 
God  den  an  twenty  good  M.  Page. 

I tell  you  fir  we  haue  fport  in  hand. 

Hoji.  Tell  him  caualira  iufiice ; tell  him  bully  rooke. 
Ford.  Mine  hofi  of  the  garter. 

Hofl.  What  faies  my  bully  rooke? 

Ford.  A word  with  you  fir. 

Ford  and  the  Kofi  talkes, 

Sh.  Harke  you  fir.  He  tell  you  what  the  fport  fhal  be 
Doflor  Cayus  and  fir  Hugh  are  to  fight. 

My  merry  hofi  hath  had  the  meafuring 
Of  their  weapons,  and  hath  appointed  them 
Contrary  places.  Harke  in  your  eare, 

HoJi.  Hafi  thou  no  fliute  againft  my  knight. 

My  guefi,  my  caualera. 

For.  None  I protefi : But  tell  him 
My  name  is  B rooke ^ onely  for  a iefi. 

Hoji.  Thy  handy  bully;  thou  fhalt 
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Haue  egres  and  regres,  and  thy 

Name  (hall  be  Brooke  : Sed  I well  bully  heclor  ? 

Shal.  I tell  you  what  M.  Page,  I beleeue 
The  doctor  is  no  leader,  hee’l  lay  it  on  ; 

For  though  we  be  iudices  and  do(d:ors, 

And  church-men,  yet  we  are 
The  fonnes  of  women  M.  Page. 

.Pa.  True  Shallow. 

Shal.  It  will  be  found  fo  mader  Page. 

Pa.  Mader  Shallow,  you  your  felfe 
Haue  beene  a great  fighter. 

Though  now  a man  of  peace. 

Shal.  M.  Page,  I haue  feene  the  day  that  yong 
Tall  fellowes  with  their  droke  and  their  paflado, 

I haue  made  them  trudge  mader  Page, 

A tis  the  heart,  the  heart  doth  all : 

I haue  feene  the  day,  with  my  two  hand  fword 
I would  a made  you  foure  tall  fencers 
Scipped  like  rats. 

Hojl.  Here  boyes,  fliall  we  wag,  fiiall  we  wag  ? 

Shal.  Ha  with  you  mine  hod. 

Exit  Hod  and  Shallow. 
Page.  Come  M.  Ford,  diall  we  to  dinner  ? 

I know  thefe  fellowes  dicks  in  your  minde. 

For.  No  in  good  fadnede,  not 'in  mine  ; 

Yet  for  all  this  He  try  it  further, 

I will  not  leaue  it  fo : 

Come  M.  Page,  diall  we  to  dinner  ? 

Page.  With  all  my  heart  fir,  He  follow  you. 

Exit  cmnes. 

Enter  fir  lohn  and  Pidoll. 

Fal.  He  not  lend  thee  a peny. 

Pifloll.  I will  retort  the  fum  in  equipage. 

‘ Fal. 
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Fal.  Not  a peny : I haue  bin  content  you  (houlel  lay  my 
countenance  to  pawne  : I haue  grated  vppon  my  good  friends 
for  three  repriues,  for  you  and  your  coach-fellow  Nym,  elfe 
you  might  haue  looked  thorough  a grate  like  a geminy  of 
baboones.  I am  damned  in  hel  for  fwearing  to  gentlemen 
y’are  good  foldiers  and  tall  fellowes  : and  when  miftris  Brid- 
get loll:  the  handle  of  her  fan,  I tooke  it  on  my  honcfty  thou 
had  ft  it  not. 

PiJiolL  Didft  thou  not  (hare  ? Hadft  thou  not  fifteen  pence  ? 

Fal.  Reafon  you  rogue,  reafon. 

Doft  thou  thinke  He  endanger  my  foule  gratis  ? 

In  briefe,  hang  no  more  about  me,  I am  no  gybite  for  you.  A 
fhort  knife  and  a throng  to  your  manner  of  pickt-hatch,  goe. 
You’l  not  beare  a letter  for  me  you  rogue  you  : you  ftand  vpon 
your  honour.  Why  thou  vnconfinable  bafeneftc  thou,  tis  as 
much  as  I can  doe  to  keepe  the  termes  of  my  honor  precife. 
I,  I my  felfe  fomtimes,  leaning  the  feare  of  God  on  the  left 
hand,  am  faine  to  fhuffte,  to  filch  and  to  lurch.  And  yet 
you  ftand  vpon  your  honour,  you  rogue  : you,  you. 

Piftoll.  I do  recant,  what  woldft  thou  more  of  man  ? 

Fal.  Well,  go  too,  away,  no  more. 

Enter  mijlrejj'e  Quickly, 

^lic.  Good  you  god  den  fir, 

Fal.  Good  den  faire  wife. 

^lic.  Not  fo  ant  like  your  worfiiip. 

Fal.  Faire  maid  then. 

^lic.  That  I am  He  be  fworne,  as  my  mother  was 
The  firft  houre  I was  borne. 

Sir,  I would  fpeake  with  you  in  priuate. 

Fal.  fay  on  I prethee,  heeres  none  but  my  owne  Kouftiold. 

^ic.  Are  they  fo  ? Now  God  blefte  them,  and  make  them 
his  feruants. 

Sir,  I come  from  miftris  Foord. 
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FaL  So,  from  miftris  Foord.  Goe  on. 

^ic.  I fir,  fhe  hath  fent  me  to  you  to  let  you 
Vnderfland  Ihe  hath  receiued  your  letter, 

And  I tell  you,  (he  is  one  that  flands  on  her  credit. 

FaL  Well,  come  miftris  Ford,  miftris  Ford. 

^ic.  I fir,  and  as  they  fay,  (he  is  not  the  firft 
Hath  bene  led  in  a fooles  paradice. 

Fal.  Nay  prethee  be  briefe,  my  good  fne  Mercury 
^dc.  Marry  fir,  (hee’d  haue  you  meete  her 
Betweene  eight  and  nine. 

Fal.  So,  betweene  eight  and  nine. 

I forfooth,  for  then  her  hufband  goes  a birding. 

Fal.  Well,  commend  me  to  thy  miftris,  tell  her 
I will  not  faile  her : boy,  giue  her  my  purfe. 

^dc.  Nay  fir,  I haue  another  errant  to  do  to  you. 

From  miftris* 

Fal.  From  miftris  Page  ? I prethee  what  of  her  ? 

By  my  troth  I think  you  work  by  inchantments. 

Fife  could  they  neuer  loue  you  as  they  do. 

Fal.  Not  f,  I alTnre  thee ; fetting  the  attraction 
Of  my  good  parts  afide,  I vfe  no  other  inchantments. 

^ic.  Well  fir,  (he  loues  you  extremely. 

And  let  me  tell  you,  (hee’s  one  that  feares  God, 

And  her  hufband  giues  her  leaue  to  do  all : 

For  he  is  not  halfe  fo  iealous  as  M.  Ford  is. 

Fal.  But  hark  thee,  hath  miftris  Page  and  miftris  Ford 
Acquainted  each  other  how  dearely  they  loue  me  ? 

^dc.  O God  no  fir ; there  were  a left  indeed. 

Fal.  Well  farwell,  commend  me  te^*miftris  Foord, 

I will  not  faile  her  fay. 

^dc.  God  be  with  your  worfhlp. 

Exit  mijircjj'e  (^^ickly. 
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Enter  Bardolfe. 

Bar.  Sir,  heeres  a gentleman. 

One  M.  Brooke^  would  fpeake  with  you. 

He  hath  Tent  you  a cup  of  facke. 

Fal.  M.  Brooke j hee’s  welcome,  bid  him  come  vp. 
Such  Brookes  are  alwaies  welcotTie  to  me : 

A lacke,  will  thy  old  body  yet  hold  out? 

Wilt  thou  after  the  expence. of  fo  much  money. 

Be  now  a gayner  ? Good  booty  I thanke  thee. 

And  ile  make  more  of  thee  then  I haue  done : 

Ha,  ha,  miftris  Ford^  and  miffris  Page^  haue 
I caught  you  ath  the  hip?  Go  too. 

Enter  Ford  difgmfcd  like  Brooke. 

For.  God  faue  you  fir. 

Fal.  And  you  too,  would  you  fpeake  with  me  ? 

For.  Marry  would  I fir,  I am  fomewhat  bold 
To  trouble  you.  My  name  is  Brooke. 

Fal.  Good  M.  Brooke,  y’are  very  welcome. 

For,  Ifaith  fir  Ime  a gentleman  and  a traueller. 

That  haue  feene  fomewhat.  ^ And  I haue  often  heard 
That  if  mony  goes  before,  all  waies  lye  open. 

Fal.  Mony  is  a good  fouldior  fir,  and  will  on. 

For.  Ifaith  fir,  and  I haue  a bag  here. 

Would  you  would  helpe  me  to  beare  it. 

Fal.  O lord,  would  I could  tell  how  to  deferuc 
To  be  your  porter. 

For.  That  may  you  eafily  fir  lohn  : I haue  an  earncfl 
Sute  to  you.  But  good  fir  lohn,  when  I haue 
Told  you  my  griefe,  caff  one  eye  of  your  owne 
Eftate,  fince  your  felfe  knew  what  lis  to  be  ' 

Such  an  oiTender. 

Fal,  Very  well  fir,  proceed. 

F4 


A PLEASANT  Comedy,  of 

For.  Sir,  I am  deeply  in  loue  with  one  Fords  wife  of  this 
towne.  Now  fir  lohn  you  are  a gentleman  of  good  difcourfing, 
well  beloued  among  ladies,  a man  of  fuch  parts  that  might 
win  twenty  fuch  as  /he. 

Fal,  Oh  good  fir. 

For.  Nay  I beleeue  it  fir  lohn^,  for  tis  time. 

Now  my  loue  is  fo  grounded  vpon  her, 

That  without  her  loue  I fnall  hardly  liue. 

Fal.  Haiie  you  importuned  her  by  any  meanes? 

Foord.  No,  neuer  fir. 

Fal.  Of  what  quality  is  your  lone  then  ? 

Foord.  Ifaith  fir,  like  a faire  houfe  fet  vpon 
Another  mans  foundation. 

Fal,  And  to  what  end  haue  you  vnfolded  this  to  me 

For,  O fir,  when  I haue  told  you  that,  I told  you  all: 

For  Ihe  fir  Hands  fo  pure  in  the  firme  Hate  ^ 

Of  her  honeHy,  that  Ihe  is  too  brigln  to  be  looked 
AgainH  : now  could  I come  againH  her 
With  fome  detection,  I fhould  fooner  perfwade  her 
From  her  marriage  vow,  and  a hundred  fuch  nice 
Tearmes  that  fhee’l  Hand  vpon. 

Fal  Why  would  it  apply  well  to  the  veruenfie  of  your  af- 
fe(Hion, 

That  another  fhould  pofiefie  what  you  wold  enjoy 
Me- thinks  you  prefcribe  very  prepoHeroufly  to  your  felfe. 

For.  No  fir,  for  by  that  means  fhould  I be  certain  of  that 
which  I now  mifdoubt. 

Fal.  Wei  M.  Brook,  He  firH  make  bold  with  your  mony. 
Next  giue  me  your  hand.  LaHIy,  you  fnall 
If  you  will,  enjoy  Foords  wife. 

Foord,  Oh  good  fir. 

Fal.  MaHer  Brooke,  I fay  3^011  (hall. 

For.  Want  no  mony  fir  lohn,  you  Hial  want  none. 


Fal. 
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Fal.  Want  no  mlftris  Foord^  mafler  Brooke, 

You  fliall  want  none.  Euen  as  you  came  to  me, 

Her  fpokes  mate,  her  go  betweene  parted  from  me  ; 
i may  tell  you  M.  Brooke,  I am  to  meete  her 
Betweene  eight  and  nine,  for  at  that  time  the  iealous 
Cuckally  knaue  her  hufband  will  be  from  home, 

Come  to  me  foone  at  night,  you  fliall  know 
How  I fpeed,  M.  Brooke. 

Ford.  Sir,  do  you  know  Foord  ? 

Fal.  Hang  him  poore  cuckally  knaue,  I know  him  not. 

And  yet  I wrong  him  to  call  him  poore.  For  they 
Say  the  cuckally  knaue  hath  legions  of  angels, 

For  the  which  his  wife  feemes  to  me  well  fauoured. 

And  He  vfe  her  as  the  key  of  the  cuckally  knaues 
CofFer,  and  there’s  my  randeuowes. 

Foord.  Me-thinks  fir  it  were  good  that  you  knew 
Foord,  that  you  might  fhun  him. 

Fal.  Hang  him  cuckally  knaue,  He  Hare  him 
Out  of  his  wits.  He  keepe  him  in  awe  ^ 

With  this  my  cudgell  : it  (hall  hang  like  a meator 
Ore  the’wittolly  knaues  head,  M.  Brooke  thou  (halt 
See  I will  predominate  ore  the  peafaut. 

And  thou  (halt  lye  v/ith  his  wife,  Mafter  Brooke, 

Thou  (halt  know  him  for  knaue  and  cuckold. 

Come  to  me  foone  at  night.  Exit  Falflaffe. 

Foord.  What  a^  damned  Epicurian  Is  this  ? 

My  wife  hath  fent  for  him, ' the  plot  is  laid  : 

Page  is  an  afle,  a foole,  a fecure  affe, 

He  fopner  truft  an  Irifhman  with  my 

Aquauita  bottle.  Sir  Hu  our  paiTon  with  my  cheefe, 

A theefe  to  walke  my  ambling  gelding,  then  my  wife 
With  her  felfe  ; then  fhe  plots,  then  fhe  ruminates. 

And  what  fhe  thinks  in  her  heart  flie  may  effect, 

Shee’l  breake  her  heart  but  fhe  will  effe^ff  it. 


God 
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God  be  praifed/  God  be  praifed  for  my  iealoufie  : 

Well,  He  go  preuent  him,  the  time  drawes  on. 

Better  an  houre  too  foone,  then  a minute  too  late, 

Gods  my  life,  cuckold,  cuckold.  Exit  Ford. 

Enter  the  Do6lor  and  his  Man. 

Do^.  John  Rugby y go  look  met  your  eyes  ore  de  Hal, 

And  fpie  and  you  can  fee  the  parfon. 

Rtig.  Sir,  I cannot  tell  whether  he  be  there  or  no. 

But  I fee  a great  many  comming. 

DoEl,  Bully  moy,  mon  rapier  lohn  Rugby y Be-gar  de 
Herring  be  not  Co  dead  as  I fnall  make  him. 

Enter  Shallow,  Page,  HoH,  and  Slender. 

Page.  God  faue  you  M.  docfor  Cayus. 

Shal.  How  do  you  raafter  do6lor  ? 

Ho.  God  blefle  the  my  bully  dodor,  God  bles  thee. 

Don.  Vat  be  all  you,  van  to  tree  come  for  a ? . 

Hojl.  Bully  to  fee  thee  fight,  to  fee  thee  foine,  to  fee  thee 
trauerfe,  to  fee  thee  heere,  to  fee  thee  there,  to  fee  thee  pafTe 
the  punto:  the  Hocke,  the  reucrfe,  the  diftance,  the  montnce 
is  a dead  my  francoyes  ? Is  a dead  my  Ethiopian  ? Ha,  what 
faies  my  Gallon  ? my  Efcuolapis  ? Is  a dead  bullies  taile,  is 
a dead  ? 

Don.  Be-gar  de  preefl:  be  a coward  lacke  knaue. 

He  dare  not  fhew  his  face. 

HoJl.  Thou  art  a caftallian  king,  vrinall. 

Henor  of  Greece  my  boy.' 

Sha..  He  hath  fhewne  himfelfe  the  wifer  man,  M.  doflor. 
Sir  Hugh  is  a parfon,  and  570U  a phyfition.  You  muft 
Goe  with  me,  M.  docHor. 

Hoji.  Pardon  bully  iuHice.  A word  mounfir  mockwater. 
Don.  Mockwater,  vat  be  dat  ? 

Hojl. 
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Hoji.  That  is  in  our  Englidi  tongue,  vallor  bully,  vallor. 

DoEl.  Be-gar  den  I haue  as  mockuater  as  de  Inglifh  lackc 
dog,  knaue. 

Ho(t.  He  will  claperclaw  .thee  titely  bully, 

Do6i.  Claperclaw,  vat  be  dat  ? 

HoJl.  That  is,  he  will  make  thee  amends. 

Do5l.  Begar  I do  looke  he  (hall  claperclaw  me  den. 

And  He  prouokc  him  to  do  it,  or  let  him  wag  : 

And  moreouer  bully,  but  M.  Page  and  M.  Shallow, 

And  eke  Caualera  Slender,  go  you  all  ouer  the  fields  to  Frog- 
more. 

Pa.  Sir  Hugh  is  there,  is  he  ? 

Hoft.  He  is  there  ; go  fee  what  humor  he  is  in. 

He  bring  the  doflor  about  by  the  fields; 

Will  it  do  well  ? 

Shal.  We  will  do  it  my  hoft.  Farewell  M.  doflor. 

Exit  all  but  the  Hoft  and  Do£lor^ 

DoEt.  Be-gar  I will  kill  de  cowardly  lack  preeft. 

He  is  make  a foole  of  moy. 

HoJl.  Let  him  die,  but  firft  (heath  your  impatience. 

Throw  cold  water  on  your  collor,  come  go  with  me 
Through  the  fields  to  Frogmore,  and  He  bring  thee 
Where  miftris  Hnne  Page  is  feafting  at  a farm  houfe,  , 

And  thou  (halt  wear  her  cried  game  : fed  I well  bully. 

DoEi.  Begar  excellent  vel  : and  if  you  fpcake  pour  moy,  I 
fhall  procure  you  de  guefts  of  all  de  gentleme  mon  patients. 
I be-gar  I fall. 

HoJl.  For  the  which  He  be  thine  aduerfary 
To  miftris  Hnne  Page  : fed  I well  ? 

DoEI.  I begar,  excellent. 

HoJl.  Let  us  wag  then. 

DoEf.  Alon,  alon,  alon.  ' Exitomnes, 


Enter 
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E7iter  ftr  Hugh  ank  Simple. 

Sir  Hu.  I pray  you  do  fo  much  as  fee  if  you  can  efpy 
Do6lor  Caym  comming,  and  giue  me  intelligence, 

Or  bring  me  vrde  if  you  pleafe  now. 

Sim.  I will  fir. 

Sir  Hu.  lefliu  pies  me,  how  my  hart  trobes  and  trobes 
And  then  fhe  made  him  bedes  of  rofes, 

And  a thoufand  fragrant  pofes. 

To  (hallow  riuers.  Now  fo  kad  vdge  me,  my  hart 
Swels  more  and  more.  Me-thinks  I can  cry 
Very  well.  There  dwelt  a man  in  Babylon, 

To  (hallow  riuers  and  to  falles. 

Melodious  birds  (ing  madrigalles. 

Sim.  Sir,  here  is  M.  Page^  and  M.  Shallow, 

Comming  hither  as  fall:  as  they  can. 

Sir  Hu.  Then  it  is  very  necelTary  1 put  vp  my  fword. 

Pray  give  me  my  cowne  too,  marke  you. 

Enter  Page,  Shallow  and  Slender. 

Pa.  God  faue  you  fir  Hugh. 

^ Shal,  God  faue  you  M.  parfon. 

Sir  Hu.  God  pies  you  all  fro  his  mercies  fake  now. 

Page.  What,  the  word  and  the  fword,  doth  that  agree 
well  ? 

Sir  Hugh.  There  is  reafons  and  caufes  in  all  things, 

I warrant  you  now. 

Page.  Well  fir  Hugh,  we  are  come  to  craue 
Your  helpe  and  furtherance  in  a matter. 

Sir  Hugh.  What  is  it  I pray  you  I 

Page.  I faith  tis  this  fir  Hugh.  There  is  an  auncient 
friend  of  ours,  a man  of  very  good  fort,  fo  at  ods  with  one 

patience,  that  I am  fure  you  would  hartily  grieue  to  fee  him. 

Now 
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Now  fir  Hughy  you  are  a fcholler  well  red,  and  very  per- 
fwafiue,  we  would  entreate  you  to  fee  if  you  could  intreate 
him  to  patience. 

Sir  Hugh.  I pray  you  who  is  it  ? Let  vs  know  that. 

Page.  Ime  fure  you  know  him,  tis  doflor  Cayus. 

Sir  Hug.  I had  as  leeue  you  ihould  tell  me  of  a mefle  of 
porredge. 

He  is  an  arrant  lowfie  beggerly  knaue  : 

And  he  is  a coward  befide. 

Page.  Why  He  lay  my  life  tis  the  man 
That  he  Hiould  fight  withall. 

Enter  Doclor  and  the  Hofl:,  they  offer  to  fight. 

Shal.  Keep  them  afunder,  take  away  their  weapons. 

Hofl.  Difarme,  let  them  quefiion. 

Shal.  Let  them  keepe  their  limbes  hole,  and  hacke  our 
Englilh. 

Doit.  Harke  van  vrd  in  your  eare  : you  be  vn  daga 
And  de  lack  coward. preeH. 

Sir  Hugh.  Harke  you,  let  vs  not  be  laughing  flockes  to 
other  mens  humors.  By  lefliu  I will  knock  your  vrinals 
about  your  knaues  coxcomb,  for  miffing  your  meetings  and 
appointments. 

Do^.  O leihu,  mine  hofl:  of  the  garter,  John  Rugby ^ 

Haue  not  I met  him  at  de  place  he  make  apoint, 

Haue  I not  ? 

Sir  Hu.  So  kad  vdge  me,  this  is  the  pointment  place, 
Witneffe  by  my  hofl:  of  the  garter. 

Hoji.  Peace  I fay  Gauole  and  Cawlia,  French  and  JVelchy 
Soule-curer  and  body-curer. 

Do6l.  This  be  very  braue,  excellent. 

HoJl.  Peace  I fay,  heare  mine  hofl:  of  the  garter. 

Am  I wife  ? am  I poUiticke  ? am  I Matchauill  I i 

Shal 
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Shal  I lofe  my  do^fVor  ? No,  he  giijes  me  the  motions 
And  the  potions.  Shal  I lofe  my  parfon,  my  fir  Hugh  F 
No,  he  giues  me  the  prouerbs,  and  the  nouerbs  : 

Giue  me  thy  hand  terrefiiall. 

So  giue  me  thy  hand  celefiiali  ; 

So  boys  of  art  I haue  deceiu’d  you  both, 

I haue  direfted  you  to  wrong  places. 

Your  hearts  are  mighty,  your  fkins  are  whole, 

Bardolfej  lay  their  fwords  to  pawne. 

Follow  me  lads  of  peace,  follow  ihe. 

Ha,  ra,  la.  Follow.  Exit.  Kofi. 

Shal.  Afore  God  a mad  hoff,  come  let’s  goe. 

DoB.  I be-gar,  haue  you  mocka  may  thus  ? 

I will  be  euen  met  you  my  lack  hoft. 

Sir  Hugh.  Giue  me  your  hand  do£for  Cayus, 

We  be  all  friends : 

But  for  mine  hofts  foolifh  knauery,  let  me  alone. 

I dat  be  veil  begar,  I be  friends.  Exit  &mnes^ 

Enter  majler  Foord. 

For.  The  time  drawes  on  he  (hold  come  to  my  houfc 
Well  wife,  you  had  belt  worke  clofely, 

Or  I am  like  to  goe  beyond  your  cunning  : 

I now  will  feeke  my  guefts  that  come  to  dinner. 

And  in  good  time,  fee  where  they  all  are  come. 

Enter  Shallow,  Page,  Hofi,  Slender,  Do6for,  and  Jir  Hugh. 

By  my  faith  a knot  well  met  : y'are  welcome  all. 

Page.  I thanke  you  good  M.  Foord. 

For.  Welcome  good  M.  Page. 

I would  your  daughter  were  here. 

Page.  I thanke  you  fir,  Ihe  is  very  well  at  home. 


Slend, 
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Slend.  Father  Page^  I hope  I haue  your  confent 
For  miftrls  Anne, 

Pag.  You  haue  fonne  Slender y but  my  wife  here. 

Is  altogether  for  mafter  dodlor. 

Docl.  Be-gar  I tanke  her  heartily. 

Hojl.  But  what  fay  you  to  yong  mafter  Fenton  ? 

He  capers,  he  dances,  he  writes  verfes,  he  fmels 
All  April  and  May  : he  will  cary  ;t,  he  will  carit, 

Tis  in  his  betmes  he  will  carite. 

Pa.  My  hoft  not  with  my  confent : 

The  gentleman  is  wilde,  he  knowes  too  much  : 

If  he  take  her,  let  him  take  her  fimply ; 

For  my  goods  goes  with  my  liking. 

And  my  liking  goes  not  that  way. 

For.  Well,  I pray  go  home  with  me  to  dinner  : 

Befides  your  cheare.  He  Ihew  you  wonders  : 

He  fhew  you  a montter.  You  fhall  go  with  me 
M.  Pagey  and  fo  fhall  you  fir  Hiighy 
And  you  mafter  docftor. 

, Sir  Hu.  If  there  be  one  In  the  company,  I fliall  make  two. 
DoFl.  And  dere  be  ven  two,  I fall  make  de  tird. 

Sir  Hugh.  In  your  teeth  for  fhame. 

Shal,  Well,  well,  God  be  with  you,  we  ftiall  haue  the  fairer 
wooing  at  M.  Pages.  Exit  Shalloiv  and  Slender, 

HoJl.  He  to  my  honeft  knight  fir  lohn  Faljiaffey 
And  drinke  Canary  with  him.  Exit  hojl. 

For.  I may  chance  to  make  him  drink  in  pipe  wine, 

Firft  come  gentlemen.  , Exit  omnes. 

Enter  miflrejje  Foord,  'ivith  t'wo  of  her  men,  and  a great 

buck-baJJ:et. 

Mif.  For.  Sirra,  if  your  M.  afke  you  wdnthcr 
You  carry  this  bafket,  fay  to  the  landerers, 

I hope  you  know  how  to  beftow  it. 

Ser,  I warrant  you  miftris.  • Exit  feruant, 

Mif.  For, 
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]\'Rf.  For.  Go  get  you  in.  Well  lir  lohuy 
I beleeue  I fhall  ferue  you  fuch  a tricke,  ‘ 

You  fliall  haue  little  miude  to  come  againe. 

Enter  Sir  lohn. 

Fal.  Haue  I caught  my  heauenly  iewell  ? 

Why  now  let  me  dye.  I haue  liued  long  enough. 

This  is  the  happy  houre  I have  defired  to  fee, 

2'^ow  fhall  I fin  in  my  wifh, 

I would  thy  hufhand  were  dead. 

Mif.  For.  Why  how  then  fir  John  ? 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  Ide  make  thee  my  lady. 

Mif.  For.  AlalTe  fir  John,  I fhould  be  a very  fimple  lady. 

Fal.  Goe  too,  I fee  how  thy  eye  doth  emulate  the  diamond. 
And  how  the  arched  bent  of  thy  brow 
Would  become  the  fiiip  tire,  the  tire  vellet. 

Or  any  Venetian  attire,  I fee  it. 

M.  For.  A plaine  kercher  fir  lohn  would  fit  me  better. 

Fal.  By  the  Lord  thou  art  a traitor  to  fay  fo  : 

What  made  me  loue  thee  ? Let  that  perfwade  thee 
There’s  feme- what  extraordinary  in  thee  : 

Goe  too,  I loue  thee  : 

Mifiris  Foordj  I cannot  cog,  I cannot  prate, 

Like  one  of  thefe  fellowes  that  fmels  like 
Bucklers  bery,  in  fimple  time, 

But  I loue  thee,  and  none  but  thee. 

M.  For.  Sir  lohuy  I am  afraid  you  loue  mifiris  Page, 

Fal.  I,  thou  mightfi:  as  well  fay 
I loue  to  walke  by  the  Counter-gate, 

Which  is  as  hatefull  to  me 
As  the  reake  of  a lime  kill. 

Enter  Mijlreffe  Page, 

71/.  Page.  Mifiris  Ford,  mifiris  Ford,  where  are  you  ? 

M,  Ford. 
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Mif.  For.  O Lord  flep  afide  good  Lr  lohn. 

Faljiaffe  Jlands  behinde  the  arras. 

How  now  miflris  Page,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Mif.  Pa.  Why  your  hufband  woman  is  coming, 

With  halfe  IVindfor  at  his  heeles, 

To  looke  for  a gentleman,  that  he  hues 
Is  hid  in  this  houfe  : his  wifes  fweet-heart. 

Mifs  For.  Speake  louder.  But  I hope  tis  not  true  miflris 
Page. 

Mif.  Pa.  Tis  too  true  woman.  Therefore  if  you  haue  any 
heere,  away  with  him,  or  y’are  vndone  for  euer. 

Mif.  For.  Alaffe  miftris  Page,  what  (hall  I do  ? 

Heeres  a gentleman  my  friend,  how  fhall  I do  ? 

Mif.  Page.  Gods  body  woman,  do  not  ftand  what  fliall  I do, 
and  what  fhall  I do.  Better  any  fhift,  rather  then  you 
fhamed.  Looke  here,  heer’es  a buck-bafket,  if  ho  be  a man 
of  any  reafonable  fize,  hee’l  in  heere. 

Mif  For.  Alaffe,  I feare  he  is  to  bigl 
Fal.  Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  He  in,  He  in. 

Follow  your  friends  counfell. 

Mif  Page.  Fie  fir  lohn,  is  this  your  loue  ? Go  too. 

Fal.  I loue  thee,  and  none  but  thee  : 

Helpe  me  to  conuey  me  hence. 

He  neuer  come  heere  more. 

Sir  lohn  goes  into  the  bafket,  they  put  cloathes  oner  him,  the 
two  men  carries  it  away  : Foord  meets  it,  and  all  the  rejl^ 
Page,  Doftor,  Prieff,  Slender,  Shallows 

Ford.  Come  pray  along,  you  fhall  fee  all. 

How  now  who  goes  heere  ? Whither  goes  this  ? 

Whither  goes  it  ? fet  it  downe. 

Mif.  Ford.  Now  let  it  go,  you  had  beft  meddle  with  buck- 
wafhing. 

VoL.  I. 
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Ford,  Buck,  good  bucke,  pray  come  along, 

Mafter  Page^  take  my  keyes  : helpe  to  fearch. 

Good  fir  Hugh  pray  come  along,  helpe  a little, 

A little.  He  (hew  you  all. 

Sir  Hu,  By  lejhu  thefe  are  iealoufies  and  diflempers. 

Exit  omnes, 

Mif,  Page,  He  is  in  a pittifull  taking. 

• Mif,  Fo&rd.  I wonder  what  he  thought 

When  my  hufband  bad  them  fet  downe  the  bafket. 

Mif,  Page,  Hang  him  difhonefl  flaue,  we  cannot  vfe 
Him  bad  enough.  This  is  excellent  for  your 
Hufband’s  iealoufie. 

Mif,  For,  Alas  poore  foule,  it  grieues  me  at  the  hart. 

But  this  will  be  a meanes  to  malce  him  ceafe 
His  iealous  fits,  if  Falfaffes  loue  increafe. 

M.  Page,  Nay  we  will  fend  to  Faljlaffe  once  againe, 

Tis  great  pitty  we  (hould  leaue  him  fo  : 

What,  wiues  may  be  merry,  and  yet  honeft  too. 

M,  Ford,  Shall  we  be  condemnd  becaufe  we  laugh  ? 

Tis ‘old,  but  true ; Bill  fowes  eate  all  the  draffe. 

' Enter  all, 

M,  Pa,  Here  comes  your  huiband,  Band  afide. 

For,  I can  finde  no  body  within,  it  may  be  he  lyed. 

Mif,  Page,  Did  you  heare  that  i 
Mif,  Ford,  I,  I,  peace. 

For,  Well,  He  not  let  it  go  fo,  yet  He  try  further. 

Sir  Hu,  By  lefhii  if  there  be  any  body  in  the  kitchin 
Or  the  cuberts,  or  the  preffe,  or  the  buttery, 

I am  an  arrant  lew  : now  God  pleffe  me  : 

You  ferue  me  well,  do  you  not  ? 

Page,  Fie  M.  Ford^  you  are  too  blame. 

* Mif,  Page,  Ifaith  tis  not  well  M.  Ford  to  fufpedf  her  thus 
without  a caufe. 


DoH, 
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DoB.  No  by  my  trot  it  be  no  veil. 

For,  Well,  I pray  beare  with  me,  M.  Page  pardon  me 
I fufFer  for  it,  I fufFer  for  it. 

Sir  Hu.  You  fuffer  for  a bad  confcience,  look  you  now. 

Foord.  Well,  I pray  no  more,  another  time  He  tell  you  all : 
The  meane  time  go  dine  with  me,  pardon  me  wife, 

I am  forry  ; M.  Page^  pray  go  in  to  dinner, 

Another  time  He  tell  you  all. 

Pa.  Well  let  it  be  fo,  and  to  morrow  I inulte  you  all  to 
my  houfe  to  dinner : and  in  the  morning  wee’l  a birding,  I 
haue  an  excellent  hawke  for  the  bufh. 

Ford,  Let  it  be  fo ; come  M.  Page^  come  wife  ; 

I pray  you  come  in  all,  y’are  welcome,  pray  come  in. 

Sir  Hugh.  By  fo  kad  vdge  me,  M.  Foord  is  not  in  his  right 
wits^  Exit  omnes. 

Enter  fir  lohn  FalHaffe,  and  Bardolfe. 

Fal.  Bardolfe,  brew  me  a pottle  of  facke  prefently. 

Bar^  With  Egges  hr 

Falftaff.  Simply  of  it  felfe,  He  none  of  thefe  pullets  fperme 
'in  my  drinke  : goc  make  hafte.  Haue  I liued  to  be  carried 
in  a bafket  and  throwne  into  the  Thames  like  a barow  of 
butchers  ofFoll.  Well,  if  I be  ferued  fuch  another  tricke,  He 
giue  them  leave  to  take  out  my  braines  and  butter  them,  and 
giue  them  to  a dog  for  a new-yeares  gift.  Sbloud,  the  rogues 
Hided  me  in  with  as  little  remorfe  as  if  they  had  gone  to 
drowne  a blinde  bitches  puppies  in  the  litter : and  they  might 
know  by  my  fize  I haue  a kinde  of  alacrity  in  finking  : if  the 
bottome  had  bin  as  deep  as  hell  I fliould  down.  I had  bene 
drowned,  but  that  the  Hiore  was  Hieluie  and  fomewhat  (hal- 
low: a death  that  I abhorre.  For  you  know' the  water  fwels 
a man  : and  what  a thing  fliould  I haue  bene  when  I had 
bene  fwelled  ? By  the  Lord  a mountain  of  money.  Now  is 
the  facke  brewed  ? 
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Bar.  I fir,  there’s  a woman  below  would  fpeak  with  you. 
Fal.  Bid  her  come  vp.  Let  me  put  fome  fack  among  this 
cold  water,  for  my  belly  is  as  cold  as  if  I had  fwallowed 
fnow-bals  for  pilles. 

Enter  mijlrejfe  Quickly. 

Now  what’s  the  newes  with  you  ? 

^dc.  I come  from  miflris  Foord  forfooth. 

Fal.  Miflris  Ford,  I haue  had  Ford  enough, 

I haue  bene  throwne  into  the  Foord, 

My  belly  is  full  of  Foord  : fhe  hath  tickled  me.  ^ 

^dc,  O Lord  fir,  fhe  is  the  forrowfullefl  woman  that  her 
feruants  mifiooke,  that  euer  lined.  And  fir,  flie  would  defire 
you  of  allloues  you  will  meete  her  once  againe,  to  morrow  fir, 
betweene  ten  andeleuen,  and  flie  hopes  to  make  amends  for  all. 
Fal.  Ten  and  eleuen,  faifl  thon  ? 

^dc.  I forfooth. 

Fal.  Well,  tell  her  He  meet  her.  Let  her  but  think 
Of  mans  frailty  : let  her  iudge  what  man  is. 

And  then  thinke  of  me.  And  fo  farwell.. 

^dc.  You’l  not  faile  fir  ? Exit  mijlris  Quickly. 

Fal.  I will  not  faile.  Commend  me  to  her. 

I wonder  I heare  not  of  M.  Brooke,  I like  his 
Mony  well.  By  the  mafle  heere  he  is. 

Enter  Brooke. 

Ford.  God  fane  you  fir. 

Fal.  Welcome  good  M.  Brook.  You  come  to  know  how 
matters  goes. 

Ford.  That’s  my  coming  indeed  fir  lohn. 

Fal.  Mafler  Brooke  I will  not  lye  to  you  fir, 

1 was  there  at  my  appointed  time. 

For.  And  how  fped  you  fir  ? 

Fal.  Very  ilfauouredly  fir. 

For.  Why  fir,  did  file  change  her  determination  ? 
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FaL  No  M.  Brooke,  but  you  (hall  heare.  After  we  had 
kifTed  and  imbraced,  and  as  it  were  amid  the  prologue  of  our 
encounter,  who  (hould  come,  but  the  iealous  knaue  her  huf- 
band,  and  a rabble  of  his  companions  at  his  heeles,  thither 
prouoked  and  inftigated  by  his  diftemper.  And  what  to  do 
thinke  you  ? to  fearch  for  his  wiues  loue.  Euen  fo,  plain- 
lyfo. 

For.  While  ye  were  there  ? 

FaL  Whilft  I was  there. 

For.  And  did  he  fearch  and  could  not  finde  you  ? 

FaL  You  (hall  heare  fir,  as  God  would  haue  it, 

A little  before  comes  me  one  Pages  wife, 

Giues  her  intelligence  of  her  hulbands 
Approch  : and  by  her  inuention,  and  Fords  wiues 
Diftraflion,  conueyed  me  into  a buck-ba(ket. 

Ford.  A buck-bafliet ! 

Fal.  By  the  Lord  a buck*ba(ket,  ram’d  me  in 
With  foule  (hirts,  ftockins,  greafie  napkins. 

That  M.  Brooke,  there  was  a compound  of  the  moll 
Villanous  fmell,  that  euer  offended  noflrill. 

He  tell  you  M.  Brooke,  by  the  Lord  for  your  Take 
I fuffered  three  egregious  deaths  ; firft  to  be 
Crammed  like  a good  bilbow,  in  the  circumference 
Of  a pack,  hilt  to  point,  heele  to  head  : and  then  to 
Be  (lewed  in  my  owne  greafe  like  a Dutch  difh  ; 

A man  of  my  kidney ; by  the  Lord  it  was  maruell 
I efcaped  fuffication  ; and  in  the  heate  of  all  this. 

To  be  throwne  into  Thames  like  a horfhooe  hot  ; 

Maifter  Brooke,  thinke  of  that  hilling  heate. 

Mailer  Brooke. 

Foord.  Well  fir,  then  my  fute  is  voide, 

You’l  vndertake  it  no  more  \ 

Fal.  Mailer  Brooke,  He  be  throwne  into  Etna 
As  I haue  beene  in  the  Thames, 

Ere  thus  I leaue  her  : I haue  receiued 
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Another  appointment  of  meeting, 

Betweene  ten  and  eleuen  is  the  houre, 

Ford.  Why  fir,  tis  almoft  ten  already. 

Fal.  Is  it  ? why  then  I will  addreffe  my  felfe 
For  my*appointment  ; M.  Brooke,  come  to  me 
Soone  at  night,  and  you  fliall  know  how  I fpeed, 

And  the  end  fhall  be,  you  fnall  enjoy  her  loue  : 

You  fhall  cuckold  Foord  : come  to  me  foonc  at  night. 

Exit  Falflaffe. 

Ford.  Is  this  a drearae  ? Is  it  a vifion  ? 

Mailer  Ford,  mailer  Ford,  awake  mafler  Ford ; 

There  is  a hole  made  in  your  beft  coat  M.  Ford, 

And  a man  lhall  not  onely  endure  this  wrong, 

But  lhall  Hand  vnder  the  taunt  of  names, 

Lucifer  is  a good  name,  Barhafon  good  : good 
Diuels  names  : but  cuckold,  wittoll,  godfo, 

The  diuell  himfelfe  hath  not  fuch  a name  ; 

And  they  may  hang  hats  heere,  and  napkins  heere 
Vpon  my  homes  : well  He  home.  He  ferit  him. 

And  vnlelTc  the  diuell  himfelfe  Ihould  aide  him. 

He  fearch  vnpolTible  places  : He  about  it, 

LeaH  I repent  too  late.  Exit  omnes. 

Enter  M.  Fenton,  Anne  Page,  and  miflrejje  Quickly. 

Fen.  Tell  me  fweet  how  doll  thou  yet  refolue. 

Shall  foolifh  Slender  haue  thee  to  his  wife  ? 

Or  one  as  wife  as  he,  the  learned  do6lor  ? 

Shall  fuch  as  they  enjoy  thy  maiden  heart  ? 

Thou  knowfl  that  I haue  alwayes  loued  thee  deare, 

And  thou  hall  oft-times  fwore  the  like  to  me. 

June.  Good  M.  Fenton,  you  may  affure  your  felfe 
My  heart  is  fetled  vpon  none  but  you, 

Tis  as  my  father  and  mother  pleafe  : 

Get  their  confent,  you  quickly  lhall  haue  mine. 

Fen.  Thy  father  thinks  I loue  thee  for  his  wealth. 

Though  I mull  needs  confelTe  at  firll  that  drew  me. 
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But  fince  thy  vertues  wiped  that  trafh  away, 

I loue  thee  Nan^  and  fo  deare  is  it  fet, 

That  whilfl:  I Hue,  I ncre  fhall  thee  forget. 

^lick,  Gods  pitty  here  comes  her  father. 

Enter  M.  Page,  his  luife^  M,  Shallow,  and  Slender. 

Page.  M.  Fentoiiy  I pray  what  make  you  heere  ? 

You  know  my  anfwer  fir,  fhee’s  not  for  you  : 

Knowing  my  vow,  too  blame  you  are  to  vfe  me  thus. 

Fen.  Pray  heare  me  fpeake  fir. 

Pagey  Pray  fir  get  you  gone  : 

Come  hither  daughter,  fonne  Slender 

Let  me  fpeake  with  you.  They  -whifper, 

^lick.  Speake  to  miftris  Page. 

Fen.  Pray  miflris  Page  let  me  haueyour  confent. 

Mif.  Pa.  Ifaith  M.  Fenton  tis  as  my  hufband  plea4e, 

For  my  part.  He  neyther  hinder  you,  nor  further  you. 

^dck.  How  fay  you,  this  was  my  doings. 

I bad  you  fpeake  to  miflris  Page, 

Fen.  Here  nurfe,  theres  a brace  of  angels  to  drink, 

Wdrke  what  thou  canft  for  me,  farwell.  Exit  Fenton, 

^ick.  By  my  troth  fb  I will,  good  hart. 

Pa.  Come  wife,  you  and  I will  in,  wee’l  leaue  M.  SJender 
And  my  daughter  to  talke  together.  M.  Shallow, 

You  may  Hay  fir  if  you  pleafe.  Exit  Page  aiid  his  Wife., 
Shal.  Marry  I thank  you  for  that : 

To  her  coufin,  to  her. 

Slen.  Ifaith  I know  not  what  to  fay. 

Anne,  Now  M.  Slender y what’s  your  will  ? 

Slen.  Godefo,  there’s  a ieafl  indeed  : 

Why  miftris  Anne  I neuer  made  will  yet  : 

I thanke  God  I am  wife  enough  for  that. 

ShaL  Fie'  cuffe  fie,  thou  art  not  right, 

O thou  hadft  a father. 

G 4 Slen, 
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Slerii  I had,^  a father  mlftrls  Anne,  good  vnckle 
Tell  the  left  how  my  father  flole  the  goofe  out  of 
The  henloft.  All  this  is  nought, 

Harke  you  miflre/Te  Anne, 

Shal,  Hee  will  make  you  ioynter  of  three  hundred  pound 
a yeare,  he  lhall  make  you  a gentlewoman. 

Slend,  I by  God  that  I will,  come  cut  and  longtaile,  as 
good  as  is  any  in  Glojierjhire,  vnder  the  degree  of  a fquire. 

Anne,  O God,  how  many  grolTe  faults  are  hid 
And  couered  in  three  hundred  pound  a yeare  ? 

Well  M.  Slender,  within  a day  or  two  He  tell  you  more. 

Slen.  I thanke  you  good  miHris  Anne  ; vnckle  I (hal  haue 
her. 

^ic,  M.  Shallow,  M.  Page  would  pray  you  to  come  in, 
and  you  M.  Slender,  and  you  miflris  Anne, 

Slen,  Well  nurfe,  if  you’l  fpeake  for  me. 

He  giue  you  more  than  lie  talke  of.  Exit  all  but  Quickly, 

^ic.  Indeed  I wiH,  He  fpeake  what  I can  for  you. 

But  fpecially  for  mailer  Fenton, 

But  fpecially  of  all  for  my  mailer. 

And  indeed  I will  do  what  I can  for  them  all  three.  Exit, 

Enter  mijiris  Foord  and  her  two  men, 

Mif.  For.  Do  you  heare  ? when  your  mafler  comes  take  up 
this  baflcet  as  you  did  before,  and  if  you  mailer  bid  you  fct 
it  downe,  obey  him. 

Ser,  I will  forfooth. 

Enter  Jlr  lohn. 

Mif,  Foord,  Sir  lohn,  welcome. 

Fal.  What,  are  you  fure  of  your  hulband  now  ? 

Mif,  Foord,  He  is  gone  a birding  fir  lohn,  and  I hope  will 
not  come  yet. 
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Enter  mijlrejfe  Page. 

Gods  body  h^re  is  miftris  Page, 

Step  behinde  the  arras  good  fir  lohn. 

He  Jieps  behinde  the  arras^ 

Mif.  Pa.  Mlflris  Foord,  why  woman  your  hufband  is  in 
his  old  vaine  againe,  hee’s  comming  to  fearch  for  your  fweet- 
heart,  ‘but  I am  glad  he  is  not  here. 

Mif.  For.  O God  miftris  Page,  the  knight  is  here. 

What  {hall  I do  ? 

Mif  Pa.  Why  then  y’are  vndone  woman, 

VnlefTe  you  make  fome  meanes  to  fliift  him  away. 

Mif.  For.  AlalTe  I know  no  meanes, 

VnlefTewe  put  him  in  the  baflcet  againe. 

Fal.  No  lie  come  no  more  in  the  bafket, 
lie  creep  vp  into  the  chimney. 

Mf  For.  There  they  ufe  to  difcharge  their  fowling  peeces. 

Fal.  Why  then  He  go  out  of  doores. 

Mif.  Pa.  Then  you  are  vndone,  y’are  but  a dead  man. 

Fal.  For  Gods  fake  deuife  any  extremity,' 

Rather  then  a mifchiefe. 

Mif  Pa.  AlafTel  know  not  what  meanes  to  make, 

If  there  were  any  womans  apparell  would  fit  him, 

He  might  put  on  a gown  and  a muffler. 

And  fo  efcape. 

Mif  For.  That’s  well  remembred,  my  maids  Anr 
Gillian  of  Brainford,  hath  a gowne  aboue. 

Mif  Pa.  And  fhe  is  altogether  as  fat  as  he. 

Mif.  For.  I that  will  feme  of  my  word. 

Mif.  Pa.  Come  goe  with  me  fir  John. 

He  helpe  to  drefTe  you, 

Fal,  Come  for  Gods  fake,  any  thing. 

Exit  mif  Page,  and fir  lohn 
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Enter  Foord,  Page,  Hugh,  Shallow,  the  two  men  carrier  the 
basket:  and  Foord  meets  it. 

For.  Come  along  I pray,  you  (hall  know  the  caufe, 

How  now,  whither  goe  you  ? Ha,  whither  go  you  I 
Set  downe  the  balket  you  flaue, 

You  panderly  rogue  fet  it  downe. 

Mif.  For.  What  is  the  reafon  that  you  vfe  me  thus  i 
For.  Come  hither,  fet  downe  the  baflcet, 

Miftris  Foord  the  modeA  woman, 

MiAris  Foord  the  vertuous  woman. 

She  that  hath  the  iealous  foole  to  her  huA>and, 

I miAruA  you  without  caufe,  do  I not  ? 

Mif.  For.  I God’s  my  record  do  you, 

If  you  miAruA  me  in  any  ill  fort. 

Foord.  Well  fed  brazen  face,  hold  it  out. 

You  youth  in  a balket,  come  out  heere. 

Pull  out  the  cloathes,  fearch. 

Hu.  lelhu  pies  me,  will  you  pvl  vp  your  wlues  cloths. 

Fa.  Fie  M.  Foord,  you  are  not  to  go  abroad  if  }*ou  be  in 
thefe  Ats. 

Sir  Hugh.  So  kad  vdge  me,  tis  very  necelTary 
He  were  put  in  pethlem. 

For.  M.  Page,  as  I am  an  honeA  man  M.  Page, 

There  was  one  conueyd  cut  of  my  houfe  here  yeAerday  out  of 
this  balket,  why  may  he  not  be  here  now  ? 

Mif.  For.  MiAris  Page,  bring  the  olde  woman  downe. 

For.  Olde  woman,  what  olde  woman  I 

Mif.  Foord.  Why  my  maids  Ant,  Gillian  of  Brainford. 

For.  A witch,  haue  I not  fore-warnd  her  my  houfe  ? 

AlalTe  we  are  Ample  we,  we  know  not  what 
Is  brought  to  palfe  vnder  the  color  of  fortune-telling. 

Come  downe  you  witch,  come  downe. 
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Enter  Y2\^2S{t'dif gulfed  like  an  cUe  -uioman,  and  mlfiris  Page 
'with  him  him^  Foord  beates  him,  and  he  runs  away. 

Away  you  witch,  get  you  gone. 

Hu.  By  lefhu  I verily  thinke  flie  is  a witch  indeed, 

I efpied  vnder  her  muffler  a great  beard. 

Foord.  Pray  come  heipe  me  to  fearch,  pray  now. 

Page.  Come,  wee’l  go  for  his  mindes  fake.  Exit  omnes. 
Mif.  For.  By  my  troth  he  beate  him  moft  extremely. 

Mf.  Pa.  I am  glad  of  it,  what  jftiall  wc  proceede  any 
further  ? 

Mif.  For.  No  faith,  now  if  you  will  let  vs  tell  our  huf- 
bands  of  it.  For  mine  Ime  fure  hath.almofl  fretted  himfelfe 
to  death. 

Mif.  Pa.  Content,  come  wee'l  go  tell  them  all. 

And  as  they  agree,  fo  will  we  proceed.  Exit  both. 

Enter  Hoft  and  Bardolfe. 

Bar.  Sir,  heere  be  three  gentlemen  come  from  the  Duke  the 
Granger  fir,  would  haue  your  horfe. 

Hoji.  The  duke,  what  duke  ? let  mec  fpeake  with  the 
gentlemen,  do  they  fpeake  Englifli  ? 

Bar.  He  call  them  to  you  fir. 

HoJl.  No  Bardolfe^  let  them  alone.  He  fauce  them ; 

They  haue  had  my  houfe  a weeke  at  command, 

I haue  turned  away  my  other  guefts, 

They  fhall  haue  my  horfes  Bardolfe, 

They  mull  come  off.  He  fa  wee  them.  Exit  omnes. 

Enter  Foord,  Page,  and  their  wines ^ Shallow,  Slender,  and 

fir  Hugh. 

Ford.  Well  wife,  here  take  my  hand,  vpon  my  foule  I 
loue  thee  dearer  then  I do  my  life,  and  ioy  I haue  fo  true  and 
conilant  wife,  my  iealoufie  fhall  neuer  more  ofTend  thee. 

Mif. 
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Mlf.  For,  Sir  I am  glad,  and  that  which  I haue  done. 

Was  nothing  elfe  but  mirth  and  modefly. 

Page.  I miftris  Ford,  Faljlaffe  hath  all  the  greefe. 

And  in  this  knauery  my  wife  was  the  chiefe. 

Mif.  Pa.  No  knauery  hufband,  it  was  honeH:  mirth. 

Hugh.  Indeed  it  was  good  paffimes  and  merriments. 

Mif.  Foord.  But  fweet-heart  fliall  we  leaue  old  Falflaffe  fo  ? 

Mif.  Page.  O by  no  means,  fend  to  him  again e. 

Page.  I do  not  thinke  hee’l  come,  being  fo  much  deceiued. 

Foord.  Let  me  alone,  He  to  him  once  againe  like  Brooke^ 
and  know  his  minde  whether  hee’l  come  or  not. 

Page.  There  mufl:  be  fome  plot  laide,  or  hee’l  not  come. 

Mif.  Page.  Let  vs  alone  for  that.  Hearc  my  deuice. 

Oft  haue  you  heard  lince  Horne  the  hunter  dyed, 

That  women  to  affright  their  little  children. 

Sales  that  he  walkes  in  fliape  of  a great  flag. 

Now  for  that  Falflaffe  hath  bene  fo  deceiued. 

As  that  he  dares  not  venter  to  the  houfe, 

Wce’l  fend  him  word  to  meete  vs  in  the  field, 

Difguifed  like  Horne,  with  huge  homes  on  his  head. 

The  houre  fhal  be  iufl  betweene  twelue  and  one. 

And  at  that  time  we  will  meete  him  both : 

Then  would  I haue  you  prefent  there  at  hand. 

With  little  boyes  difguifed  and  dreft  like  fairies,  ^ 

For  to  affright  fat  Falflaffe  in  the  woods. 

And  then  to  make  a period  to  the  iefl. 

Tell  Falflaffe  all,  I thinke  this  will  do  befl. 

Page.  Tis  excellent,  and  my  daughter  Anne 
Shall  like  a little  fairy  be  difguifed. 

Mif.  Page.  And  in  that  mafke  He  make  the  do6for  fleale 
my  daughter  Anrie,  and  ere  my  hufband  knowes  it,  to  carry 
her  to  church,  and  marry  her. 

Mf.  Foord.  But  who  will  buy  the  filkes  to  tyre  the  boyes  ^ 
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Page,  That  will  I do,  and  in  a robe  of  white 
He  cloathe  my  daughter,  and  aduertife  Slender 
To  know  her  by  that  figne,  and  fleale  her  thence. 

And  vnknowne  to  my  wife,  fliall  marry  her. 

Hu.  So  kad  vdge  me  the  deuice  is  excellent, 

I will  alfo  be  there,  and  will  be  like  a iackanapes. 

And  pinch  him  moft  cruelly  for  his  lecheries. 

Mif.  Pa.  Why  then  we  are  reuenged  fufficiently : 

Firll:  he  was  carried  and  throwne  into  the  Thames, 

Next  beaten  well,  Ime  furc  you’l  witnefle  that. 

Mif.  For.  He  lay  my  life  this  makes  him  nothing  fat. 

Page.  Weil,  lets  about  this  Hratagem,  I long 
To  fee  deceit  deceiu’d,  and  wrong  haue  wrong. 

For.  Well  fend  to  Faljlaffe,  and  if  he  come  thither. 

Twill  make' vs  fmile  and  laugh  one  month  together. 

Exit  omnes, 

4 

Enter  Hoft  and  Simple. 

Ho.  What  would  thou  haue  boore,  what  thick- fkin  ? 
Speake,  breathe,  difcufle,  fhort,  quick,  briefe,  fnap. 

Sim.  Sir,  I am  fent  from  my  M.  to  fir  lohn  Faljlaffe, 

Hoji.  Sir  lohn,  there’s  his  caftle,  his  Handing-bed,  his  trim- 
dle-bed,  his  chamber  is  painted  about  with  the  Hory  of  the 
prodigall,  frelh  and  new,  goe  knocke,  hee’l  fpeake  like  an 
Antripophigian  to  thee : 

Knocke  I fay. 

Sim,  Sir  I fhould  fpeake  with  an  old  woman  that  went  vp 
into  his  chamber.  • ' 

Hoji.  An  old  woman,  the  knight  may  be  robbed.  He  call 
bully  knight,  bully  fir  lohn.  Speake  from  thy  lungs  military : 
it  is  thine  hoH,  thy  Ephefian  calles. 

Fal.  Now  mine  hoH,  He  fpeakes  aboue. 

HoJl,  Here  is  a Bohemian  Tartar  bully,  tarries  the  comming 

downe 
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downe  of  the  fat  woman  : Let  her  defcend  bully,  let  her  de- 
fcend,  my  chambers  are  honourable,  pah  priualle,  fie. 

Fal,  Indeed  mine  hofi:  there  was  a fat  woman  with  me, 
but  (he  is  gone. 

Enter  fir  lohn.  ’ 

Pray  fir,  was  it  not  the  wife  woman  of  Bralrfiord  ^ 

FaL  Marry  was  it  muflelfhel,  what  would  you  ? 

Sim»  Marry  fir  my  mafter  Blender  fent  me  to  her. 

To  know  whether  one  Nym  that  hath  his  chaine, 

Coufened  him  of  it,  or  no. 

Fal,  I talked  with  the  woman  about  it; 

Sim,  And  I pray  you  fir  what  fes  fhe  ? 

Fal.  Marry  (he  fes  the  very  fame  man 
That  beguiled  mafier  Slender  of  his  chaine, 

Coufened  him  of  it. 

Sim.  May  I be  bold  to  tell  my  mafier  fo  fir  ? 

Fal.  I tike,  who  more  bolde. 

Sim.  1 thanke  you  fir,  I ftiall  make  my  m.afier  a glad  man 
at  thefe  tydings,  God  be  with  you  fir.  Exit, 

Hoji.  Thou  art  darkly  fir  John,  thou  art  darkly. 

Was  there  a wife  woman  with  thee  ? 

Fal.  Marry  was  there  mine  hofi,  one  that  taught  me  more 
wit  then  I learned  this  feuen  year,  and  I paid  riotlfing  for  it, 
but  was  paid  for  my  learning. 

Enter  Bardolfe. 

Bar.  O lord  fir,  coufenage,  plaine  coufenage.  ^ 

HoJi,  Why  man,  where  be  my  horfes  ? 

Where  be  the  Germanes  ? ' 

Bar.  Rid  away  with  your  horfes  : / 

After  I came  beyond  Maiden-head, 

They  flung  me  in  a flow  of  myre,  and  away  they  ran. 
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Enter  Do<5lor. 

DoB,  Where  be  my  hoft  de  gartir  ? 

Hojl,  O here  fir  in  perplexity. 

I cannot  tell  vad  be  dad. 

But  be-gar  I will  tell  you  van  ting, 

Dear  be  a Germane  duke  come  to  de  court. 

Has  cofened  all  the  hofls  of  Brainford, 

And  Redding  : be-gar  I tell  you  for  good  will, 

Ha,  ha,  mine  hoft,  am  I euen  met  you  ? Exlt^ 

Enter  fir  Hugh. 

Sir  Hugh.  Where  is  mine  hofl:  of  the  garter  ? 

Now  my  holf,  I would  defire  you  looke  you  now. 

To  haue  a care  of  your  entertainments. 

For  there  is  three  forts  of  cofen  garmombles, 

Is  cofen  all  the  hofl  of  Maiden-head  and  Redings, 

Now  you  are  an  honefl  man,  and  a fcuruy  beggerly  lowfie 
knaue  befide, 

And  can  point  wrong  places, 

I tell  you  for  good  will,  grate  why  mine  hofl.  Exit, 

HoJl.  I am  cofened  Hugh,  and  coy  Kardolfe, 

Sweete  knight  affifl  me,  I am  cofened.  Exit* 

Fal.  Would  all  the  world  were  cofened  for  me. 

For  I am  cofened  and  beaten  too, 

Well,  I neuer  profpered  hncc  I forfwore 
Myfelfe  at  P rimer o : and  my  winde 
Were  but  long  enough  to  fay  my  prayers, 

Ide  repent,  now  from  whence  come  you  ? 

‘ Enter  miftrejfe  Quickly. 

^uic.  From  the  two  parties  forfooth. 

Fal.  The  diuell  take  the  one  party, 

And  his  dam  the  other. 

And 
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And  they ’I  be  both  beftowed  : 

I haue  endured  more  for  their  fakes. 

Then  man  is  able  to  endure. 

^lic,  O lord  fir,  they  are  the  forrowfulfl  creatures 
That  euer  llued  : fpecially  miftrls  Foord, 

Her  hufband  hath  beaten  her  that  fhe  is  all 
Blacke  and  blew  poore  foule. 

Fal,  What  telleft  me  of  blacke  and  blew, 

I haue  beaten  all  the  colours  in  the  rainbow. 

And  in  my  efcape  like  to  haue  bin  apprehended 
For  a witch  of  Brainfordy  and  fet  in  the  fiockes. 

^nc.  Well  fir,  fhe  Is  a forrowfull  woman. 

And  I hope  when  you  heare  my  errant, 

You’l  be  perfwaded  to  the  contrary. 

Fal.  Come  go  with  me  into  my  chamber. 

And  He  heare  thee.  Exit  omnet. 

Enter  Hofl  and  Fenton, 

Hojl.  Speake  not  to  me  lir,  my  mind  is  heany, 

I haue  had  a great  lofle. 

Fen.  Yet  heare  me,  and  as  I am  a gentleman. 

He  glue  you  a hundred  pound  toward  your  Ioffe. 

HgJI.  Well  fir  lie  heare  you,  and  at  leaft  keep  your  counfell. 
Fen.  Then  thus  my  hoft.  Tis  not  vnknown  to  you. 

The  feruent  loue  I beare  to  young  Anne  Page, 

And  mutually  her  loue  againe  to  me  : 

But  her  father  ffcill  againft  her  choife. 

Doth  feeke  to  marry  her  to  foolifh  Slender, 

And  in  a robe  of  white  this  night  difguifed. 

Wherein  fat  Faljiaffe  had  a mighty  fcare, 

Muft  Slender  take  her  and  carry  her  to  Catlen, 

And  there  vnknown  to  any,  marry  her. 

Now  her  mother’s  ftill  againft  that  match. 

And  firme  for  dotftor  Cayvs,  in  a robe  of  red 
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By  her  deuice,  the  do6lor  muft  fteale  her  thence. 

And  fhe  hath  giucn  confent  to  goe  with  him. 

Hqfl.  Now  which  meanes  fhe  to  deceiue, 

Father  or  mother  ? 

Fen,  Both  my  good  hoft,  to  go  along  with  me. 

Now  here  it  refts,  that  you  would  procuse  a pried, 

And  tarry  ready  at  the  appointed  place. 

To  giue  our  hearts  vnited  matrimony. 

Hoji,  But  how  will  you  come  to  ftealc  her  from  among 
them  ? 

Fen,  That  hath  fweete  Na7i  and  I agreed  vpon. 

And  by  a robe  of  white,  the  which  (he  wears, 

With  ribons  pendant  flaring  bout  her  head, 

I (hall  be  fure  to  know  her,  and  conuey  her  thence. 

And  bring  her  where  the  pried  abides  our  comming. 

And  by  thy  furtherance  there  be  married. 

HoJi,  Well,  hulband  your  deuice,  He  to  the  vicar, 

Bring  you  the  maide,  you  (hall  not  lacke  a pried. 

Fen,  So  (hall  I euermore  be  bound  vnto  thee, 

Befides  He  always  be  thy  faithfull  friend.  Exit  omnes^ 

Enter  fir  lohn  a lucks  head  vpon  him, 

Fal,  This  is  the  third  time,  well  He  venter. 

They  fay  there  is  good  lucke  in  odde  numbers, 
hue  transform’d  himfelfe  into  a bull. 

And  I am  hecre  a dag,  and  I thinke  the  fatted 

In  all  Windjor  forred  : well,  I dand  heere 

For  Horne^  the  hunter,  waiting  my  does  comming. 

Enter  mifirelfe  Page  aiid  mifirejfe  Foord. 

Mif,  Page,  Sir  lohn,  where  are  you  ? 

Fal,  Art  thou  come  my  doe  ? What  and  thou  too  I 
Welcome  ladies. 

VoL.  I. 
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Mir.  For.  I fir  lohn,  I fee  you  will  not  faile. 

Therefore  you  deferue  far  better  then  our  loues. 

But  it  grieues  me  for  your  late  crolfes. 

Fal.  This  makes  amends  for  all. 

Come  diuide  me  betweene  you,  each  a hanch,  - 
For  my  homes,  He  bequeath  them  to  your  hulbands. 

Do  I fpeake  like  Horne  the  hunter,  ha  ? 

Mif.  Pa.  Goif  forglue  me,  what  noife  is  this  ? 

There  is  a noife  of  hornesy  the  two  women  run  away. 


Enter  fir  Hugh7//^^  afatyr,  and  hoy  es  drefi  like  fairies,  mi- 
/r#  Quickly,  like  the  queen  of  fairies:  they  fing  a fong 
about  him,  and  afterward  fpeake. 

^i.  You  fayries  that  do  haunt  thefe  fhady  groues 
Looke  round  about  the  wood  if  you  can  efpy 
A mortall  that  doth  haunt  our  facred  round  : 

If  fuch  a one  you  can  efpy,  giue  him  his  due. 

And  leaue  not  till  you  pinch  him  blacke  and  blew : 

Giue  them  their  charge  Puck  ere  they  part  away. 

Sir  Hugh.  Come  hither  Peane,  goe  to  the  country  houfcs, 
And  when  you  finde  a flat  that  lyes  afleepe. 

And  all  her  dhhes  foule,  and  roome  vniwept, 

With  your  long  nailes  pinch  her  till  /he  cry. 

And  fweare  to  mend  her  /luttilh  hufwifery. 

Fai.  I warrant  you  I will  performe  your  will. 

Hu.  Wher’s  PeadP  Go  and  fee  wher  brokers  /lecp. 

And  Fox-eyed  feriants  with  their  mace, 

Goe  lay  the  proiflors  in  the  ftreet. 

And  pinch  the  lowfie  feriants  face : 

Spare  none  of  thefe  when  th’are  a bed. 

But  fuch  whofe  nofe  lookes  blew  and  red. 

^ic.  Away  be  gone,  his  mind  fulfill, 

And  looke  that  none  of  you  Hand  Aill. 

Some 
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Some  do  that  thing,  fome  do  this. 

All  do  fomething,  none  amis. 

Sir  Hugh.  I fmell  a man  of  middle  earth. 

Fal.  God  blelTe  me  from  that  Welch  fairy. 

^ic.  Look  euery  one  about  this  round. 

And  if  that  any  here  be  found. 

For  his  prefumption  in  this  place, 

Spare  neither  legge,  arme,  head,  nor  face. 

Sir  Hugh.  See  I haue  fpled  one  by  good  luckc. 

His  body  man,  his  head  a buck. 

Fal.  God  fend  me  good  fortune  now,  and  I care  not. 
^ick.  Go  ftrait,  and  do  as  I command. 

And  take  a taper  in  your  hand. 

And  fet  it  to  his  fingers  ends, 

And  if  you  fee  it  him  offends, 

And  that  he  fiarteth  at  the  flame. 

Then  is  he  mortall,  know  his  name : 

If  with  an  F.  it  doth  begin, 

Why  then  be  fure  hee’s  full  of  finne. 

About  it  then,  and  know  the  truth. 

Of  this  fame  metamorphofed  youth. 

Sir  Hugh.  Giue  me  the  tapers,  I will  try 
And  if  that  he  loue  venery. 

They  put  the  torches  to  his  fingers,  and  he  fiarts. 

Sir  Hugh.  Tis  right  indeed,  he  is  full  of  lecheries  and 
iniquitie. 

^lick.  A little  diftant  from  him  Hand, 

And  euery  one  take  hand  in  hand, 

And  compaffe  him  within  a ring, 

Firft  pinch  him  well,  and  after  fing. 

Here  they  pinch  him,  and  ftng  about  him,  and  the  Do(ffor 
comes  one  -way  andfieales  avjay  a boy  in  red.  And  Slender 
another  'way,  he  takes  a boy  in  greene  : And  Fenton  fiea/es 
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niijlris  Anne,  beeing  in  white.  And  a noife  of  hunting  is 
made  within ; and  all  the  Fairies  run  away,  Falftaffe  ^uls 
off  his  bucks  head,  and  rifes  vp.  And  enters  M,  Page, 
M,  Foord,  and  their  wines,  M.  Shallow/  fr  Hugh. 

Fal.  Horne  the  hunter  quoth  you : am  I ghofl  ? 

Sblood  the  fairies  hath  made  a ghofl  of  me : 

What,  hunting  at  this  time  at  night  ? 

He  lay  my  life  the  mad  prince  of  Wales 
Is  healing  his  fathers  deare. 

How  now  who  haue  we  here,  what  is  all  Windjor  hirring  ? 
Are  you  there  ? 

Shot,  God  faue  you  fir  lohn  Faljlaffe, 

Sir  Hugh,  God  plefle  you  fir  lohn,  God  pleflfe  you. 

Page,  Why  how  now  fir  lohn,  what  a paire  of  homes  in 
your  hand  ? 

For,  Thofe  horns  he  meant  to  place  vpon  my  head. 

And  M.  Brooke  and  he  Ihould  be  the  men : 

Why  how  now  fir  Idhn,  why  arc  you  thus  amazed  ? 

We  know  the  fairies  man  that  pinched  you. 

Your  throwing  in  the  Thames,  your  beating  well. 

And  what’s  to  come  fir  lohn,  that  can  we  tell. 

Mif,  Pa,  Sir  lohn  tis  thus,  your  difhonefi:  meanes 
To  call  our  credits  into  queflion. 

Did  make  vs  vndertake  to  our  befi. 

To  turne  your  lewd  lull  to  a merry  iefi:. 

Fal,  Iefi,  tis  well,  haue  I liued  to  thefe  yeares 
To  be  gulled  now,  now  to  be  ridden  I 
Why  then  thefe  were  not  fairies  ? 

Mif,  Page,  No  fir  lohn,  but  boyes. 

Fal,  By  the  lord  I was  twice  or  thrice  in  the  minde 
They  were  not,  and  yet  the  grofenefie 
• Of  the  foppery  perfwaded  me  they  were. 

Well,  if  the  fine  wits  of  the  court  heare  this. 
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They’l  fo  whip  me  with  their  keene  ieafls. 

That  they’l  melt  me  out  like  tallow,  j 

Drop  by  drop  out  of  ray  greafe.  Boyes! 

Sir  Hu.  I trull  me  boyes  fir  lohn,  and  '5 

I was  alfo  a fairy  that  did  heipe  to  pinch  you," 

Fal.  I,  tis  well  I am  your  May-pole, 

You  haue  the  fiart  of  me. 

Am  I written  too  with  a JVelch  goate  ^ 

With  a peece  of  toalled  cheefe  ? 

Sir  Hugh.  Butter  is  better  then  cheefe  fir  lahn^ 

You  are  all  butter,  butter. 

For.  There  is  a further  matter  yet  fir  lohn. 

There’s  20  pound  you  borrowed  of  M.  Brooke  fir  lohrti 
And  it  mull  be  paid  to  M.  Foord  fir  lohn. 

Mif.  For,  Nay  hufband  let  that  go  to  make  amends, 
Forgiue  that  fum,  and  fo  wee’l  all  be  friends. 

For.  Well  here’s  my  hand,  all  is  forgiuen  at  lall. 

Fal.  It  hath  coll  me  well, 

1 haue  beene  well  pinched  and  walhed. 

Enter  the  Doflor. 

Mif.  Pa,  Now  M.  DoFtor,  fonne  I hope  you  are. 

DoFl,  Sonne,  be-gar  you  be  de  ville  voman, 

Be-gar  I tinck  to  marry  metres  Anne,  and  begar 
Tis  a whorfon  garfon  lackboy. 

Mif.  Page.  How,  a boy  ? 

DoFl.  I be-gar  a boy. 

Page.  Nay  be  not  angry  wife,  He  tell  thee  true,. 

It  was  my  plot  to  deceiue  thee  fo  : 

And  by  this  time  your  daughter  is  married 
To  M.  Slender,  and  fee  where  he  comes. 

f 

Enter  Slender. 

Now  fonne  Slender,  wher’es  your  bride  ? 
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Slen.  Bride,  by  Gods  1yd  I thinke  there’s  neuer  a man 
the  worell  hath  that  crofle  fortune  that  I haue : by  God  I 
could  cry  for  very  anger. 

Page.  Why  what’s  the  matter  fonne  Slender  P 

Slen.  Sonne,  nay  by  God  I am  none  of  your  fonne. 

Page.  No,  why  fo  ? 

Slen.  Why  fo  God  faue  me,  tis  a boy  that  I haue  married. 

Page.  How,  a boy  ? why  did  you  miftake  the  word  ? 

Slen.  No  neyther,  for  I came  to  her  In  red  as  you  bad 
me,  and  I cried  mum,  and  he  cried  budget,  fo  well  as  euer 
you  heard,  and  I haue  married  him. 

Sir  Hugh.  lejlou  M.  Slender^  cannot  you  fee  but  marry 
boyes  ? 

Page.  O I am  vext  at  heart,  what  lhall  I do  ? 

Enter  Fenton  and  Ann  Page. 

Mif.  Pa':  Here  comes  he  that  hath  deceiu’d  vs  all. 

How  now  daughter,  where  haue  you  bin  ? 

J7ine.  At  church  forfooth. 

Page.  At  church,  what  haue  you  done  there  ? 

Fen.  Married  to  me,  nay  fir  neuer  florme, 

Tis  done  fir  now,  and  cannot  be  vndone. 

Foord.  Ifaith  M.  Page  neuer  chafe  your  felfe. 

She  hath  made  her  choife  wheras  her  hart  was  fixt. 

Then  tis  in  vaine  for  you  to  florme  or  fret. 

Fal.  I am  glad  yet  that  your  arrow  hath  glanced. 

Mif.  For.  Come  miflris  Page,  He  be  bold  with  you, 

Tis  pitty  to  part  loue  that  is  fo  true. 

f 

Mif.  Page.  Althogh  that  I haue  milTed  in  my  intent. 

Yet  I am  glad  my  hufbands  match  was  crolfed. 

Here  M.  Fentojiy  take  her,  and  God  giue  thee  ioy. 

Sir  Hugh.  Come  M.  Page,  you  mufl  needs  agree. 

For.  Ifaith  fir  come,  you  fee  your  wife  is  pleafed. 

Pa, 
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Pa.  I cannot  tell,  and  yet  my  hart’s  well  eafed, 

And  yet  it  doth  me  good  the  doftor  mifled. 

Come  hither  Fenton^  and  come  hither  daughter. 

Go  too,  you  might  haue  ftaied  for  my  good  will. 

But  fince  your  choife  is  made  of  one  you  loue, 

Here  take  her  Fentoriy  and  both  happy  proue. 

S.  Hugh.  I wil  dance  and  eate  plums  at  your  wedding. 

For.  All  parties  pleafed,  now  let’s  in  to  feafl, 

And  laugh  at  Slender  and  the  doctors  ieaft. 

He  hath  got  the  maiden,  each  of  you  a boy 
To  waite  vpon  you,  fo  God  glue  you  ioy, 

And  fir  John  Faljiaffe  now  you  fhall  keep  your  word. 

For  Brooke  this  night  (hall  lye  with  miifris  Ford,  ' 

Exit  omnesl 
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THE 


Merry  Wives  of  Winfor. 


Adlus  primus,  Scena  prima. 


Enter  Iiijlice  Shallow,  Slender,  fir  Hugh  Euans,  mafter 
Page,  FalftofFe,  Bardolph,  Nym,  Piftoll,  Anne  Page,  mif 
trejfe  Ford,  mljlrejfe  Page,  Simple. 

ShaUow, 

SI  R Hughy  perfwade  mee  not : I will  make  a Rar-chamber 
matter  of  it,  if  he  were  twenty  fir  lohn  Falftoffcy  hec 
(hall  not  abufe  Robert  Shallow  efquire. 

Slen,  In  the  county  of  Glocejiery  iufticeof  peace  and 

coram. 

r 

Shal.  I (cofen  Slender)  and  Cuf-aloriim, 

Slen.  I,  and  Rotulorum  too  ; and  a gentleman  borne  (mailer 
parfon)  who  writes  himfelfe  armigeroy  in  any  bill,  warrant, 
quittance,  or  obligation,  armigero, 

Shal.  I that  I doe,  and  haue  done  any  time  thefe  three  hun- 
dred yeeres. 

Slen.  All  his  fuccelTors  (gone  before  him)  hath  don’t : and 
all  his  anceftors  (that  come  after  him)  may ; they  may  giue 
the  dozen  white  luces  in  their  coate. 

Shal.  It  is  an  olde  coate. 

Eiians.  The  dozen  white  lowfes  do  become  an  olde  coat 
well  : it  agrees  well  palTant : it  is  a familiar  bealt  to  man,  and 
fignifies  loue. 


s 


t 


Shal. 
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Shal.  The  lufe  is  the  frefh-filh,  the  falt-fifli  is  an  old  coatCr 

Slen.  I may  quarter  (coz). 

Shal.  You  may,  by  marrying. 

Euans.  It  is  marring  indeed,  if  he  quarter  it. 

Shal.  Not  a whit. 

Euan.  Yes  per-lady  : if  hee  ha’s  a quarter  of  your  coate, 
there  is  but  three  fhlrts  for  your  felfe,  in  my  fimpleconie^ures ; 
but  that  is  all  one : if  fir  lohn  Faljiaffe  haue  committed  dif- 
paragements  vnto  you,  I am  of  the  church  and  will  be  glad 
to  doe  my  beneuolence,  to  make  attonements  and  compremifes 
be  twee  ne  you. 

Shal.  The  Councell  fhall  heare  it,  it  is  a riot. 

Euan.  It  is  not  meet  the  councell  heare  a riot : there  is  no 
feare  of  Got  in  a riot : the  councell  (looke  you)  fhall  defire  to 
heare  the  feare  of.  Got,  and  to  heare  a riot : take  your  viza- 
ments  in  that. 

Shal.  Ha ; o’  my  life,  if  I were  yong  againe,  the  fword 
Iliould  end  it. 

- Euans.  It  is  petter  that  friends  is  the  fword,  and  end  it : 
and  there  is  alfo  another  deuice  in  my  praine,  which  perad- 
iienture  prings  goot  diferetions  with  it.  There  is  y^nn  Page, 
which  is  daughter  to  mailer  Thomas  Page,  which  is  pretty 
virginity. 

• Slen.  Millrls  Anne  Page  ? Ihee  has  browne  haire,  and 
fpeakes  fmall  like  a woman. 

Euans.  It  is  that  ferry  perfon  for  all  the  world,  as  iull  as 
you  will  defire,  and  feuen  hundred  pounds  of  moneies,  and 
gold,  and  filuer,  is  her  grand-fire  vpon  his  deatlis-bed  (Got 
deliuer  to  a ioyful  refurreflions)  giue,  when  Ihe  is  able  to 
ouertake  feuenteene  yeeres  old.  It 'were  a goot  motion,  if 
we  leaue  our  pribbles  and  prabbles,  and  defire  a marriage 
betweene  mailer  Abraham,  and  miltris  Amie  Page. 

Slen.  Did  her  grand-fire  leaue  her  feauen  hundred  pound  I 

Euan.  I,  and  her  father  is  make  her  a petter  penny. 

Slen. 
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Slen.  I know  the  young  gentlewoman,  fhe  has  good  gifts. 

Eua7i.  Seuen  hundred  pounds,  and  poffibilities,  is  goot  gifts. 

Shal.  Wei,  let  vs  fee  honeft  mafter  Page  is  Faljlaffe  there  ? 

Euaii.  Shall  I tell  you  a lye  ? I doe  defpife  a Iyer,  as  I doe 
defpire  one  that  is  falfe  ; or  as  I defpife  one  that  is  not  true  : 
the  knight  fir  John  is  there,  and  I befeech  you  be  ruled  by 
your  well-willers  : I will  peat  the  doore  for  mafter  Page* 
What  hoa  ? Got-pleffe  your  houfe  heere. 

Mafter  Page.  Who’s  there  ? 

Ellen.  Here  is  go’t’s  plelTing  and  your  friend,  and  iuftice 
Shallow,  and  heere  young  mafter  Slender  : that  peraduentures 
ftiall  tell  you  another  tale,  if  matters  grow  to  your  likings. 

Mafter  Page.  I am  glad  to  fee  your  worfhips  well  : I 
thanke  you  for  my  venifon  mafter  Shallow. 

Shal.  Mafter  Page,  I am  glad  to  fee  you  : much  good  doe 
It  your  good  heart  : I wifli’d  your  venifon  better,  it  was  ill 
killed  : how  doth  good  miftreffe  Page  ? and  I thanke  you 
alwaies  with  my  heart,  la  ; with  my  heart. 

M.  Page,  Sir,  I thanke  you. 

Shal.  Sir,  I thanke  you : by  yea,  and  no  I doe. 

M.  Pa.  I am  glad  to  fee  you,  good  mafter  Slender* 

Slen.  How  do’s  your  fallow  greyhound,  fir,  I heard  fay  he 
was  out- run  on  CotfalL 

M.  Pa.  It  could  not  be  judg’d,  fir, 

Slen.  You’ll  not  confefte ; you’ll  not  confeffe. 

Shal.  That  he  will  not,  ’tis  your  fault : ’tis  your  fault ; ’tis 
a good  dogge, 

M.  Pa.  A Cur,  fir. 

Shal.  Sir  : hee’s  good  dog,  and  a faire  dog,  can  there  be 
more  faid  ? he  is  good  and  faire  Is  fir  lohn  Falftaffe  heerr  ? 

M.  Pa.  Sir  hee  is  within  ; and  I would  I could  doe  a good 
office  betweene  you. 

Euan.  It  is  fpoke  as  a Chriftians  ought  to  fpeake. 

Shal.  He  hath  wrong’d  me  mafter  Pdgs.) 


M.  Pa. 
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M,  Pa.  Sir,  he  doth  In  fome  fort  confefTe  It. 

Shal,  If  it  be  confefled,  it  is  not  redrefTed  ; is  not  that  fo 
(M.  Page  ?)  he  hath  wrong’d  me,  indeed  he  hath,  at  a word 
he  hath  : beleeue  me,  Robert  Shallow  Efquire,  faith  hee  is 
wronged. 

Ma.  Pa,  Here  comes  fir  John. 

Fal.  Now,  Mafier  Shallow y you’ll  complalne  of  me  to  the  king  ? 

Shal.  Knight,  you  haue  beaten  my  men,  kill’d  my  deere, 
and  broke  open  my  lodge. 

Fal,  But  not  kifs’d  your  keeper’s  daughter  ? 

Shal.  Tut,  a pin  : this  (hall  be  anfwer’d. 

Fal.  I will  anfwer  it  firait,  I haue  done  all  this  : 

That  is  now  anfwer ’d. 

Shal.  The  councell  fhall  know  this> 

Fal,  *Twere  better  for  you  if  it  were  known  in  councell  : 
you’ll  be  laugh’d  at. 

Eu.  Pauca  verba ; (fir  lohn)  good  worts. 

Fal.  Good  worts  ? good  cabidge  ; Slender y I broke  your 
head  : what  matter  haue  you  againfi  me  ? 

Slen.  Marry  fir,  I haue  matter  in  my  head  againfi:  you,  and 
againft  your  cony-catcyng  rafcals,  Bardolfy  Nym,  and  PiJioU. 

Bar.  You  Banbery  cheefe. 

Slen.  I,  it  is  no  matter. 

Fiji.  How  now,  Mephojlophilus  / 

Slen.  I,  it  is  no  matter. 

Nym.  Slice,  I fay  ; pauca,  pauca : flice,  that’s  my  humor. 

Slen.  Where’s  Simple  my  man  ? can  you  tell,  cofen  ? 

Euan.  Peace,  I pray  you  : now  let  vs  vnderfiand  : there  is 
three  vmpires  in  this  matter,  as  I vnderfiand ; that  is,  mafier 
Page  (fidelicet  mafier  Page, ) and  there  is  my  felfe,  fidellcet 
my  felfe)  and  the  three  party  is  (lafily,  and  finally)  mine  hofi 
of  the  garter. 

Ma.  Pai  We  three  to  heare  it,  and  end  it  between  them  : 

Evan.  Ferry  goo’t,  I will  make  a priefe  of  it  in  my  note- 

booke, 
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booke,  and  we  will  afterwards  orke  vpon  the  caufe,  with  as 
great  difcreetly  as  we  can. 

Fal.  Pifloll. 

Pi/i.  He  heares  with  eares. 

Euan.  The  teuill  and  his  tarn  : what  phrafe  is  this  ? hee 
heares  with  eare  ? why,  it  is  afFe6lations. 

Fal.  PiJlollj  did  you  picke  M.  Slenders  purfe  ? 

Slen.  I,  by  thefe  gloues  did  he,  or  I would  I might  neuer 
come  in  mine  owne  great  chamber  againe  elfe,  of  feauen  groates 
in  mill-fixpences,  and  two  Edward  fhouelboords,  that  coft  me 
two  fhilling  and  two  pence  a peece  of  Tead  Miller  : by  thefe 
gloues. 

Fal.  Is  this  true.  Pi/loll  ? 

Euan.  No,  it  is  falfe,  if  it  is  a picke-purfe. 

Pifi.  Ha,  thou  mountaine  forreyner : fir  John,  and  mailer 
mine,  I combat  challenge  of  this  Latine  bilboe  ; word  of 
deniall  in  thy  labras  here  ; word  of  deniall  ; froth  and  fcum 
thou  liell. 

Slen.  By  thefe  gloues,  then  ’twas  he. 

Nym.  Be  auis’d  fir,  and  palTe  good  humours  : I will  fay 
marry  trap  with  you,  if  you  runne  the  nut-hooks  humor  on 
me,  that  is  the  very  note  of  it. 

Slen.  By  this  hat,  then  hee  in  the  red  face  had  it : for  though 
I cannot  remember  what  I did  when  you  made  me  drunke, 
yet  I am  not  altogether  an  aHe. 

Fal.  What  fay  you  Scarlet,  and  lohn  ? 

Bar.  Why  fir,  (for  my  part)  I fay  the  gentleman  had  drunkc 
himfelfe  out  of  his  fiue  fentences. 

Eu.  It  is  his  fiue  fences  : fie,  what  the  ignorance  Is. 

Bar.  And  being  fap,  fir,  was  (as  they  fay)  calheerd  : and 
fo  conclufions  pall  the  car-eires. 

Slen.  I,  you  fpakc  in  Latten  then  to:  but  ’tis  no  matter  : 
He  nere  be  drunke  whilll  I liue  againe,  but  in  honeft,  ciuill, 
godly  company  for  this  tricke : if  I be  drunke,  He  bee  drunke 

with 
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with  thofe  that  haue  the  feare  of  God,  and  not  with  drunken 
knaues. 

Euan,  So  got  udge  me,  that  is  a vertiious  minde. 

FaL  You  heare  all  thefe  matters  denfd,  gentlemen;  you 
heare  it. 

Ma.  Pa.  Nay  daughter,  carry  the  wine  in,  wee’ll  drinke 
within. 

Slen.  Oh  heauen  : This  is  mlflrefle  J?ine  Page  : 

Majier  Page.  How  now  miAris  Ford  ? 

Fal.  Miftris  Ford,  by  my  troth  you  are  very  well  met : by 
your  Icaue  good  miftris. 

Mqfler  Page.  Wife  bid  thefe  gentlemen  welcome  : come, 
we  haue  a hot  venifon  pally  to  dinner  ; come  gentlemen,  I 
hope  we  lhall  drinke  downe  all  vnkindnefle. 

Slen.  I had  rather  then  forty  fhillings  I had  my'  booke  of 
fongs  and  fonnets  heere  : How  now  Simple,  where  haue  you 
beene  ? I mull  wait  on  my  felfe,  mull  I ? you  haue  not  the 
booke  of  riddles  about  you,  have  you  ? 

Sim.  Booke  of  riddles  ? why  did  you  not  lend  it  to  Alice 
Short-cake  vpon  Alhallowmas  lafl,  a fortnight  afore  Mi- 
chaelmas. 

Shal.  Come  coz,  come  coz,  wee  flay  for  you  : a wwd  with 
you  coz.  marry  this  there  is  as  ’twere  a tender,  a kinde  of  ten- 
der, made  a farre-off  by  fir  Hugh  here  : do  you  vnderfland 
me  ? 

Slen.  I Sir,  you  lliall  finde  me  reafonable,  if  it  be  fo,  I lhall 
doe  that  that  it  reafon. 

Shal.  Nay,  but  vnderfland  me. 

Sle7i'.  So  I doc  fir. 

Euan.  Giue  eare  to  his  motions  ; (mafler  Slender)  I will 
defeription  the  matter  to  you,  if  you  be  capacity  of  it. 

Slen.  Nay,  I will  doe  as  my  cozen  Shallow  faies  : I pray  you 
pardon  me,  he’s  a iuflice  of  peace  in  his  countrie,  fimple 
though  1 Hand  here,  . 


Euan. 
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✓ 

^^uan.  But  that  is  not  the  queftion  : the  queflion  is  coa« 
cerning  your  marriage. 


ShaL  I,  there’s  the  point  fir. 

Eu.  Marry  is  it : the  very  point  of  it,  to  mift.  Anne  Page. 

Slen.  Why  if  it  be  fo  ; I will  marry  her  vpon  any  rcafonablc  * 
demands. 

Eu.  But  can  you  afFeflion  the  ’o  man,  let  vs  command  to 
know  that  of  your  mouth,  or  of  your  lips  : for  diuers  philo- 
fopers  hold,  that  the  lips  is  parcell  of  the  mouth  : therefore 
precifely,  can  you  carry  your  good  will  to  the  maide  I 

Shal.  Cofen  Abraham  Slender,  can  you  loue  her  ? 

Slen.  I hope  fir,  I will  doe  as  it  fhall  become  one  that  would 
doe  reafon. 

Euan.  Nay,  got’s  lords,  and  his  ladies,  you  muft  fpeake 
'pofTi table,  if  you  can  carry* her  your  defircs  towards  her. 

Shal.  That  you  muff. 

Will  you,  (vpon  good  dowry)  marry  her  ? 

Slen.  1 will  doe  a greater  thing  then  that,  vpon  your  re- 
queff  (cofen)  in  any  reafon. 

Shal.  Nay  conceiue  mee,  conceiue  mee,  (fweet  coz)  : what 
I doe  is  to  pleafure  you  (coz)  can  you  loue  the  maide  ? 

Slen,  I will  marry  her  (fir)  at  your  requeff  ; but  if  there  be 
no  great  loue  in  the  beginning,  yet  heauen  may  decreafe  it 
vpon  better  acquaintance,  when  wee  are  married,  and  haue 
more  occafion  to  know  one  another  ; I hope  vpon  familiarity 
will  grow  more  content ; but  if  you  fay  mary-her,  I will  mary- 
her,  that  I am  freely  diffolued,  and  diffolutely. 

Euan.  It  is  a fery  difcretion-anfwere  ; faue  the  fall  is  in  the 
’ord,  diffolutely ; the  ort  is  (according  to  our  meaning)  refo- 
lately:  his  meaning  is  good. 

Sh.  I,  I thinke  my  cofen  meant  well. 

Slen.  I or  elfe  I would  I might  be  hang’d  (la.) 

Sh.  Here  comes  faire  miflris  Anne  ; would  I were  yong  for 
your  fake,  miffris  Anne. 


VoL.  I. 


An, 


I 
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An.  The  dinner  is  on  the  table,  my  father  defires  5"oiir 
worlhips  company. 

. Sh.  I will  wait  on  him,  (faire  miflris  Anee. 

Euan.  Od’s  plefled-will  ; I will  not  be  abfence  at  the  grace. 

An,  Wil’t  pleafe  your  worlhip  to  come  in,  fir  ? 

SI.  No,  I thankeyou  forfooth,  hartely;  I am  very  well. 

An.  The  dinner  attends  you  fir. 

SI.  I am  not  a hungry,  I thanke  you,  forfooth  ; goe  firha, 
for  all  you  are  my  man,  goe  waite  vpon  my  cofen  Shallow  ; a 
iuhice  of  peace  fometime  may  be  beholding  to  his  friend,  for 
a man  ; I keepe  but  three  men  and  a boy  yet,  till  my  mother 
be  dead  ; but  what  though,  yet  I Hue  like  a poore  gentleman 
borne. 

An.  I may  not  goe  in  without  your  worlhip ; they  will  not 
fit  till  you  come. 

Slen.  rfaith,  ile  eate  nothing,  1 thanke  you  as  much  as 
though  I did. 

Anne,  I pray  you  fir  walke  in. 

Slen.  I had  rather  walke  here  (I  thanke  you)  I bruiz’d  my 
{lain  th’  other  day,  with  playing  at  fword  and  dagger  with  a 
mafler  of  fence  (three  veneys  for  a difh  of  hew’d  prunes)  and 
by  my  troth,  I cannot  abide  the  finell  of  hot  meat  fince. 
Why  do  your  dogs  barke  fo  I be  there  beares  ith’  towne. 

An.  I thinke  there  are,  fir,  I heard  them  talk’d  of. 

Slen.  I loue  the  fport  well,  but  I fhall  as  foone  quarrell  at 
it,  as  any  man  in  England,  you  are  afraid  if  you  fee  the  beare 
ioofe,  are  you  not  ? 

An.  I indeede  fir. 

Slen.  That’s  meate  and  drinke  to  me  now  ; I haue  feene 
Sackerfin  Ioofe,  twenty  times,  and  haue  taken  him  by  the 
chaine,  but  (I  warrant  you)  the  women  haue  fo  cride  and 
flirekt  at  it,  that  it  palf.  But  women  indeede,  cannot  abide 
’em,  they  are  very  ill-fauour’J  rough  things. 


Ma.  Pa, 
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Ma.  Pa,  Come,  gentle  M.  Slender,  come  ; we  flay  for  you. 

Slcn.  He  eate  nothing,  I thanke  5^ou  fir. 

Ma,  Pa.  By  cocke  and  pie,  you  (hall  not  choofe,  fir  : come, 
come. 

Slen.  Nay,  pray  you  lead  the  way. 

Ma.  Pa.  Come  on  fir. 

Slen.  Miflris  Anne  : your  felfe  fliall  goe  firfl. 

An.  Not  I fir,  pray  you  keepe  on. 

Slen.  Truely  I will  not  goe  firfl,  truely-la  : I will  not  doe 
you  that  wrong. 

An.  I pray  you  fir. 

Slen.  He  rather  be  vnmannerly,  then  troublefome,  you  do 
your  felfe  wrong  indeede  la.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

/ 

Enter  Euans  and  Simple.' 

Euan.  Go  your  wayes,  and  afke  of  do61or  Caius  houfe,  which 
is  the  way and  there  dwels  one  miflris  ^ickly ; which  is  in 
the  manner  of  his  nurfe ; or  his  dry-nurfe  j or  his  cooke;  or  his 
laundry  ; his  wafiier,  and  his  ringer. 

' Si.  Well  fir. 

Ewrtw.  Nay,  it  is  petter  yet;  giue  her  this  letter;  fords 
a’oman  that  altogeathers  acquaintance  with  miflris  Anne  Page-, 
and  the  letter  is  to  defire,  and  require  her  to  folicite  your 
mailers  defires,  to  miflris  Anne  Page.  I pray  you  bee  gon  : 
I will  make  an  end  of  my  dinner  ; ther’s  pippins  and  cheefe  to 
come.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia. 

'Enter  Falflaffe,  Kofi,  Bardolfe,  Nym,  Pifloll,  Page. 

Fal.  Mine  hofl  of  the  garter  ? 

Ho.  What  faies  my  Bully  Rooke  ? fpeake  fchollerly,  and 
wifely. 
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Fal  Truely  mine  hoft ; I muft  turne  away  fome  of  my 
followers. 

Ho,  Difcard  (bully  Hercules)  caflieere  ; let  them  wag  ; trot, 
trot. 

Fal,  I fit  at  ten  pounds  a weeke. 

Ho,  Thou’rt  an  emperor  [Cefar,  Keifer  and  Pheazar)  I will 
entertaine  Bardolfe  ; he  fhall  draw  ; he  fliall  tap ; faid  I well 
(bully  Heaor  ?) 

Fa,  Doe  fo  (good  mine  hoh:.) 

Ho,  I haue  fpoke,  let  him  follow,  let  me  fee  thee  froth,  and 
liue  : I am  at  a word  : follow. 

Fal.  Bardolfe,  follow  him  ; a tapfler  is  a good  trade,  an 
old  cloake,  makes  a new  ierkin,  a wither’d  feruingman,  a frefh 
tapfler  ; goe,  adcw. 

Ba.  It  is  a life  that  I haue  defir’d,  I will  thriue. 

Pif.  O bafe  Hungarian  wight,  wilt  thou  the  fpigot  wield  ; 

Ni.  He  was  gotten  in  drinke,  is  not  the  humor  conceited. 

Fal.  I am  glad  I am  fo  acquit  of  this  tinderbox,  his  thefts 
were  too  open,  his  filching  was  like  an  vnfkilfull  finger,  he 
kept  not  time. 

Nim.  The  good  humor  is  to  fleale  at  a minuntes  refl. 

Pijl.  Conuay,  the  wife  it  call  : fleale  ? foh  : a fico  for  the 
phrafe. 

Fal,  Well  firs,  I am  almofl  out  at  heeles.  , , 

Pif,  Why  then  let  kibes  enfue. 

Fal.  There  is  no  remedy  : I mufl  conicatch,  I mufl  fhift. 

PiJl,  Yong  rauens  mufl  haue  foode. 

Fal.  Which  of  you  know  Ford  of  this  towne  ? 

Pijl,  I ken  the  wight ; he  is  of  fubflance  good. 

Fal.  My  honefl  lads,  I will  tell  you  what  I am  about. 

Pijl.  Two  yards,  and  more. 

Fal,  No  quips  now  Pijl  oil ; (indeed  I am  In  the  wall  two 
yards  about  ; but  1 am  now  about  no  wafle  : I am  about 
thrift)  briefely ; 1 doe  meane  to  make  loue  to  Fords  wife  ; I 

fpie 


The  merry  Wiues  of  Windsor.' 

fpie  entertainment  in  her,  fhee  difcourfes,  fliee  cranes,  (he  giues 
the  leere  of  inuitation  ; I can  conffrue  the  a6lion  of  her  fami- 
her  (file,  and  the  hardeft  voice  of  her  behauior  (to  be  engliih’d 
rightly)  is  I am  fir  lohn  Faljiafs. 

Fiji.  He  hath  (fudied  her  will ; and  tranflated  her  will  out 
of  honefly,  into  Englilh. 

Ni.  The  anchor  is  deepe  ; will  that  humor  pafTe  ? 

Fal,  Now,  the  report  goes,  (he  has  all  the  rule  of  her  huf- 
,bands  purfe  ; he  hath  a legend  of  angels. 

Fiji,  As  many  diuels  entertaine  ; and  to  her  boy  fay  I. 

Ni.  The  humor  rifes  it  is  good  ; humor  me  the  angels. 

Fal.  I haue  writ  me  here  a letter  to  her ; and  here  another 
to  Fages  wife,  who  euen  now  gaue  me  good  eyes  too ; ex- 
amind  my  parts  with  mod  iudicious  illiads  ; fometimes  the 
beame  of  her  view,  guilded  my  foote,  fometimes  my  portly 
belly. 

Fiji.  Then  did  the  fun  on  dung-hill  (hine. 

Ni.  I thanke  thee  for  that  humour, 

Fal.  O (he  did  fo  courfe  o’re  my  exteriors  with  fuch  a gree- 
dy intention,  that  the  appetite  of  her  eye,  did  feeme  to  fcorch 
mee  vp  like  a burning-glalTe  ; here’s  another  letter  to  her ; (he 
bearcs'the  purfe  too  ; fhee  is  a region  in  Guiana  ; all  gold, 
and  bountie  ; I will  be  cheaters  to  them  both,  and  they  (hall 
be  exchequers  to  mee ; they  (hall  be  my  Eaft  and  Weft  Indies, 
and  I will  trade  to  them  both  ; goe,  beare  thou  this  letter  to 
miftris  F age  ; and  thou  this  to  miftris  Ford  ; wee  will  thriue 
(lads)  wee  will  thriue. 

Fiji.  Shall  I fir  Fandariis  of  Troy  become. 

And  by  my  fide  weare  fteele  ? then  Lucifer  take  all. 

Ni.  I will  run  no  bafe  humor ; here  take  the  humor-letter  ; 
I will  keepe  the  hauior  of  reputation. 

Fal.  Hold  Sirha,  beare  you  thefe  letters  rightly, 

Saile  like  my  pinnalTe  to  thefe  golden  (hores. 

Rogues,  hence,  auant,  vanifh  like  haile-ftones ; goe, 
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Trudge;  plod  away  ith’ hoofe  : feeke  (helter,  packe, 

Falftaffe  will  learne  the  honor  of  the  age, 

French  thrift,  you  rogues,  my  felfe,  and  Ikirted  Page, 

Pijl.  Let  vultures  gripe  thy  guts,  for  gourd,  and  Fullam 
holds,  and  high  and  low  beguiles  the  rich  and  poore, 

Teller  ile  haue  in  pouch  when  thou  flialt  lacke, 

Bafe  Phrygian  Turke. 

' Ni.  I haue  opperations. 

Which  be  humours  of  reuenge  I 
Piji.  Wilt  thou  reuenge  ? 

Ni.  By  welkin,  and  her  ftar. 

PiJi.  With  wit,  or  fleele  ? 

Ni.  With  both  the  humors,  I ; 

1 will  difculTe  the  humour  of  this  loue  to  Ford. 

Piji.  And  I to  Page  fhall  eke  vnfold 
"How  Falftaffe  (varlet  vile) 

His  doue  will  prone  ; his  gold  will  hold. 

And  his  foft  couch  defile. 

Ni.  My  humor  fhall  not  coole  ; I will  incenfe  Ford,  to 
deale  with  poyfon  ; I will  pofTelTe  him  with  yallownefTe,  for 
the  reuolt  of  mine  is  dangerous ; that  is  my  true  humour. 

PJi.  Thou  art  the  Mars  of  malccontents  ; I fecond  thee  • 
troope  on.  Exeunt. 

Scoena  Quarta. 

Enter  mijlris  Qiiickly,  Simple,  lohn  Rugby,  doElor  Caius, 

Fenton. 

What,  lohn  Rugby,  I pray  thee  goe  to  the  cafcment, 
and  fee  if  you  can  fee  my  mailer,  mailer  doftor  Caius  com- 
ming  ; if  he  do  (Pfaith)  and  finde  any  body  in  the  houfe  ; 
here  will  be  an  old  abufing  of  Gods  patience,  and  the  kings 
Endifh. 

Ru.  He  goe  watch. 
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Goe,  and  we’ll  haue  a pofTet  for’t  foone  at  night,  (in 
faith)  at  the  latter  end  of  a fea-cole-fire  : An  honeft,  willing, 
kinde  fellow,  as  ener  feruant  fhall  come  in  houfe  withall : and 
I warrant  you,  no  tel- tale,  nor  no  breedebate  : his  worft  fault 
is,  that  he  is  giuen  to  prayer  ; hee  is  fomething  peeuifh  that 
way:  but  no  body  but  has  his  fault  : but  let  that pafTe.  Peter 
Simple,  you  fay  your  name  is  ? . 

Si.  I,  for  fault  of  a better. 

And  mailer  Slender's  your  mailer  ? 

Si.  I forfooth. 

^li.  Do’s  he  not  weare  a great  round  beard,  like  a gloucrs 
paring-knife  ? 

Si.  No  forfooth,  he  hath  but  a little  wee-face  ; with  a little 
yellow  beard,  a cainc  colourd  beard. 

^{.  A foftly-fprighted  man,  is  he  not  ? 

Si.  I forfooth,  but  he  is  as  tall  a man  of  his  hands,  as  any 
is  betweene  this  and  his  head  ; hee  hath  fought  with  a war- 
rener. 

How  fay  you  ; oh,  I fhould  remember  him,  do’s  hee 
not  hold  vp  his  head  (as  it  were  .^)  andHrut  in  his  gate  ? 

Si.  Yes  indeede  do’s  he. 

^i.  Well,  heaucn  fend  Anne  Page,  no  worfe  fortune,  tell 
mailer  parfon,  Eiians,  I will  doe  what  I can  for  your  mailer  ; 
Anne  is  a good^girle,  and  I wilh 

Ru.  Out  alas,  here  comes  my  maher. 

Wee  lhall  all  be  llient ; run  in  here,  good  young  man, 
goe  into  this  clolTet : he  will  not  Hay  long  ? what  lohn  Rugby  P 
John  ; what  lohn  I fay  ? goe  lohn,  goe  enquire  for  my  mailer, 
I doubt  hee  be  not  well,  that  hee  comes  not  home,  [and 
downe,  dowtie  downe'a,  <^c, 

Ca.  Vat  is  you  fing  ^ I doe  not  like  des  toyes,  pray  you  goe 
and  vetch  me  in  my  clolTt,  vnboyteene  verd  ; a box,  a greene- 
a-box  ; do  intend  vat  I fpeake  ? greene-a-box. 
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I forfooth  ile  fetch  it  you  : 

I am  glad  hee  went  not  in  himfelfe  : if  hee  had  found  the 
yong  man  he  would  haue  beene  horne-mad. 

Ca.  Fe,fe,fej  fe^  mat  foy,  il  fait  for  chando^  le  man  voi  a le 
court  la  grand  affaires. 

Is  it  this  fir. 

Ca.  Ouy  mette  le  an  mon  pocket , de-peech  Richly  : 

Vere  is  dat  knaue  Rugby  ? 

What  lohn  Rugby ^ lohn  ? 

Ru.  Here  fir. 

Ca.  You  are  lohn  Rugby ^ and  you  are  lacke  Rugby ^ come 
take  your  rapier,  and  come  after  my  heele  to  the  court. 

Ru.  ’Tis  ready  fir,  here  in  the  porch. 

Ca.  By  my  trot,  I tarry  too  long,  od’s-me : que  ay  ie  oublie 
dere  is  fome  fimples  in  my  clofTet,  dat  I vill  not  for  the  varld  I 
fhall  leaue  behinde. 

^i.  Ay-rae,  he’ll  finde  the  yong  man  there,  and  be  mad. 

Ca.  O diable,  diable  ; vat  is  in  my  clofiet  ? 

Villaine,  la-roone  ; Rugby,  my  rapier. 

^i.  Good  mailer  be  content. 

Ca.  Wherefore  fhall  I be  content-a  ? 

The  yong  man  is  an  honefl  man. 

Ca.  What  fhall  de  honefl  man  do  in  my  clofiet,  here  is  no 
honefi:  man  dat  fhall  come  in  my  clofTet.  ' 

^L.  I befeech  you  be  not  fo  flegmaticke  ; heare  the  truth  of 
it.  He  came  of  an  errand  to  mee,  from  parfon  Hugh. 

Ca.  Veil. 

Si.  I forfooth  : to  defire  her  to 

^i.  Peace,  I pray  you.  ' 

Ca.  Peace-a-your  tongue  : fpeake-a-your  tale.  ^ 

Si.  To  defire  this  honefl  gentlewoman  (your  maid)  to  fpeake 
a good  word  to  miftris  Anne  Page,  for  my  mafler  in  the  way 
of  marriage. 

^i.  This  is  all  indeed-la  : but  ile  nere  put  my  finger  in  the 
fire,  and  neede  not. 
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Ca.  Sir  Hugh  fend-a  you  ? Rugby,  ballow  me  fome  paper  : 
tarry  you  a littell-a  while. 

I am  glad  hee  is  fo  quiet : if  hee  had  bin  throughly 
moued,  you  fliould  haue  heard  him  fo  loud,  and  fo  melan- 
cholly  ; but  notwithflanding  man,  He  doe  yoe  your  mafter 
what  good  I can  ; and  the  very  yea,  and  the  no  is  that  French 
doflor  my  mailer,  (I  may  call  him  my  mailer,  looke  you^ 
for  I keepc  his  houfe  ; and  I waQi,  ring,  brew,  bake,  fcowre, 
drefle  meate  and  drinke,  make  the  beds,  and  doe  all'  my 
felfe.) 

Simp.  ’Tis  a great  charge  to  come  vnder  one  bodies  hand, 

^d.  Are  you  a uis’d  o’  that  ? you  fhall  finde  it  a great 
charge  : and  to  be  vp  early,  and  downe  late  ; but  notwith- 
flanding,  (to  tell  you  in  your  eare,  I would  haue  no  words  of 
it)  my  mafter  himlelfe  is  in  loue  with  miftris  Anne  Page ; but 
notwithftanding  that  I know  Ans  mind,  that’s  neither  heerc 
nor  there. 

Cains.  You,  iack  ’nape  ; giue-’a  this  letter  to  fir  Hugh,  by 
Gar  it  is  a (hallenge  : I will  cut  his  troat  in  de  Parke  and  I 

will  teach  a fcuruy  iack-a-nape  prieft  to  meddle,  or'make  : 

you'may  be  gon  : it  is  not  good  you  tarry  here  ; by  Gar  I will 
cut  all  his  two  ftones  5 by  Gar,  he  Iliall  not  haue  a Hone  to 
throw  at  his  dogge. 

Alas,  he  fpeakes  but  for  his  friend. 

Caius.  It  is  no  matter’a  ver  dat ; do  not  you  tell-a-me  dat  I 
Ihall  h3.ucAnfie  Page  for  my  felfe  ? by  Gar,  I vill  kill  de  iacke 
prieft  ; and  I haue  appointed  mine  hoft  of  de  iarteer  to  mea- 
fure  our  weapon,  by  Gar,  I will  my  felfe  haue  Anne  Page. 

^i.  Sir,  the  maide  loues  you,  and  all  Ihall  bee  well ; wee 
mull  giue  folkes  leaue  to  prate ; what  the  good-ier. 

Caius.  Rugby,  come  to  the  court  with  me  : by  Gar,  if  I 
haue  not  Anne  Page,  I ftiall  turne  your  head  out  of  my  dore  : 
follow  my  heeles,  Rugby. 
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You  fliall  hauey//z-foolesheadof  your  owne ; no,  I know 
y^ns  mind  for  that ; neuer  a woman  in  Windfor  knowes  more 
of  Ans  minde  than  I doe,  nor  can  doe  more  then  I doe  with 
her,  I thanke  heauen. 

Fenton.  Who’s  within  there,  hoa  ? 

^i.  Who’s  there,  I troa  ? Come  neere  the  houfe  I pray 
you. 

Fen.  How  now  (good  woman)  how  doff  thou  ? 

^i.  The  better  that  it  pleafes  your  good  worfliip  to  afke  ? 

Fen.  What  newes  how  do’s  pretty  miftris  Anne  ? 

^ui.  In  truth  fir,  and  fhee  is  pretty,  and  hon^fl,  and  gen- 
tle, and  one  that  is  your  friend,  I can  tell  you  that  by  the 
way,  I praife  heauen  for  it.  - 

Fen.  Shall  I doe  any  good  thinkfl:  thou  ? /hall  I not  loofe 
nay  fuit  ? 

^d.  Troth /ir,  all  is  in  his  hands  aboue ; but  notwith- 
flanding  (ma/ler  Fenton)  He  be  fworne  on  a booke  /he  loues 
you  ; haue  not  your  wor/hip  a wart  aboue  your  eye  ? 

Fen.  Yes  marry  haue  I,  what  of  that  ? 

Well,  thereby  hangs  a tale  ; good  faith,  it  is  fuch 
another  Nan  ; (but  (I  detelf)  an  honeft  maid  as  euei'  broke 
bread  : we  had  an  howres  talke  of  that  wart ; / /hall  neuer 
laugh  but  in  that  maids  company,  but  (indeed)  /hee  is  giuen 

too  much  to  aliichbly  and  mufing ; but  for  you well — 

goe  too 

Fen.  Well,  I /laall  fee  her  to  day  ; hold,  there’s  money  for 
ihee.  Let  mee  haue  thy  voice  in  my  behalfe  ; if  thou  feed: 
her  before  me,  commend  me. , 

^d.  Will  I ? I faith  that  wee  will  ; and  I will  tell  your 
wor/hip  more  of  the  wart,  the  next  time, we  haue  confidence, 
and  of  other  wooers. 

Fell.  Well,  fare- well,  I am  in  great  ha/lc  now. 

^d.  Fare-well  to  your  worfliip;  truely  an  honed  gentle- 
man : but  Anne  loues  him  not,  for  I know  Ans  minde  as  well 
.as  another  do’s,  out  vpon’t,  what  haue  I forgot.  Exit. 

ACTUS 
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actus  SECUNDUS. 

Scoena  Prima. 

Enter  miftris  Page,  mijlris  Ford,  majler  Page,  majler  Ford, 
Piflol,  Nim,  Quickly,  Huft,  Shallow." 

• Mi.  Page.  "What,  haue  I fcap’d  louc-letters  in  the  holly- 
day-time  of  my  beauty,  and  am  I now  a fubieff  for  them  ? 
Let  me  fee. 

y(fke  me  no  reafon  'why  I lone  you,  for  tlmigh  / lone  vfe  rea- 
fen  for  his  -precifan,  hee  admits  hini  not  for  his  connfailour  : 
you  are  not  young,  no  more  am  I ; goe'  to  then,  there's  fimpa- 
thie  : you  are  merry,  fo  am  I : ha,  ha,  then  there's  more fim- 
pathie  : you  lone  facke,  and  fo  doe  I : 'would  yout  define  better 
fmpathie  ? Let  it  fnjfce  thee  ( mijlris  Page ) at  the  leaf:  if  the 
lone  of  fouldier  can  fufice.,  that  Hone  thee  : I "will  not  fay  pit  ty 
mce,  'tis  not  a fouldier-Uke  phrafe  ; but  1 fay  lone  me  : 

By  me,  thine  owne  true  knight,  by  day  or  night  : 

• Or  any  kinde  of  light,  'with  all  his  might, 

For  thee  to  fght,  lohn  Falflaffe. 

What  a Herod  of  lurie  is  this  ? O wicked,  wicked  world. 

One  that  is  well-nye  wore  to  peeces  with  age 
To  (how  himfelfe  a young  gallant  ? What  an  vnwaied 
Behauiour  hath  this  Flernijh  drunkard  pickt  (with 
The  deuills  name)  out  of  my  conuerfation,  - that  hee  dares  in 
this  mannner  alTay  me  ? why,  hee  hath  not  been  thrice  in  my 
company,  what  fhould  I fay  to  him  ? I was  then  frugall  of  my 
mirth  : (heauen  forglue  mee,)  why  ile  exhibit  a bill  in  the 
parliament  for  the  putting  downe  of  men,  how  lliall  I be  re- 
ueng’d  on  him  ? for  reneng’d  I will  be  ? as  fure  as  his  guts 
are  made  of  puddings. 
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Mif,  Ford.  Miftris  Page,  trufl  me,  I was  going  to  your 
houfe. 

Mif.  Page.  And  trull  me,  I was  going  to  you  : you  looke 
very  ill. 

Mif.  Ford.  Nay,  ile  nere  belieue  that;  I haue  to  (hew  to 
the  contrary. 

Mif  Page.  ’Faith  but  you  doe  in  my  minde. 

Mif  Ford.  Well  : I doe  then  ; yet  I fay,  I could  Ihew  you 
to  the  contrary;  O miflris  Page,  giue  me  fome  counfaile. 

Mif.  Page.  What’s  the  matter,  woman  ? 

Mif  Ford.  O woman  ; if  it  w’ere  not  for  one  trifling  refpefl, 
1 could  come  to  fuch  honour. 

Mif  Page,  Hang  the  trifle  (woman)  take  the  honour ; what 
is  it  ? difpence  with  trifles  ; what  is  it  ? 

Mif  Ford.  If  I would  but  goe  to  hell,  for  an  eternall  mo- 
ment, or  fo  ; I could  be  knighted. 

Mif.  Page.  What  thou  liefl:  ? fir  Alice  Foord  P thefe  knights 
will  hacke,  and  fo  thou  fhouldfl;  not  to  alter  the  article  of  thy 
gentry. 

Mif  Ford.  Wee  burne  day-light ; heere,  read,  read ; per- 
ceiue  how  I might  be  knighted,  I fnall  thinke  the  worfe  of  fat 
men,  as  long  as  I haue  an  eye  to  make  difference  of  mens  lik- 
ing ; and  yet  hee  would  not  fweare  : praife  womens  modefly  . 
and  gaue  fuch  orderly  and  welbehaued  reproofe  to  all  vncome- 
linefle,  that  I would  haue  fworn  his  difpofition  would  haue 
gone  to  the  truth  of  hisr  words : but  they  doe  no  more  adhere 
and  keepe  place  together,  then  the  hundred  pfalmes  to  the  tune 
of  greene-fleeues  : what  temped  (I  troa)  threw  this  whale, 
(with  fo  many  tuns  of  oyle  in  his  belly)  a’fhoare  at  JVindfor  ? 
How  (hall  I be  reuenged  on  him  ? I thinke  the  befl:  way  were, 
to  entertaine  him  with  hope,  till  the  wicked  fire  of  lufl: 
haue  melted  him  in  his  owne  greafe.  Did  you  euer  heare  the 
like  I 
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Mlf.  Page.  Letter  for  letter  ; but  that  the  name  of  Page 
and  Ford  differs ; to  thy  great  comfort  in  this  myftery  of  ill 
opinions,  heer’s  the  twyn-brother  of  thy  letter ; but  let  thine 
inherit  firff,  for  I proteft  mine  neuer  fhall : I warrant  hee  hath 
a thoufind  of  thefe  letters,  writ  with  blancke  fpace  for  dif- 
ferent names  (fure  more)  and  thefe  are  of  the  fecond  edition ; 
he  wil  print  them  out  of  doubt,  for  he  cares  not  what  he 
puts  into  the  preffe,  when  he  would  put  vs  two;  I had  ra- 
ther be  a gianteffe  and  lye  vnder  mownt  Pelion.  Well;  I 
will  find  you  twentie  lafciuious  turtles  ere  one  chafte  man. 

Mif.  Ford.  Why  this  is  the  very  fame ; the  very  hand,  the 
very  words,  what  doth  he  thinke  of  vs  ? 

Mif.  Page.  Nay  I know  not ; it  makes  me  almofl:  ready 
to  wrangle  with  mine  owne  honefly ; He  entertaine  my  felfe 
like  one  that  I am  not  acquainted  withall,  for  fure  vnlcffe  hee 
know  fome  ftraine  in  mee,  that  I know  not  my  felfe,  hee 
would  neuer  haue  boorded  me  in  this  furie.  . 

Mif  Ford.  Boording  caU  you  it  ? He  be  fure  to  keepe  him 
aboue  decke. 

Mif  Page.  So  will  I,  if  he  come  vnder  my  hatches.  He 
neuer  to  fea  againe.  Let’s  be  reueng’d  on  him ; let’s  ap- 
point him  a meeting,  giue  him  a (how  of  comfort  in  his  fuite, 
and  lead  him  on  with  a fine  baited  delay,  till  hee  hath  pawn’d 
his  horfes  to  mine  hoft  of  the  garter. 

Mif.  Ford.  Nay,  I will  confent  to  aft  any  villainy  againfi: 
him,  that  may  not  fully  the  charineffe  of  our  honefty ; oh  that 
my  hulband  faw  this  letter  ; it  would  giue  eternall  food  to  his 
lealoufie. 

Mif.  P'age.  Why  looke  where  he  comes ; and  my  good 
man  too;  hee’s  as  farre  from  icaloufie,  as  I am  from  giuing 
him  caufe,  and  that  (I  hope)  is  an  vnmeafurable  difiance. 

Mif.  Ford.  You  are  the  happier  woman. 

Mif.  Page.  Let’s  confult  together  againfi  this  greafie  knight ; 
come  hither. 
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Ford.  Well,  I hope,  it  be  not  fo. 

Pjft.  Hope  is  a curtall-dog  in  fome  affaires; 

Sir  John  affects  thy  wife. 

Ford.  Why  fir,  my  wife  is  not  young. 

Pift.  He  wooes  both  high  and  low,  both  rich  and  poore, 
both  young  and  old,  one  with  another  ( Ford ) he  loues  the 
gally-mavfry  ( Ford ) perpend. 

Ford.  Lone  my  wife  ? 

Pi/loll.  With  liner,  burning  hot : prenent  : 

Or  goe  thou  like  fir  JFteon  he,  with 
Ring-wood  at  thy  heels : O,  odious  is  the  name. 

Ford.  What  name  fir  ? 

PiJloL  The  home  I fay : farewell. 

Take  heed,  haue  open  eye,  for  theeues  doe  foot  by  night. 
Take  heed,  ere  fommer  comes,  or  cuckoo-birds  doe  fing. 
Away  fir  corporall  Nhn. 

Beleeue  it  ( Page ) he  fpeakes  fence. 

Ford.  I will  be  patient ; I will  finde  out  this. 

Nim.  And  this  is  true  ; I like  not  the  humor  of  lying,  hee 
haue  wronged  mee  in  fome  humors  ; I fliould  haue  borne  the 
humour’d  letter  to  her,  but  I haue  a fword,  and  it  fhall  bite 
vpon  my  necefiitie,  he  loues  your  w'ife  ; there’s  the  fiiort  and 
the  long  : my  name  is  corporall  Nim^  I fpeak,  and  I auouch ; 
’tis  true  : my  name  is  Nim,  and  Faljloffe  loues  your  wife,  adieu> 
I loue^  not  the  humour  of  bread  and  cheefe  : adieu. 

Page.  The  humour  of  it  (quoth’a  ?)  heere’s  a fellow  frights 
Englijh  out  of  his  wits. 

. Ford.  I will  feeke  out  Faljlaffe, 

Page.  I neuer  heard  fuch  a drawling  affefling  rogue. 

Ford.  If  I doe  finde  it  : W'ell. 

Page.  I will  not  beleeue  fuch  a Catalan,  though  the  prlefl 
o’th’  toWne  commended  him  for  a true  man. 

Ford.  ’Twas  a good  feiifible  fellow,  well. 

Page.  How  now  Meg  P 
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Mi/.  Page,  Whither  goe  you  f George  P)  harke  you. 

Mi/  Ford.  How  now  (fweet  Frank ) why  art  thou  melan- 
choly ? 

Ford.  I melancholy  ? I am  not  melancholy  : 

Get  3'ou  home,  goe. 

Mi/  Ford.  Faith,  thou  haft  fome  crotchets  in  thy  head. 
Now,  will  you  goe,  miftiis  PageP 

Mi/  Page.  Haue  with  you,  you’l  come  to  dinner  George? 
Looke  who  comes  yonder ; (hee  ftiall  bee  our  mefiTcnger  to 
this  paltrie  knight. 

Mi/  Ford.  Truft  me,  [ thought  on  her;  fhee’le  fit  it  : 

« M.  Page.  You  are  come  to  fee  my  daughter  y^nne  ? 

^li.  I forfooth  : and  I pray  how  do’s  good  miftrefte  Anne  ? 

Mif.  Page.  Go  in  with  vs  and  fee,  wee  haue  an  homes  talke 
with  you. 

Page.  How  now  mafter  Ford? 

Ford.  You  heard  what  this  knaue  told  me,  did  you  not  ? 

Page.  Yes,  and  3’ou  heard  what  the  other  told  me  ? 

Ford.  Doe  you  thinke  there  is  truth  in  them  ? 

Page.  Hang  ’em  flaues  : I doe  not  thinke  the  knight  would 
offer  it  : but  thefe  that  accufe  him  in  his  intent  towards  our 
wiues,  are  a yoake  of  his  difcarded  men,  very  rogues,  now 
they  be  out  of  feruice. 

Ford.  Were  they  his  men  ? 

Page.  Marry  were  they. 

Ford.  I like  it  neuer  the  better  for  that, 

Do’s  he  lye  at  the  garter  ? 

Page.  I marry  do’s  he  : if  he  fhould  intend  this  voyage 
toward  my  wife,  I would  turne  her  loofe  to  him,  and  what 
hee  gets  more  of  her,  then  fliarpe  words,  let  it  Ij'e  on  my  head. 

Ford.  I doe  not  mifdoubt  my  wife,  but  I would  be  loath  to 
turne  them  together,  a man  may  bee  too  confident,  I would 
haue  nothing  lye  on  my  head,  I cannot  be  thus  fatisfied. 

Page. 
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Page,  Looke  where  my  ranting-hofl;  of  the  garter  comes  : 
there  is  either  liquor  in  his  pate,  or  mony  in  his  purfe,  when 
hee  lookes  fo  merrily  : How  now  mine  hoft  ? 

Hojl.  How  now  bully-rooke,  thou’rt  a gentleman,  caueleiro 
iuhice,  I fay. 

Shat.  I follow,  (mine  hofi)  I follow,  good-euen,  and  twenty 
(good  maher  Page)  maher  Page^  will  you  go  with  vs  ? we 
haue  fport  in  hand. 

Hojt,  Tell  him  caueleiro-iuflice  ; tell  him  bnlly-rooke. 

Shat.  Sir,  there  is  a fray  to  be  fought,  betweene  fir  Huge 
the  Welch  prieh,  and  Cains  the  French  do6lor. 

Ford.  Good  mine  hoff  o’th'garter,  a word  with  you. 

HoJl.  What  faift  thou,  my  bully-rooke  ? 

Shal.  Will  yon  goe  with  us  to  behold  it  ? My  merry  hofl 
hath  had  the  meafuring  of  their  weapons,  and  (I  thinke)  ap- 
pointed them  contrary  places  : for  (beleeue  me)  I heare  the 
parfon  is  no  iefter  : harke,  I will  tell  you  what  our  fport 
fliall  be, 

Hoji.  Haft  thou  no  fuit  againft  my  knight  ? my  gueft-caua-  ^ 
lei  re  ? 

Ford.  None,  I protefl,  but  ile  giue  you  a pottle  of  burn’d 
facke,  to  giue  me  recourfe  to  him,  and  tell  him  my  name  is 
Broome^  onely  for  a ieff. 

HoJi.  My  hand,  (bully,)  thou  flialt  haue  cgreffe  and  regrclle, 
(faid  I w^ell  ?)  and  thy  name  fhall  be  Broome.  It  is  a merry 
knight,  will  you  goe  an-heires  ? 

Shal.  Haue  with  you  mine  hoft. 

Page.  I haue  heard  the  French~man  hath  good  fkill  in  his 
rapier. 

Shal.  Tut  fir,  I could  haue  told  you  more  : in  thefe  times 
you  ftand  on  diftance,  your  pafles,  ftoccado’s,  and  I know  not 
what  : ’tis  the  heart  (mafter  Page^)  ’tis  heere,  ’tis  heere,  I 
haue  feene  the  time,  with  my  long-fword,  I would  haue  made 
you  fowTe  tall  fellow'cs  fkippe  like  rattes. 
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Hojl.  Heere  boyes,  heere,  heere,  ftiall  we  wag  I 

Paqe,  Haue  with  you,  I had  rather  heare  them  fcold,  then 
fight. 

Ford.  Though  Page  be  a fecure  foole,  and  jflands  fo  firme- 
ly  on  his  wiues  frailty  : yet,  I cannot  put-off  my  opinion  fo 
eafily,  fhe  was  in  his  company  at  Pages  houfe,  and  what  they 
made  there,  I know  not.  Well,  I will  looke  further  into’t, 
and  I haue  a difguife,  to  found  FaIJiaffe,  if  I finde  her  honefi, 
I loofe  not  my  labour,  if  fhee  be  otherwife,  ’tis  labour  well 
bellowed.  Exeunt* 


Scoena  Secunda. 

Enter  FalllafFe,  Pilloll,  Robin,  Quickly,  Bardoljffe,  Ford. 

Fal.  I will  not  lend  thee  a penny. 

Pifl.  Why  then  the  world’s  mine  oyller,  which  I,  with 
fword  will  open. 

Fal,  Not  a penny,  I haue  beene  content  (fir)  you  fhould  lay 
my  countenance  to  pawne ; I haue  grated  vpon  my  good 
friends  for  three  repreeues  for  you,  and  your  coach-fellow 
Niniy  or  elfe  you  had  look’d  through  the  grate,  like  a geminy 
of  baboones  : I am  damn’d  in  hell,  for  fwearing  to  gentlemen 
my  friends,  you  were  good  fouldiers,  and  tall-feliowes.  And 
when  miftrefle  Briget  loft  the  handle  of  her  fan,  I took’t 
vpon  mine  honour  thou  hadll  it  not. 

Pifl,  Didfl  not  thou  lhare  ; hadft  thou  not  fifteene  pence  ? 

Fal.  Reafon,  you  roague,  reafon  ; thinkft  thou  He  endan- 
ger my  foule,  gratis  \ at  a word,  hang  no  more  about  mee, 
I am  no  gibbet  for  you  : goe,  a Ihort  knife,  and  a throng,  to 
your  manner  of  Pickt-hatch ; goe,  you’ll  not  beare  a letter 
for  mee  you  roague  ? you  Rand  vpon  your  honour : why, 
(thou  vnconfinable  bafeneffe)  it  is  as  much  as  I can  doe  to  keepe 
the  termes  of  my  hoii')ur  precife;  I,  I,  I my  felfe  fometimes, 
leaning  the  feare  of  neauen  on  the  left  hand,  and  hiding  mine 
VoL.  I,  K honor 
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honor  in  my  necefhty,  am  faine  to  fhuffle : to  hedge;  and  to 
lurch,  and  yet,  you  rogue,  will  en-fconce  your  raggs ; you 
cat-a-mountaine-lookes,  your  red-lattice  phrafes,  and  your 
bold  beating  oathes,  vnder  the  fhelter  of  your  honor  ? you 
will  not  doe  it  ? you  ? 

Pift.  I doe  relent : what  would  thou  more  of  man  ? 

Robin.  Sir,  here’s  a woman  would  fpeake  with  you. 

Fal.  Let  her  approach. 

Giue  your  worfhip  good  morrrow. 

Fal.  Good-morrow,  good-wife.  ' 

^d.  Not  fo,  and’t  pleafe  your  worfhip. 

Fal.  Good,  maid  then. 

^d.  He  be  fworne. 

As  my  mother  was  the  firfl:  houre  I was  borne. 

FaL  I doe  b’eleeue  the  fw’earer ; what  with  me  ? 

Shall  I vouch-fafe  your  worfhip  a word,  or  two  ? 

Fal.  Two  thoufand  (faire  woman)  and  ile  vouchfafe  thee 
the  hearing. 

There  is  one  miftrefTe  Fordy  (fir)  I pray  come  a little 
neerer  this  waies ; I my  felfe  dwell  with  mafter  doflor  Cains, 

Fal.  Well,  on  ; millris  Fordy  you  fay. 

^d.  Your  worfhip  faies  very  true ; I pray  your  worfhip 
come  a little  neerer  this  waies. 

Fal.  I warrant  thee  no- bodie  heares;  mine  owne  people, 
mine  owne  people. 

^d.  Are  they  fo  ? Heauen-bleiTe  them,  and  make  them  his 
feruants. 

Fal.  Well ; miflrefTe  Fordy  what  of  her  ? 

Why,  fir  ; fhee’s  a good  creature  ; lord,  lord  your 
worfhip’s  a wanton  : well,  heauen  forgiue  you,  and  all  of  vs, 
I pray 

Fal.  Miflrefle  Fordy  come,  miflrefle  Ford. 

^d.  Marry  this  is  the  fhort  and  the  long  of  it ; you  haue 
brought  her  into  fuch  a canaries,  as  ’tis  wonderfull ; the  beft 
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courtier  of  them  all  (when  the  court  lay  at  Windfor)  could  ne- 
wer haue  brought  her  to  fuch  a canarie : yet  there  has  bcene 
knights,  and  lords,  and  gentlemen,  with  their  coaches  ; I 
warrant  you  coach  after  coach,  letter  after  letter,  gift  aftec 
gift,  fmelling  fo  fweetly ; all  mulke,  and  fo  rulhling,  I war- 
rant you,  in  filke  and  golde,  and  in  fuch  alligant  tearmes,  and 
in  fuch  wine  and  fnger  of  the  bed,  and  the  faired,  that  wduld 
haue  wonne  any  womans  heart : and  I warrant  you,  they  could 
neuer  get  an  eye-winke  of  her  : I had  my  felfe  twentie  angels 
giuen  me  this  morning,  but  I defie  all  angels  in  any  fuch  fort, 
as  they  fay)  but  in  the  way  of  honedy  : and  I warrant  you, 
they  could  neuer  get  her  fo  much  as  fippe  on  a cup  with  the 
prowded  of  them  all,  and  yet  there  has  beene  carles  ; nay 
(which  is  more)  pentioners,  but  I warrant  you  all  is  one  with 
her. 

FaL  But  what  faies  diee  to  mee  ? bee  briefe  my  good  dice 
Mercurie. 

Marry,  die  hath  receiu’d  your  letter ; for  the  which 
die  thankes  you  a thoufand  times ; and  Ihee  giues  you  to  no- 
tifie,  that  her  hufbaiid  will  be  abfence  from  his  houfe,  be- 
tweene  ten  and  eleuen. 

Fal.  Ten,  and  eleuen, 

I,  forfooth ; and  then  you  may  come  and  fee  the  pic- 
ture (die  fayes)  that  you  wot  ofj  mader  Fordh.Qv  hufband  will 
be  from  home : alas,  the  fweet  woman  leads  an  ill  life  with 
him ; hee’s  a very  iealouhe-man ; dice  leades  a verc  frame- 
pold  life  with  him,  (good  heart.) 

Fal.  Ten,  and  eleuen. 

Woman,  commend  me  to  her,  I will  not  faile  her. 

Why,  you  fay  well : But  I haue  another  medenger 
to  your  wordiip  : midrede  Page  hath  her  heartie  commenda- 
tions to  you  to;  and  let  me  tell  you  in  your  eare,  dice’s  as 
fartuous  a ciuill  moded  wife,  and  one  (I  tell*  you)  that  will 
cot  mijTe  you  morning  nor  euening  prayer,  as  any  is  in  IVuid* 
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for^  who  ere  be  the  other  : and  fhee  bade  mee  tell  your  wor- 
fhip,  that  her  hulband  is  feldome  from  home,  but  fhe  hopes 
there  will  come  a time.  I neuer  knew  a woman  fo  doate 
vpon  a man  ; furely  I thinke  you  haue  charmes,  la : yes  ia 
truth. 

Fal,  Not  I,  I alTure  thee  ; fetting  the  attra(fl:ion  of  my  good 
parts  afide,  I haue  no  other  charmes, 

Bleiling  on  your  heart  for’t : 

Fal.  But  I pray  thee  tell  me  this  ; has  Fords  wife,  and  Pages 
wife  acquainted  each  other,  how  they  loue  me  ? ' 

^d.  That  were  a iefl  indeed  : they  haue  not  fo  little  grace 
I hope,  that  were  a tricke  indeed  : but  miflris  Page  would 
defire  you  to  fend  her  your  little  page  of  all  loues  ; her  huf- 
band  has  a'maruelous  infedlion  to  the  little  page;  and  truely 
mafler  Page  is  an  honeft  man  ; neuer  a wife  in  Windfor  leades 
a better  life  than  fhe  do’s ; do  what  Ihee  will,  fay  what  fhe 
will,  take  all,  pay  all,  goe  to  bed  when  fhee  liff,  rife  when 
fhe  lifl,  all  is  as  fhe  will ; and  truly  fhe  deferues  it ; for  if 
there  be  a kinde  woman  In  IVindfor,  fliee  is  one ; you  mufl  fend 
her  your  page,  no  remedie, 

Fal,  Why,  I will. 

^d.  Nay,  but  doe  fo  then,  and  looke  yon,  hee  may  come 
and  goe  betweene  you  both ; and  in  any  cafe  haue  a nay- word, 
that  you  may  know  one  anothers  minde,  and  the  boy  neuer 
heede  to  vnderftand  any  thing ; for  ’tis  not  good  that  chil* 
dren  fhould  know  any  wickednes ; old  folkes  you  know  haue 
difcretion,  as  they  fay,  and  know  the  world. 

Fed.  Farethee-well,  commend  mee  to  them  both,  there’s 
my  purfe,  I am  yet  thy  debter  ; boy,  goe  along  with  this  wo- 
man, this  newes  diflrafls  me. 

Pijl.  This  puncke  is  one  of  Cupids  carriers, 

Clap  no  more  failes  purfue  vp  with  your  fights  : 

Glue  fire  ; fhe  is  my  prize,  or  ocean  whelme  all. 


Fal. 
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■fal.  Saift  thou  fo  (old  lacks)  goe  thy  waies  I make  more  of 
thy  old  bo'dy  then  I haue  done  : will  they  yet  looke  after  thee  ? 
wilt  thou  after  the  expence  of  fo  much  money,  be  now  a 
gainer  I good  bod}^  I thanke  thee  ; let  them  fay  ’tis  groflely 
done,  fo  it  be  fairely  done,  no  matter. 

Bar.  Sir  lohrij  there’s  one  mafler  Broome  below  would  faine 
fpeake  with  you,  and  be  acquainted  with  you  ; and  hath  fent 
your  worflilp  a mornings  draught  of  facke. 

Fal.  Broome  is  his  name  ? 

Bar.  I fir. 

Fal.  Call  him  in : fuch  Broomes  are  welcome  to  me,  that 
ore’flowes  fuch  liquor ; ah  ha,  miftreffe  Ford  and  miflrelTe 
PagCy  haue  I encompafs’d  you  ? goe  to,  via. 

Ford,  ’Blefle  you  fir. 

Fal.  And  you  fir ; would  you  fpeake  with  me  ? 

Ford.  I make  bold  to  prelfe,  with  fo  little  preparation  vpon 
you. 

Fal.  You’r  welcome,  what’s  your  will  ? giue  vs  leaue  drawer. 

Ford.  Sir,  I am  a gentleman  that  haue  fpent  much,  my 
name  is  Broome. 

Fal.  Good  mafter  Broome,  I defire  more  acquaintance  of 
you. 

Ford.  Good  fir  lohn,  I fue  for  yours ; not  to  charge  you, 
for  I muft  let  you  vnderfland,  I thinke  my  felfe  in  better 
plight  for  a lender,  then  you  are ; the  which  hath  fomething 
cmboldned  mee  to  this  vnfeafon’d  intrufion : for  they  fay,  if 
money  goe  before,  all  waies  doe  lye  open. 

Fal.  Money  is  a good  fouldier  (fir)  and  will  on. 

Ford.  Troth,  and  I haue  a bag  of  money  heere  troubles  me. 
if  you  will  heipe  to  beare  it  (fir  John)  take  all,  or  halfe  for 
eafing  me  of  the  carriage : 

Fal,  Sir,  I know  not  how  I may  deferue  to  bee  your  porter. 

Ford,  I will  tell  you  fir,  if  you  will  giue  mee  the  heading. 
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Tal  Speake  (good  mafter  Broome)  I fhall  be  glad  to  be  your 
feruant. 

Ford.  Sir,  I heare  you  are  a fcholler  ; (I  will  be  briefe  with 
you)  and  you  haue  beene  a man  long  knowne  to  me,  though  I 
had  neuer  fo  good  meanes  as  defire,  to  make  my  feife  acquaint^ 
ed  with  you.  I ihall  difcouer  a thing  to  you,  wherein  I muft 
very  much  jay  open  mine  own  imperfecflion  : but  (good  fir  John) 
as  you  haue  one  qjq  vpon  my  follies,  as  you  heare  them  vn- 
folded,  turne  another  into  the  regiher  of  your  owne,  that  I 
may  pafle  with  a reproofe  the  eafier,  fith  you  your  feife  know 
how  eahe  it  is  to  be  fuch  an  oifender. 

Fal.  Very  well  fir,  proceed  : 

Ford,  There  is  a gentlewoman  in  this  towne,  her  hufbands 
name  is  Ford, 

Fal  Well  fir. 

For.  I haue  long  lou’d  her,  and  I protefi:  to  you,  beflowed 
much  on  her  ; followed  her  with  a doating  obferuance  ; in- 
grofs’d  opportunities  to  meete  her,  free’d  euery  flight  occafion 
that  could  but  nigardly  giue  mee  fight  of  her,  not  onely 
brought  many  prefents  to  giue  her,  but  haue  giucn  largely  to 
many,  to  knew  what  fhe  would  have  giuen  briefly,  I haue  pur- 
fu’d  her,  as  loue  hath  purfud  mee,  which  hath  beene  on  the 
wing  of  all  occafions ; but  whatfoeuer  I haue  merited,  either 
in  my  minde,  or  in  my  meanes,  meede  I am  fure  I haue  re- 
celued  none,  vnleflTe  experience  be  a iewell,  that  I haue  pur-: 
chafed  at  an  infinite  rate,  and  that  hath  taught  me  to  fay 
this. 

“ Loue  like  a Jhadoiv  files,  when  fuhfiance  loue  purfues, 
Purfuing  that  that  files,  and flying  what  purfues. 

Fal.  Haue  you  receiu’d  no  promife  of  fatisfadlion  at  her 
hands  ? 

Ford.  Neuer. 

Fal.  Haue  you  importun’d  her  to  fuch  a purpofe  ? 

Ford. 
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Ford.  Neuer. 

Fal  Of  what  qualltie  was  your  loue  then  ? 

Ford.  Like  a faire  houfe,  built  on  another  mans  ground, 
fo  that  I haue  loft  my  edifice,  by  miftaking  the  place  where  I 
erefted  it, 

Fal.  To  w'hat  purpofe  haue  you  vnfolded  this  to  me. 

Ford.  When  I haue  told  you  that,  I haue  told  you  all : 
Some  fay,  that  though  fliee  appeare  honeft  to  me,  yet  in 
other  places  Ihee  enlargeth  hir  mirth  fo  farre,  that  there  is 
ftirewd  conftru6lion  made  of  her.  Now  (fir  lohn)  here  is  the 
heart  of  my  purpofe  : you  are  a gentleman  of  excellent  breed- 
ing, admirable  difcourfe,  of  great  admittance,  authenticke  in 
your  place  and  perfon,  generally  allow’d  for  your  many  war- 
like, court-like,  and  learned  preparations. 

Fal.  O Sir. 

Ford.  Beleeue  it,  for  you  know  it : there  is  money,  fpend  it, 
fpend  it,  fpend  more ; fpend  all  I haue,  onely  giue  me  fo  much 
of  your  time  in  exchange  of  it,  as  to  lay  an  amiable  fiege  to  the 
honefty  of  this  Fords  wife  : vfe  your  art  of  wooing  ; win  her 
to  confent  to  you  ; if  any  man  may,  you  may  as  foone  as  any. 

Fal.  Would  it  apply  well  to  the  vehemency  of  your  afFedion 
that  I ftiould  win  what  you  would  enioy  ? methinkes  you  pre- 
feribe  to  your  felfe  very  prepofteroufly. 

Ford.  O,  vnderftand  my  drift ; file  dwells  fo  fecurely  on  the 
excellency  of  her  honor,  that  the  folly  of  my  foule  dares  not 
prefent  it  felfe  ; file  is  too  bright  to  be  look’d  againft.  Now, 
could  I come  to  her  with  any  detedion  in  my  hand  ; my  de- 
fires  had  inftance  and  argument  to  commend  themfelues, 
I could  driue  her  then  from  the  ward  of  her  purity,  her 
reputation,  her  marriage- vow,  and  a thoufand  other  her  de- 
fences, which  now  are  too-too  ftrongly  embattaild  againft  me ; 
what  lay  you  too’t,  fir  John. 

Fal.  Mafter,  Broome,  I wifi  firft  make  bold  with  your  mony, 
next,  giue  me  your  hand  ; and-  laft,  as  I am  a gentleman,  you 
fhail,  if  you  will,  enioy  Fords  wife. 

K4 
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Ford,  Q good  fir. 

Fal.  I fay  you  fhall. 

Ford,  Want  iio  money  (fir  lohn)  you  fhall  want  none. 

/'-3/.Want  no  miflreffe  Ford,  (mafler  Broome)  you  fhall  want 
none  ; I fhall  be  with  her  (I  may  tell  you)  by  her  own  ap, 
pointment,  euen  as  you  came  in  to  me,  her  affiflant,  or  goe- 
betweene,  parted  from  me  ; I fay  I fhall  be  with  her  be^weene 
ten  and  eleuen,  for  at  that  time  the  iealious-rafcally-knaue  her 
hufband  will  be  forth  ; come  you  to  me  at  night,  you  fhall 
know  how  I fpeed. 

Ford,  I am  blefl:  in  your  acquaintance  ; do  you  know  Ford 
lir  ? 

FaL  Hang  him  (poore  cuckoldy  knaue)  I know  him  not : yet 
I wrong  him  to  call  him  poore ; they  fay  the  iealous  wktolly- 
knaue  hath  maffes  of  money,  for  the  which  his  wife  feemes  to 
me  well  fauourd  : I will  vfe  her  as  the  key  of  the  cuckoldly- 
rogues  coffer,  and  ther’s  my  haruefl-home. 

Ford.  I would  you  knew  Ford,  fir,  that  you  might  auoid 
him,  if  you  faw  him. 

Fal.  Hang  him,  mechanicall-falt-butter  rogue ; I will  flare 
him  out  of  his  wits  ; I will  awe-him  with  my  cudgell : it  fhall 
hang  like  a meteor  ore  the  cuckolds  horns : mafler  Broome, 
thou  fhalt  know,  I will  predominate  oucr  the  pezant,  and  thou 
{halt  lye  with  his  wife.  Come  to  me  foone  at  night : Ford's  a 
knaue,  and  I will  aggrauate  his  Ailc  : thou  (maker  Broome) 
fhall  know  him  for  knaue,  and  cuckold.  Come  to  me  foone  at 
night. 

Ford.  What  a damn’d  Epicurian-tiSc^W  is  this  ? my  heart  is 
ready  to  cracke  with  impatience  : who  faies  this  is  improuident 
iealoufie  ? my  wife  hath  fent  to  him,  the  howre  is  fixt,  the 
match  is  made ; would  any  man  haue  thought  this  ? fee  the 
hell  of  hauing  a faire  woman  : my  bed  fhall  be  abus’d,  my 
coffers  ranfack’d,  my  reputation  gnawne  at,  and  I fhall  not 
onely  receiue  this  villanous  wrong,  but  fland  vnder  the  adop- 
tion 


f 
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tion  of  abhomlnable  termes,  and  by  him  that  does  me  this 
wrong  : Termes,  names : Amaimon  founds  well ; Lucifer^  welf; 
Barbafm,  wel ; yet  they  are  diuels  additions  ; the  names  of 
fiends : But  cuckold,  wittoll,  cuckold  ? the  diuell  himfelfe 
hath  not  fuch  a name.  Page  is  an  affe,  a fecure  aflfe ; hee  will 
truft  his  wife,  hee  will  not  be  iealous ; I will  rather  truft  a 
Fleming  with  my  butter,  perfon  Hugh  the  Welchman  with  my 
cheefe,  an  IriJJj-man  with  my  aqua-vitae-bottle,  or  a theefe  to 
walke  my  ambling  gelding,  then  my  wife  with  her  felfe. 
Then  fhe  plots,  then  Ihee  ruminates,  then  fliee  deuifes  ; and 
what  they  thinke  in  their  hearts  they  may  efFecH: ; they  will 
breake  their  hearts  but  they  will  efFe^t.  Heauen  bee  prais’d 
for  my  iealoufie : eleuen  o’clocke  the  howre,  I will  preuent 
this,  deteff  my  wife,  bee  reueng’d  on  Faljlaffef  and  laugh  at 
Page.  I will  about  it,  beter  three  houres  too  foone,  then  a 
mynute  too  late  : fie,  fie,  fie  : cuckold,  cuckold,  cuckold. 

Exit.. 


Scena  Tertia. 


Enter  Caius,  Rugby,  Page,  Shallow,  Slender,  Hoft. 

Caius.  lacke  Rnghy. 

Ru.  Sir. 

Caius.  Vat  is  the  clocke,  lack. 

Rug.  ’Tis  pafl  the  howre  (fir)  that  fir  Hugh  promis’d  to 
meet. 

Caius.  By  Gar,  he  has  faue  his  foule,  dat  he  is  no-come  : hec 
has  pray  his  Pible  well,  dat  hee  is  no-come,  by  Gar  {^lack 
Rugby)  he  is  dead  already,  if  he  be  come. 

Rug.  Hee  is  wife  fir ; hee  knew  your  worfiiip  would  kill  him 
if  he  came. 

Caius.  By  Gar,  de  herring  is  no  dead,  fo  as  I vill  kill  him, 
take  your  rapief,  (lacke)  I vill  tell  you  howl  vill  kill  him. 

Rug.  Alas  fir,  I cannot  fence, 

Cai.  Villanie,  take  your  rapier. 
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Rug»  Forbeare,  beer’s  company. 

Hoji,  ’BlefTe  thee,  bully‘do<51or. 

ShaL  ’Saue  you  mafler  doctor  Cains, 

Page.  Now  good  mailer  do61or. 

Slen.  ’Giue  you  good-morrow,  fir. 

Cains,  Vat  be  all  you  one,  two,  tree,  fowre,  come  for  ? 

Hqfl,  To  fee  thee  fight,  to  fee  thee  foigne,  to  fee  thee  tra- 
uerfe,  to  fee  thee  heere,  to  fee  thee  there,  to  fee  thee  paiTe 
thy  punflo,  thy  ilocke,  thy  reuerfe,  thy  difiance,  thy  mon- 
tant : Is  hee  dead,  my  Ethiopian  ? Is  he  dead  my  Francifco  I 
ha  bully  ? what  faies  my  Efciilapius  ? my  Gallen  ? my  heart 
of  elder  ? ha  ? is  he  dead  bully-fiale  ? is  he  dead  ? 

Cai.  By  Gar,  he  is  de  coward-iack-priefi  of  de  vorld  : he 
Is  not  fiiow  his  face. 

i/o/?.  Thou  art  a Caftalion-^mg  vrinall ; HeElor  of  Greece 
(my  boy) 

Cai.  I pray  you  beare  witnefie,  that  mee  haue  flay,  fixe 
or  feuen,  two  tree  howres  for  him,  and  hee  is  no  come. 

ShaL  He  is  the  wifer  man  (mailer  doflor)  he  is  a curer  of 
foules,  and  you  a curer  of  bodies  ; if  you  ihould  fight,  you 
goe  againil  the  haire  of  your  profefiions  : is  it  not  true,  mailer 
Page, 

Page,  Mailer  Shallow  ; you  haue  your  felfe  beene  a great 
fighter,  though  now  a man  of  peace. 

Shal,  Body-kins  M.  Page,  though  I now  be  old,  and  of  the 
peace ; if  I fee  a fword  out,  my  finger  itches  to  make  one  ; 
thoEgh  wee  are  iufiices  and  dodlors,  and  church-men  (mailer 
Page)  wee  haue  fome  fait  of  our  youth  in  vs,  vve  are  the  fons 
of  women  (mailer  Page.) 

Page,  ’Tis  true,  mafier  Shallow. 

Shat,  It  will  be  found  fo,  (M.  Page.)  M.  do61or  Cains,  I 
am  come  to  fetch  you  home,  I am  fworn  of  the  peace,  you 
haue  ihow’d  your  felfe  a wife  phyfician,  and  fir  Hugh  hath 

ihowne 
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ftiowne  himfelfc  a wife  and  patient  churchman  ; you  muft 
goe  with  me,  Mr.  doftor. 

Hoji.  Pardon  guefl-iuftice;  a monfeur  mocke-water. 

Cai.  Mock-vater  ? vat  is  dat  ? 

Hoft,  Mock-water,  in  our  Englifo  tongue,  is  valour  (bully.) 

Cai.  By  Gar,  then  I haue  as  much  mock-vater  as  de  EngliJJj^ 
■ man\  fcuruy-hck-dog-prieft  : by  Gar,  mee  villhis  eares. 

Hoft.  He  will  clapper  claw  thee  tightly  (bully.) 

Cai.  Clapper  de  claw  ? vat  is  dat  ? 

Hofti  That  is,  he  will  make  thee  amends. 

Cai.  By  Gar,  me  doe  looke  he  lhall  clapper-de-claw  me, 
for  by  Gar  me  vill  haue  it. 

Hoft.  And  I will  prouoke  him  to’t,  or  let  him  wag  : 

Cai.  Me  tanck  you  for  dat. 

Hoft.  And  moreouer,  (bully,)  but  firfl,  mafter  ghueft,  and 
M.  Page,  and  eeke  caualeiro  Slender,  goe  you  through  the 
towne  to  Frogmore. 

Page.  Sir  Hugh  is  there,  is  he  ? 

Hoft.  He  is  there,  fee  what  humor  hee  is  in ; and  I will 
bring  the  do6lor  about  by  the  fields  ; wall  it  doe  well  ? 

Shal.  Wee  will  doe  it. 

All.  Adieu,  good  mafier  doftor. 

Cai.  By  Gar,  me  vill  kill  de  prieft,  for  he  fpeake  for  a lack- 
jU-ape  to  Anne  Page. 

Hoft.  Let  him  die ; flieath  thy  impatience,  throw  cold  wa- 
ter on  thy  choller ; goe  about  the  fields  with  me  through 
Frogmore,  I will  bring  thee  where  mifiris  Arvie  Page  is,  at  a 
Farm-houfe  a feafiing ; and  thou  fiialt  wooe  her,  cridegame, 
(aid  I well  ? 

Cai.  By  Gar,  me  danck  you  vor  dat ; by  Gar  I loue  you, 
and  I (hall  procure’a  you  de  good  guefi: : de  earle,  de  knight, 
de  lords,  de  gentlemen,  my  patients. 

Hoft.  For  the  which,  I will  be  thy  aduerlnry  toward  Anm 
Page,  faid  I well  ? 

Cal 
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Cat,  By  Gar,  ’tis  good,  veil  faid. 

J/q^,  Let  vs  wag  then. 

Cat,  Come  at  my  heeles,  /ac^  Rugby,  ExeurX 

$ 

ACTUS  TERTIUS. 

Scoena  Prima. 

Enter  Euans,  Simple,  Page,  Shallow,  Slender,  Hofl:,  Calus, 

Rugby. 

Euan,  1 pray  you  now,  good  mailer  Slenders  feruingman 
and  friend  Simple  by  your  name ; which  way  haue  you  look’d 
for  mailer  CaiiiSy  that  calls  himfelfe  doctor  of  phificke. 

Simp,  Marry  fir,  the  pittie-ward,  the  parke-ward,  euery 
way,  old  Windfor  way,  and  euery  way  but  the  towne 
way. 

Euan,  I moll  fehemently  defire  you,  you  will  looke  that 
way. 

Simp,  I will  fir. 

Euan,  ’PlelTe  my  foule:  how  full  of  chollors  I am  and 
trempling  of  mlnde  ; I lhall  be  glad  if  hee  haue  deceiued  me  : 
how  melancholies  lam?  I will  knog  his  Vrinalls  about  his 
knaues  collard,  when  I haue  good  oportunities  for  the  orke  : 
’plelle  my  foule.  7b  Jballow  riuers  to  'euhofe  falls  ; melodious 
birds  fing  madrigal  Is : There  will  we  make  our  peds  of  rofes  : 
and  a thoufand  fragrant  pofies.  To  fhallow  : ’mercie  on  mee 
I haue  a great  difpofitions  to  cry  : melodious  birds  fing  madri- 

galls  : When  as  I fat  in  Pabilon  : and  a thoufand  vagram 

pofies.  To  fhallow  i <^c, 

Sim,  Yonder  he  is  comming,  this  way  fir  Hugh, 

Euan,  Hec’s  welcome  : To  fhallow  riuerSy  in  whofe  fals  : 
Heauen  profper  the  right ; what  weapons  is  he  ? 

Sim, 
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Shn.  No  weapons,  fir  ; there  comes  my  mafter,  mailer  Shat- 
/ow,  and  another  gentleman  ; from  Frogmore,  oner  the  flil^ 
this  way. 

Euan.  Pray  you  giue  me  my  gowne,  or  elfe  keepe  it  in  your 
armes. 

Shal.  How  now  mailer  parfon  ? good  morrow  good  fir 
Hughy  keepe  a gameller  from  the  dice,  and  a good  Iludient 
from  hisbooke,  and  it  is  wonderfull. 

Slen.  Ah  fweet  June  Page, 

Page.  ’Saue  you,  good  fir  Hugh. 

Euan.  ’PleafTe  you  from  his  mercy-fake,  all  of  you. 

Shal.  What  ? the  fword,  and  the  word  ? 

Doe  you  fiudy  them  both  mailer  parfon  ? 

Page.  And  youthfull  Hill,  in  your  doublet  and  hofe,  this 
raw-rumaticke  day  ? 

Euan.  There  is  reafons,  aud  caufes  for  it  ? 

Page.  Wee  are  come  to  you,  to  doe  a good  office,  mailer 

• 

Euan.  Ferv-well,  what  is  it  ? 

Page.  Yonder  is  a moll  reuerend  gentleman ; who  (be-llke) 
hauing  receiued  wrong  by  fome  perfon,  is  at  moll  odds  with 
his  owne  grauity  and  patience,  that  euer  you  faw. 

Shal.  I haue  liued  foure-fcore  yeeres,  and  vpward  ; I neuer 
heard  a man  of  his  place,  grauity,  and  learning,  fo  wide  of 
his  owne  refpefl. 

Evan.  What  is  he  ? 

Page.  I thinke  you  know  him  ; mailer  doflor  Cains  the  re- 
nowned French  phyfician, 

Euan.  Got’s  will,  and  his  paffion  of  my  heart,  I had  as  llefe 
you  would  tell  me  of  a melTe  of  porredge. 

Page.  Why  ? 

Euan.  Hee  has  no  more  knowledge  in  Hibocrates  and  GaleUy 
and  hee  is  a knaue  befidcs  : a cowardly  knaue,  as  you  would 
defires  to  acquainted  withall. 

Page. 
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Page.  I warrant  you,  hee’s  the  man  fhould  fight  with 
him. 

Slen.  O fweet  Jtine  Page. 

Shal.  It  appeares  fo  by  his  weapons ; keepe  them  afunder, 
here  comes  do6lor  Cains. 

Page,  Nay  good  mafier  parfon,  keepe  your  weapon. 

Shal.  So  doe  you,  good  mafier  docftor. 

Hoji.  Difarme  them,  and  let  them  quefiion ; let  them  keepe 
their  limbs  whole,  and  hacke  our  EngJiJh. 

Cai.  I pray  you  let-a-mee  fpeake  a word  with  your  eare ; 
vherefore  vill  you  not  meet-a  me  ? 

Elian.  I pray  you  vfe  your  patience  in  good  time. 

Cains.  By  Gar,  you  are  de  coward  ; de  lacke  dog  : lohn 
ape. 

Euan.  Pray  you  let  vs  not  be  laughing-fiocks  to  other  mens 
humors  ; I defire  you  in  friendfiiip,  and  I will  one  way  or 
other  make  you  amends  : I will  knog  your  vrinal  about  your 
knaues  cogs-combe. 

Cai.  Diable  ; lack  Rugby:  mine  hofi:  de  iarteer;  haue  I 
not  fiay  for  him,  to  kill  him  ? haue  I not  at  de  place  I did 
appoint  ? 

Euan.  As  I am  a chrifiians  foule,  now  looke  you  ; this  is 
the  place  appointed,  ile  be  iudgement  by  mine  hofi:  of  the 
Garter. 

Hqft.  Peace,  I fay,  Gallia  and  Gaule,  French  and  Welch ^ foule-  ^ 
curer,  and  body-curer. 

Cai.  I,  dat  is  very  good,  excellant. 

HoJi.  Peace,  I fay  ; heare  mine  hofi:  of  the  garter. 

Am  I politicke  ? Am  I fubtle  ? Am  I a Machiuell  ? 

Shall  1 loofe  my  do6lor  ? No,  he  giues  me  the  potions  and  the 
motions.  Shall  I loofe  my  parfon  ? my  priefi:  \ my  fir  Hugh  F 
No,  hee  giues  me  the  prouerbes,  and  the  no-verbes.  Giue  me 
thy  hand  (celefiiall)  fo ; boyes  of  art,  I haue  deceiu’d  you  both  ; 

I haue  dire(fted  you  to  wrong  places  ; your  hearts  are  mighty^ 

your 
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your  fkinnes  are  whole,  and  let  burn’d  facke  be  the  iflue ; come, 
lay  their  fwords  to  pawne ; follow  me,  lad  of  peace,  follow, 
follow,  follow. 

ShaL  Truft  me,  'a  mad  hofl : follow  gentlemen,  follow. 

Slen,  O fweet  Anne  Page, 

Cat.  Ha’  do  I perceiue  dat  ? Haue  you  make-a-de-fot  of  vs, 
ha,  ha  ? 

Euan.  This  Is  well,  he  hath  made  vs  his  vlowtlng-ftog  : I 
delire  you  that  we  may  be  friends  ; and  let  vs  knog  our  pralnes 
together  to  be  reuenge  on  this  fame  fcall  fcuruy-cogglng-com- 
panlon  the  hoft  of  the  garter. 

Cat.  By  Gar,  with  all  my  heart  ; he  promife  to  bring  mec 
where  is  Anne  Page,  by  Gar  he  deceiue  mee  too. 

Evan.  Well,  I will  fmite  his  noddles  ; pray  you  follow. 

Scoena  Secunda. 

Page,  Robin,  Ford,  Page,  Shallow,  Slender,  HoR,  Euans, 

Caius. 

Mif.  Page.  Nay  keepe  your  way,  (little  gallant)  you  were 
wont  .to  be  a follower  ; but  now  you  are  a leader  : whether 
had  you  rather  lead  mine  eyes,  or  eye  your  mailers  heeles  ? 

Rob.  I had  rather  (forfooth,  goe  before  you  like  a man, 
then  follow  him  like  a dwarfe. 

Mif.  Page.  O you  are  a flattering  boy,  now  I fee  you’l  be 
a courtier. 

Ford.  Well  met  miftris  Page,  w'hether  go  you. 

Mif  Page.  Truly  flr,  to  fee  your  wife,  is  fhe  at  home  ? 

Ford.  I,  and  as  idle  as  ihe  may  hang  together  for  want  of 
companie ; I thinke  if  your  hulbands  were  dead,  you  two 
would  marry. 

Mif  Page.  Be  fure  of  that,  two  other  hufbands. 

Ford.  Where  had  you  this  pretty  weather-cocke  ? 

Mif  Pa.  I cannot  tell  what  (the  dickens)  his  name  is  my 

huf- 
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hufband  had  him  of,  what  do  you  cal  your  knights  name 
firrah  ? 

Roh.  Sir  lohn  Faljiaffe, 

Ford.  Sir  lohn  FalJlaffc. 

M,  P.  He,  he,  I can  neuer  hit  on’s  name  ; there  is  fuch  a 
league  between  my  good  man,  and  he  ; is  your  wife  at  home 
indeed. 

Ford.  Indeed  fhe  is. 

Mif.  Pag^.  By  your  leaue  fir,  I am  ficke'till  I fee  her. 

Ford.  Has  Page  any  braines  ? Hath  he  any  eies  ? hath  he 
any  thinking  I Sure  they  fleepe,  hee  hath  no  vfe  of  them  -5 
why  this  boy  will  carrie  a letter  twentie  mile  as  eafie,  as  a 
canon  will  fiioot  point-blanke  twelue  fcore  : hee  peeces  out 
his  wiues  inclination,  hee  giues  her  folly  motion  and  aduan- 
tage  : and  now  file’s  going  to  my  wife,  and  Faljiaffes  boy 
with  her  ; a man  may  heare  this  fiiowre  fing  in  the  winde  ; 
and  Faljiaffes  boy  with  her  : good  plots,  they  are  laide,  and 
our  reuolted  wiues  fiiare  damnation  together.  Well,  I will 
take  him,  then  torture  my  wife,  plucke  the  borrowed  vaile  of 
modeftie  from  the  fo  feeming  mifiris  Pagey  divulge  Page  him- 
lelfe  for  a fecure  and  wilfull  AFleoUy  and  to  thefe  violent  pro- 
ceedings all  my  neighbors  fiiall  cry  aime.  The  clocke  giues 
me  my  qu,  and  my  afiu ranee  bids  mie  fearch,  there  I fiiall  finde 
Faljiaffe  : I fiiall  be  rather  praifd  for  this,  then  mock’d,  for 
it  is  as  pofTitiue,  as  the  earth  is  firme,  that  Faljiaffe  is  there  : 
I will  go. 

Shal.  Pagey  <6c.  Well  met  mailer  Ford. 

Ford.  Trufi  me  a good  knotte ; I haue  good  cheere  at  home, 
and  I pray  you  all  go  with  me. 

Shal.  I mull  excufe  my  felfe  mafler  Ford, 

Slen.  And  fo  mull  I fir. 

We  haue  appointed  to  dine  with  mifiris  Anne, 

And  I would  not  breake  with  her  for  more  mony 
Then  ile  fpeake  of. 

Shah 
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Shill.  We  haue  linger’d  about  a match  betweene  Anne  Page, 
and  .my  cozen  Slender,  and  this  day  wee  (hall  haue  our  an- 

f\ver„  \ 

Slender.  I hope  I haue  your  good  will  father  Page. 

Page.  You  haue  mafter  Slender,  I fland  wholly  for  you, 

But  my  wife  (mafter  doftor)  is  for  you  altogether. 

Caius.  I bc'gar,  and  de  maid  is  loue-a  me:  my'nur(h-a 
^ickly  tell  me  fo  mufh.  , . 

Hoji,  What  fay  you  to  young  mafter  Fenton  ? He  capers;  he  • 
dances,  he  has  eies  of. youth  : he  writes  verfes,  he  fpeakes 
holliday,  he  fmels  April  and  May,  he  will  carry’t,  hee  wiil 
carry’t,  ’tis  in  his  buttons,  he  will  carry’t. 

Page.  Not  by  my  confent  I promife  you.  The  gentleman 
is  of  no  hailing,  he  kept  com panie  with  the  wilde  prince,  and 
Pointz  : hee  is  of  too  high’  a- region,  hee  knows  too  much  : 
no,  hee  (hall  not  knit  a knot  in  his  fortunes,  with  the  finger 
of  my  fubftance,  if  he  takes  her,  let  him  take  her  fimply ; the 
wealth  I haue  waits  on  my  confent,  and  my  confent  goes  not 
that  way. 

Ford.  I befeech  you  heartily,  fome  of  5'ou  goe  home  with 
me  to  dinner ; befides  your  cheere  you  (hall  haue  fport,  I will 
Ihew  you  a monfter ; mafler  doflor,  you  (liall  goe,  fo  fhall 
you  mafter  Page,  and  you  fir  Hugh. 

Shal.  Well,  fare  you  well : 

We  (hall  have  the  freer  woing  at  mafler  Pages. 

Cai.  Go  home  lohn  Rugby,  I come  anon. 

Hojl.  Farwell  my  hearts,  I will. to  my  honefl  knight  FaL 
Jldffe,  and  drinke  canarie  with  him. 

Ford.  I thinke  I (liall  drinke  in  pipe-wine  fird  with  him, 
lie  make  him  dance.  Will  you  go,  gentles  ? 

All.  Haue  with  you,  to  fee  this  monder. 

Exeunt. 


VoL.  I. 
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Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  majler  Ford,  majier  Page,  SertiantSy  Robin,  Falflaffc, 
Ford,  Page,  Caius,  Euans. 

Mif.  Ford.  What  lohn,  what  Robert. 

M.  Page.  Quickly,  quickly ; is  the  buck-bafket — 

MiJ.  Ford.  I warrant.  What  Robin  I fay. 

Mif.  Page.  Come,  come,  come. 

Mi.  Ford.  Heere,  fet  it  downe. 

M,  Page.  Giue  your  men  the  charge,  wee  mufl  be  brlefe, 
be  ready  here  hard-by  in  the  brew-houfe,  and  when  I fodainly 
call  you,  come  forth,  and  (without  any  paufc,  or  daggering) 
take  this  balket  on  your  fhoulders ; that  done  trudge  with  it 
in  all  haft,  and  carry  it  among  the  whitfters  in  Dotchet  mead, 
and  there  empty  it  in  the  muddie  ditch,  clofe  by  the  Thames 
fide. 

Mif.  Page.  You  will  do  it  ? 

M.  Ford.  I ha  told  them  ouer  and  otter,  they  lacke  no  di- 
reftion. 

Begone,  and  come  when  you  are  call’d. 

M.  Page.  Here  comes  little  Robin. 

Mif  Ford.  How  now  my  eyas  mufket,  what  newes  with 
you  ? 

Rob.  My  M.  fir  John  is  come  in  at  the  backe  doore 
Mift.  Fordy  and  requefts  your  company. 

Mif.  Page.  You  little  iack-a-lent,  haue  you  bin  true  to  vs. 

Rob.  I,  ile  be  fworne ; my  mafter  knowes  not  of  your  being 
heere  : and  hath  threatned  to  put  mce  into  euerlafting  li- 
berty, if  I tell  you  of  it ; for  he  fweares  he’ll  turne  me  away. 

Mif.  Page.  Thou’rt  a good  boy  ; this  fecrecy  of  thine  ftiall 
be  a tailor  to  thee,  and  fliall  make  thee  a new  doublet  and 
hofe.  Ile  go  hide  me. 

Mif.  Ford.  Do  fo,  go  tell  thy  mafter,  I am  alone ; miftris 
Page]  remember  you  your  qu. 

Mif.  Page. 
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Mif.  Page,  I warrant  thee,  if  I do  not  aft  it,  hiCTe  me. 

Mif.  Ford.  Go  too  then  ; we’l  vfe  this  vnwholfome  humi- 
dity, this  groflTe  watry  pumpion,  we’ll  teach  him  to  know 
turtles  from  iayes. 

Fal.  Haue  I caught  thee,  my  heanenly  iewell  ? Why  now  let 
me  die,  for  I haue  liu’d  long  enough ; this  is  the  period  of 
ambition  ; O this  blefled  houre. 

Mif,  Ford.  O fweet  fir  John, 

Fal.  Miflris  Ford,  I cannot  cog,  I cannot  prate  (mailer  Ford ) 
now  fiiall  I finne  in  my  wifii ; I would  thy  huiband  were 
dead,  ile  fpeake  it  before  the  bell  lord,  I would  make  thee  my 
lady. 

Mif.  Ford.  I your  lady  fir  John  ? Alas,  I fhould  be  a pltti- 
full  lady. 

Fal.  Let  the  court  of  France  fliew  mee  fuch  another  ; I fee 
how  thine  eye  would  emulate  the  diamond ; thou  hall  the 
right  arched-beauty  of  the  brow,  that  becomes  the  Ihlp-tyre, 
the  tyre-valiant,  or  any  tire  of  Venetian  admittance. 

Mfl.  Ford.  A plaine  kerchiefe,  fir  John, 

My  browes  become  nothing  elfe,  nor  that  well  neither. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a tyrant  to  fay  fo:  thou  wouldfl  make  an 
abfolute  courtier,  aud  the  firme  fixture  of  thy  foote,  would 
giue  an  excellent  motion  to  thy  gate,  in  a femicircled  farthin- 
gale. I fee  what  thou  wert  if  fortune  thy  foe,  were  not  no- 
ture  thy  friend  : come,  thou  canfl  not  hide  it. 

Mif.  Ford.  Beleeue  me,  ther’s  no  fuch  thing  In  me. 

Fal.  What  made  me  loue  thee  ? Let  that  perfwade  thee  : 
ther’s  fomething  extraordinary  in  thee.  Come  I cannot  cog, 
and  fay  thou  art  this  and  that,  like  a manie  of  thefs  lifping 
hauthcJrne  buds,  that  come  like  women  in  mens  apparell,  and 
fmell  like  Buckler s-berry  in  fimple  time:  I cannot,  but  I 
loue  thee,  none  but  thee;  and  thou  deferu’fl  it. 

M.  Ford.  Do  not  betray  me  fir,  I feare  you  loue  M.  Page. 

L 2 « Fa!. 
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Fat.  Thou  mightfl:  as  well  fay,  I loue  to  walke  by  the  coun- 
’ter-gate,  which  is  as  hatefull  to  me,  as  the  reeke  of  a lime-kill. 

Mif,  Ford,  Well,  heauen  knowes  how  I loue  you. 

And  you  fnall  one  day  finde  it. 

Fal,  Keepe  in  that  mJnde,  He  deferue  it. 

Mi/i.  Ford.  Nay,  I mud  tell  you,  fo  you  doe  ; 

Or  elfe  I could  not  be  in  that  minde. 

Rob,  Midris  Fordy  midris  Ford^  heere’s  midris  Page  at  the 
doore,  fweating,  and  blowing,  and  looking  wildly,  and  would 
needs  fpeake  with  you  prefently. 

Fal.  She  diall  not  fee  me,  I will  enfconce  mee  behinde  the 
arras. 

M.  Ford.  Pray  you  doe  fo,  die’s  a very  tatling  woman. 
Whats  the  matter  How  now  ? 

Mijl.  Page.  O midris  Ford  what  haue  you  done  ? 

You’r  diam’d,  y’are  ouerthrowne,  y’are  vndone  for  euer. 

M.  Ford.  What’s  the  matter,  good  midris  Page  P 

M,  Page.  O weladay,  mid.  Ford,  hauing  and  honed  man  to' 
your  hufband,  to  giue  him  fuch  caufe  of  fufpition. 

M.  Ford,  What  caufe  of  fufpition  ? 

Mif.  Page.  What  caufe  of  fufpition  ? Out  vpon  you  : 

How  am  I midooke  in  you  ? 

Mif.  Ford.  Why  (alas)  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Mif.  Page.  Your  hufband’s  comming  hether  (woman)  with 
all  the  officers  in  Windfor,  to  fearch  for  a gentleman,  that  hee 
fayes  is  heere  now  in  the  houfe,  by  your  confent  to  take  an 
ill  aduantage  of  his  abfence,  you  are  vndone. 

M.  Ford.  ’Tis  not  fo,  I hope. 

Miji.  Page.  Pray  heauen  it  be  not  fo,  that  you  haue  fuch 
a man  heere  : but  ’tis  mod  certaine  your  hulband’s  comming, 
with  halfe  Windfor  at  his  heeles,  to  ferch  for  fuch  a one,  I 
come  before  to  tell  you,  if  you  know  yourfelfe  cleere,  why  I 
am  glad  of  it,  but  if  you  haue  a friend  here,  conuey,  conuey 

him 
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him  out.  Be  not  amaz’d,  call  all  your  fenfes  to  you,  defend 
your  reputation,  or  bid  farwell  to  your  good  life  for  euer. 

M.  Ford.  What  lhall  I doe  ? There  is  a gentleman  my 
deere  friend,  and  I feare  not  mine  owne  fliame  fo  much,  as 
his  perill.  I had  rather  then  a thoufand  pound  he  were  out 
of  the  houfe. 

IVL  Page.  For  Ihame,  neuer  ftand  (you  had  rather,  you  had 
rather)  your  hufband’s  heere  at  hand,  be  thinke  you  of  fomecon- 
ueyance  : in  the  houfe  you  cannot  hide  him.  Oh,  how  haue 
you  deceiu’d  me  ? Looke,  heere  is  a balket,  if  hee  be  of  any 
reafonable  flature,  hee  may  creepe  in  heere,  and  throw  fowle 
linnen  vpon  him,  as  if  it  were  going  to  bucking ; or  it  is 
whiting  time,  fend  him  by  your  two  men  to  D at chet- Meade, 

M.  Ford.  He’s  too  big  to  go  in  there,  what  (hall  I doe  ? 

Fal.  Let  me  fee’t,  let  me  fee’t,  O let  me  fee’t ; 

He  in,  ile  in,  follow  your  friends  counfell,  ile  in. 

Miji.  Page.  What  fir  lohn  Faljiaffe?  Are  thefe  your  letters, 
knight  ? 

Fal.  I loue  thee,  helpe  mee  away : let  me  creepe  in  heere ; 
ile  neuer 

M'.  Page.  Helpe  tocouer  your  mafter  (boy:)  call  your  men 
(mill.  Ford.)  you  dilTembling  knight. 

Mif.  Ford.  What  John  Rugby y lohn  ; goe,  take  vp  thefe 
cloathes  heere,  quickly  : wher's  the  cowle-flaffe  ? Looke  how 
you  drumble  ? Carry  them  to  the  landrelfe  In  Datchet  meade  : 
quickly,  come. 

Ford.  ’Pray  you  come  neeere ; if  I fufpe(fl  without  caufe. 
Why  then  make  fport  at  me,  then  let  me  be  your  iefl, 

I deferue  it  : how  now  i Whether  beare  you  this  ? 

Ser.  To  the  landreUe  forfooth  ? 

Mif.  Ford.  Why,  what  haue  you  to  doe  whether  they  beare 
it  You  were  befl  meddle  with  buck-walliing. 

Ford.  Bucke  ? I would  I could  wafh  my  felfe  of  the  buck : 
Bucke,  bucke,  bucke,  I bucke  j I warrant  you  bucke, 
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And  of  the  feafon  too,  it  (liall  appeare. 

Gentlemen,  I haue  dream’d  to  night,  lie  tell  you  my  dreame, 
heere,  heere,  heere  bee  my  keyes,  afcend  my  chambers,  fearch, 
feeke,  finde  out : He  warrant  wee’le  vnkennell  the  fox.  Let 
mee  flop  this  way  firfl : fo,  now  vncape. 

Page.  Good  mafter  Ford^  be  contented ; 

You  wrong  your  felfe  too  much. 

Ford.  True  (mafler  Page)  vp  gentlemen, 

You  fliall  fee  fport  anon : 

Follow  me  gentlemen. 

Euans.  This  is  fery  fantaflical  humors  and  iealoufics, 

Cains.  By  Gar,  ’tis  no-the  fafhion  of  France  : 

' It  is  not  iealous  in  France. 

Page.  Nay  follow  him  (gentlemen)  fee  the  yfllie  of  -his 
fearch. 

Mif.  Page.  Is  there  not  a double  excellency  in  this  ? 

Mif.  Ford.  I know  not  which  pleafes  me  better. 

That  my  hufband  is  dcceiued,  or  fir  John. 

Mif.  Page.  What  a taking  was  he  in,  when  your  hulband 
afkt  who  was  in  the  bafket  ? 

Mif.  Ford.  I am  halfe  affraid  hee  will  haue  neede  of  walh' 
ing,  fo  throwing  him  into  the  water,  will  doe  him  a benefit. 

Mf  Page.  Hang  him  difiionefl  rafcall : I would  all  of  the 
fame  flraine,  were  in  the  fame  diflrefie. 

Mif  Ford.  I thinke  my  huiband  hath  fome  fpeclall  fufpition 
oiFaJJiafs  being  heere  : for  I neuer  faw  him  fo  groife  in  his 
icaioufie  till  now. 

Mifi.  Page.  I will  lay  a plot  to  try  that,  and  wee  will  yet 
haue  more  trickes  with  Faljlaffe ; his  dilTolute  difeafe  will 
fcarfe  obey  this  medicine. 

Mif.  Ford.  Shall  we  fend  that  foolifiiion  carlon,  miflris 
^lickly  to  him,  and  cxcufe  his  throwing  into  the  water,  and 
glue  him  another  hope,  to  betray  him  to  another  punifhment? 

Mif  Page. 
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Mlf.  Page.  Wee  will  doe  it ; let  him  be  fent  for  to  morrow 
eight  a clocke  to  haue  amends. 

Ford.  I cannot  finde  him  ; may  be  the  knaue  bragg’d  of  that 
he  could  not  compafTe. 

Mif.  Page.  Heard  you  that  ? 

Mif.  Ford.  You  ufe  me  well,  M.  Ford?  doe  you  ? 

Ford.  I,  I doe  fo. 

M.  Ford.  Heauen  make  you  better  than  your  thoughts. 

Ford.  Amen. 

Mif.  Page.  You  doe  your  felfe  mighty  wrong  (M.  Ford^ 

Ford.  I,  I ; I mufi:  beare  it. 

Euan.  If  there  be  any  pody  in  the  houfe,  and  in  the  cham- 
bers, and  in  the  coffers,  and  in  the  preffes  j heauen  forgiue 
my  fmncs  at  the  day  of  iudgment, 

Cains.  Be  Gar,  nor  I too  : there  is  no  bodies. 

Page.  Fy,  fy,  M.  Ford^  are  you  not  afham’d  ? What  fpirit, 
what  diuell  fuggefts  this  imagination  ? I would  not  ha  your 
diflemper  in  this  kind,  for  the  welth  of  Windfor  caflle. 

Ford.  ’Tis  my  fault  (M.  Page ) I fuffer  for  it. 

Euans.  You  fuffer  for  a pad  confcience  ; your  wife  is  as  ho- 
nefl  a o’mans,  as  I will  defircs  among  hue  thoufand,  and  hue 
hundred  too. 

Cai.  By  Gar,  1 fee  ’tis  an  honefl  woman. 

Ford.  Well  I promifd  you  a dinner,  come,  come,  walke  In 
the  parke,  I pray  you  pardon  me  : I will  hereafter  make 
knowne  to  you  why  I haue  done  this.  Come  wife,  come 
Mill:.  Page^  I pray  you  pardon  me.  Pray  hartly  pardon- me. 

Page.  Let’s  go  in  gentlemen,  but  (trufl  me)  we’l  mockc 
him  ; I doe  inuite  you  to  morrow  morning  to  my  houfe  to 
breakefafl : after  we’ll  a birding  together,  I haue  a fine 
hawke  for  the  bufh.  Shall  it  be  fo  ? 

Ford.  Any  thing. 

Euan.  If  there  is  one,  I fhall  make  two  in  the  com  panic. 

Cai.  If  there  be  one,  or  two,  I fhaU  make-a-theturd. 

L4 


Ford. 


The  merry  Wiues  of  Windsor^ 


Ford.  Pray  you  goe,  M.  Page. 

Euans.  I pray  you  now  remembrance  to  morrow  on  the 
lowfie  knaue,  mine  hoft.’ 

Cai.  Dat  is  good  by  Gar,  whhall  my  heart. 

Euaii.  A lowfie  knaue,  to  haue  his  gibes,  and  his  mockeries. 

' Exeunt. 

j 

. . ’ i ' Scoena  iQiiarta. 

Enter  Fenton,  ,Anne  Page^  Shallow,  Slender,  Quickly,  Page, 

Page. 

h 

Fen.  I fee  I cannot  get 'thy  fathers  loue, 

Therefore  no  more  turne  'me  to  him  (fweet  Nan.) 

Anne.  Alas,  how  then  I 

Fen.  Why  .thou  muH;  be  thy  felfe. 

He  doth  obieft,  I am  too  great  of  birth. 

And  that  my  Ifate  being  gall’d  with  my  expence, 

I feeke  to  heale  it  onely  by  his  wealth. 

Befides  thefe,  other  barres ' he  layes  before  me. 

My  riots  pafl,  my  wilde  focieties, 

'And  tels  me  ’tis  a thing  impoffible 
I fhould  loue  thee,  but  as  a property. 

Anne.  May  be  he  tels  you  true. 

Fen.  No,  heauen  fo  fpeed  me  in  my  time  to  come. 

Albeit  I will  confefre,"thy  fathers  wealth- 
Was  the  firfi:  motiue  that  I woo’d  thee  ( Anne  : ) 

Yet  wooing  thee,  I found  thee  of  more  valew 
Then  ffamps  in  gold,  or  fummes  in  fealed  bagges  : 

And  ’tis  the  very  riches  of  thy  felfe. 

That- now  I ayme  at.  ‘ • 

Anne.  Gentle  M.  Fenton. 

Yet  feeke  my  fathers  loue,  flill  feeke  it  hr. 

If  opportunity  and'humbleh:  fuite  " , 

Cannot  attaine  it,  why  then  harke  you  hither. 

Shad. 
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ShaL  Breake  their  talke  miftris  ^lickly. 

My  kiiifman  fhall  fpeake  for  himfelfe. 

Slen.  He  make  a fhaft  or  a bolt  on’t,  Aid,  tis  but  venturing. 
Shal.  Be  not  difmaid. 

Slen.  No,  Ihe  fhall  not  difmay  me : 

I care  not  for  that,  but  that  I am  afFeared. 

Hark  ye,  maAer  Slender  vjould.  fpeake  a word  with  you. 
y4nne.  I come  to  him.  This  Is  my  fathers  choice. 

O what  a world  of  vilde-ill-fauour’d  faults 
Lookes  handfome  in  three  hundred  pounds  a yeare  ? 

^d.  And  how  do’s  good  maAer  Fenton  P 
Pray  you  a word  with  you. 

Shal.  Shee’s  comming  ; to  her  coz  : * • 

0 boy,  thou  hadA  a father,  . , 

Slen.  I had  a father  (miAiis  Anne)  my  vncle  can  tel  you 
good  ieAs  of  him  ; pray  you  vncle,  tel  miAris  Anne  the  ieA  how 
my  father  Aole  two  geefe  out  of  a pen,  good  vnckle. 

Shal.  MiAris  Anney  my  cozen  loues  you. 

Slen  I that  I doe,  as  well  as  I loue  any  woman  in  Glocejier^ 
Jhire. 

Shal  He  will  maintaine  you  like  a gentlewoman. 

Slen.  I that  I will,  come  cut  and  long-taile,  vnder  the  de- 
gree of  a fquire. 

Shal,  Hee  will  make  you  a handred  and  Aftie  pounds  ioyn- 
ture. 

Anne.  Good  maAer  Shalloiu  let  him  woe  for  himfelfe. 

Shal.  Marry  I thanke  you  for  it,  I thanke  you  for  that  good 
comfort : fhe  cals  you  (coz)  ile  leaue  you. 

Anne,  Now  maAer  Slender, 

Slen.  Now  good  miAris  Anne. 

Anne.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Slen.  My  will  ? odds-hart-lings,  that’s  a prettle  ieA  indeed  : 

1 ne’re  made  my  will  yet  (I  thanke  heauen  :)  lam  not  fuch  a 
fjckely  creature,  I glue  heauen  praife. 
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Anne.  I meanc  (M.  Slender ) what  would  you  with- me  ? 
Slen.  Truely,  for  mine  owne  part,  I would  little  or  nothing 
with  you  : your  father  and  vncle  hath  made  motions  if  it  be 
my  lucke,  fo  ; if  not,  happy  man  be  his  dole,  they  can  tell 
you  how  things  goe,  better  then  I can  : you  may,  your  father, 
heerc  he  comes. 

Page.  Now  mafter  Slender  ; loue  him  daughter  Anne. 

Why  how  now  ? what  does  mailer  Fenton  here  ? 

You  wrong  me  fir,  thus  flill  to  haunt  my  houfe. 

I told  you  fir,  my  daughter  is  difpofd  of. 

Fen,  Nay  mailer  Page,  be  not  impatient. 

Mifl.  Page,  Good  mailer  Fenton,  come  not  to  my  child. 
Page.  She  is  no  match  for  you. 

Fen.  Sir,  will  you  heare  me  ? 

Page.  No,  good  mafler  Fenton, 

Come  M.  Shallow  : come  fonne  Slender,  in  ; 

Knowing  my  minde,  you  wrong  me  (M.  Fenton.) 

Speake  to  millris  Page. 

Fen.  Good  millris  Page,  for  that  I loue  your  daughter 
In  fuch  a righteous  falhion  as  I do. 

Perforce,  againll  all  checkes,  rebukes,  and  manners, 

I mull  aduance  the  colours  or  my  loue. 

And  not  retire.  Let  me  haue  your  good  will. 

Anne.  Good  mother,  do  not  marry  me  to  yond  foole : 

Mijl.  Page.  I meane  it  not,  I feek  you  a better  hufband. 
^i.  That’s  my  mailer,  mailer  do(5lor. 

' Anne.  Alas  I had  rather  be  fet  quick  i’th  earth. 

And  bowl’d  to  death  with  turnips. 

Mifl.  Page.  Come,  trouble  not  your  felfe  good  mailer 
Fenton,  I will  not  be  your  friend,  nor  enemy  : 

My  daughter  will  I quellion  how  Ihe  loues  you, 

And  as  I finde  her,  fo  am  I alfedled  ; 

Till  then  farewill  fir,  Ihe  mull  needs  go  in, 

Her  father  will  be  angry. 

. Fen,  Farewell  gentle  millris ; farewell  Nan. 
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This  is  my  doing  now ; nay,  faide  I,  will  you  cafl 
away  your  childe  on  a foole,  and  a phyfitian  : 

Looks  on  mafter  Fenton,  this  is  my  doing. 

Fen.  I thanke  thee  : and  I pray  thee  once  to  night, 

Giue  my  fweet  Nan  this  ring  : there’s  for  thy  paines. 

Now  heauen  fend  thee  good  fortune,  a kiiide  heart  he 
hath  ; a woman  would  run  through  fire  and  water  for  fuch  a 
kinds  heart.  But  yet,  I would  my  mafier  had  miftris  /Inne, 
or  I would'  mafier  Slender  had  her : or  (in  footh)  I would 
mafier  Fenton  had  her ; I will  doe  what  I can  for  them  all 
three,  for  fo  I haue  promifed,  and  He  be  as  good  as  my  word ; 
but  fpecioufly  for  mafier  Fenton.  Well,  I muft  of  another 
errand  to  fir  John  Faljiaffe  from  my  two  mifirefies : what  a 
beafi:  am  I to  flacke  it.  Exeunt. 

Scoena  Quarta. 

Enter  FalftafFe,  Bardolfe,  Quickly,  Ford. 

Fal.  Bardolfe  I fay. 

Bar.  Heere  fir. 

Fal.  Go,  fetch  me  a quart  of  facke,  put  a to  (I  in’t. 

Haue  I liu’d  to  be  carried  in  a bafket  like  a barrow  of  butchers 
offal  1 \ and'  to  be  throwne  into  the  Thames  ? wel,  if  I be 
feru’d  fuch  another  tricke,  He  haue  my  braines  ’tane  out  and 
butter’d,  and  giuen  them  to  a dogge  for  a new-yeares  gift. 
The  rogues  flighted  raee  into  the  riuer  with  as  little  remorfe, 
as  they  would  haue  drown’de  a blinde  bitches  puppies,  fifteene 
i’th  litter  : and  you  may  know  by  my  fize,  that  I haue  a kinde 
of  alacrity  in  finking  : .if  the  bottome  were  as  deepe  as  hell  I 
fliould  downe.  I had  beene  drown’d,  but  that  the  fliore  was 
ftieluy  and  (hallow ; a death  that  1 abhorre : for  the  water 
fwelles  a man ; and  what  a thing  (hould  I haue  beene,  when 
I had  been  fwel’d  \ I fluauld  have  beene  a mountalne  of 
mummie. 


Bar, 


The  merry  Wiues  of  Windsor.' 

Bar.  Here’s  M.  ^lickly  fir  to  fpeake  with  you. 

FaL  Come,  let  me  poure  in  fome  facke  to  the  Thames  water  ; 
for  my  bellies  as  cold  as  if  I had  fwallow’d  fnow-bals,  for 
pilles  to  coole  the  reines.  Cali  her  in. 

Bar.  Come  in  woman. 

^li.  By  your  leaue  ; I cry  5’’ou  mercy  ? 

Giue  your  worftiip  good  morrow. 

Fal.  Take  away  thefe  challices ; 

Go,  brew  me  a pottle  of  facke  finely. 

Bar.  With  egges,  fir  ? 

Fal.  Simple  of  it  felfe ; He  no  puilet-fperfme  in  my  bre- 
wage.  How  now  ? 

^d.  Marry  fir,  I come  to  your  worfiiip  from  M.  Ford, 

Mif.  FordPlh^LWQ  had  ford  enough  ; I was  thrown 
into  the  ford  ; I haue  my  belly  full  of  ford. 

^d.  Alas  the  day,  (good-heart)  that  was  not  her  fault ; 
{he  do’s  fo  take  on  with  her  men  ; they  mifiooke  their  erec- 
tion. 

Fal.  So  did  I mine,  to  build  vpon  a foollfii  womans  pro- 
mife'. 

^d.  Well,  fhc  laments  fir  for  it,  that  it  would  yern  your 
heart  to  fee  it ; her  hufband  goes  this  morning  a birding  ; {he 
defires  you  once  more  to  come  to  her,  betweene  eight  and 
nine  ; I muff  carry  her  word  quickely,  fhe’ll  make  you  amends 
I warrant  you. 

Fal.  Well,  I will  vifit  her,  tell  her  fo ; and  bidde  her  thinke 
what  a man  is;  let  her  confider  his  frailety,  and  then  iudge  of 
my  merit. 

^d.  I will  tell  her. 

Fal.  Do  fo.  Betweene  nine  and  ten  faifl;  thou  ? 

^d.  Eight  and  nine  fir. 

Fal.  Well,  be  gone ; I will  not  miffe  her. 

Peace  be  with  you  fir. 

FaJ,  I meruaile  I heare  not  of  mafier  Broome ; he  fent  me 

word 
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word  to  flay  within  ; I like  his  money  welh; 

Oh,  heere  he  comes. 

Ford.  BlefTe  you  fir. 

\ 

Fal.  Now  M.  Broome,  you  come  to  know 
What  hath  pafi:  betweene  me,  and  F9rds  wife. 

Ford.  That  indeed  (fir  John ) is  my  bufinefie. 

Fal.  M.  Broome  I will  not  lye  to  you, 

I was  at  her  houfe  the  houre  file  appointed  me. 

Ford.  And  fped  you  fir  ? 

FaI.  Very  ill-fauouredly  M.  Broome. 

Ford.  How  fo  fir,  did  file  change  her  determination  ? 

Fal.  No  (M.  Broome ) but  the  peaking  curnuto  her  hufband 
(M.  Broome)  dwelling  in  a continuall  larum  of  ieloufie,  comes 
me  in  the  inflant  of  our  encounter,  after  wee  had  embrafi:,  kifi:, 
protefied,  and  (as  it  were)  fpoke  the  prologue  of  our  comedy  : 
and  at  his  heeles,  a rabble  of  his  companions,  thither  pro- 
uoked  and  inftigated  by  his  difiemper,  and  (forfooth)  to  fearch 
his  houfe  for  his  wiues  loue. 

Ford.  What  ? while  you -were  there  ? 

fal.  While  I was  there. 

Ford.  And  did  he  fearch  for  you,  and  could  not  find  you  ? 

Fal.  You  fiiall  heare.  As  good  lucke  would  haue  it,  comes 
In  one  mill:.  Page,  giues  intelligence  of  Fords  approach  : and 
in  her  inuention,  and  Fords  wiues  difirac^ion,  they  conuey’d 
me  into  a bucke-bafket, 

Ford.  A buck-bafket  ? 

Fal.  Yes,  a buck-bafket : ram’d  mee  in  with  foule  fiiirts, 
and  fmockes,  focks,  foule  flockings,  greafie  napktns,  that 
(mafier  Broome ) there  was  the  rankefi:  compound  of  villanons 
fmell,  that  euer  offended  noftrill. 

For.  And  how  long  lay  you  there  ? 

Fal.  Nay,  you  fiiall  heare  (mafier  Brooms)  what  I haue  fuf- 
fered,  to  bring  this  woman  to  euill,  for  your  good  : being  thus 
cram’d  in  the  baficet,  a couple  of  Fords  knaues,  his  hindes, 
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were  cald  forth  by  their  miftris,  to  carry  me  in  the  name  of 
foule  cloathes  to  Datchet  Lane ; they  tooke  mee  on  their 
fhoulders  met  the  iealous  knaue  their  mafter  in  the  doore  ; 
who  afked  them  once  or  twice  what  they  had  in  their  bafket  ? 
I quak’d  for  feare  left  the  lunatique  knaue  would  haue  fearch’d 
it : but  fate  (ordaining  hee  fhould  be  a cuckold)  held  his  hand  : 
well,  on  went  hee,  for  a fearch  and  away  went  I for  foule 
cloathes  j but  marke  the  fequell  (mafter  Broome ) I fuffered  the 
pangs  of  three  feuerall  deaths  : firft,  an  intollerabre  fright, 
to  bee  detefted  with  a iealious  rotten  bell-weather  ; next  to  bee 
compafs’d  like  a good  bilbo  in  the  circumference  of  a pecke, 
hilt  to  point,  heele  to  head.  And  then  to  bee  ftopt  in  like  a 
ftrong  diftillation  with  ftinking  cloathes,  that  fretted  in  their 
own  greafe  thinke  of  that,  a man  of  my  kidney ; thinke  of 
that,  that  am  as  fubie£l  to  heat  as  butter ; a man  of  continual 
diffolution,  and  thaw  : it  was  a miracle  to  fcape  fuffocation. 
And  in  the  height  of  this  bath,  when  I was  more  that  halfe 
ftew’d  in  greafe  (like  a Dutch'^iih)  to  be  throwne  into  the 
Thames^  and  cool’d,  glowing  hot,  in  that  ferge  like  a horfe- 
fhoo  j thinke  of  that ; hiifing  hot : thinke  of  that  (mafter 
Broome,) 

Ford,  In  good  fadnelTefir,  I am  forry,  that  for  my  fake  you 
haue  fufferd  all  this. 

My  fuite  then  is  defperate  : you’ll  vndertake  her  no  more  ? 

Fal,  Mafter  Broome : I will  be  throwne  into  Etta^  as  I 
haue  beene  into  Thames ^ ere  I ‘will  leaue  her  thus;  her  huf- 
band  is  this  morning  gone  a birding,  I haue  receiued  from  her 
another  ambaftie  of  meeting ; ’twixt  eight  and  nine  is  the  houre 
(mafter  Broome.) 

Ford.  ’Tis  paft  eight  already  fir. 

Fal.  Is  it  ? I will  then  addrefte  mee  to  my  appointment ; 
come  to  me  at  your  conuenient  leafure,  and  you  (hall  know 
how  I fpeede : and  the  coniufion  ftiall  be  crowned  with  your 

enioying 
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cnioying  her : adiew ; you  fhall  haue  her  (mafter  Broome)  maf- 
ter  Broome,  you  fhal  cuckold  Ford, 

Ford.  Hum : ha  ? Is  this  a vifion  ? is  this  a dreame  ? doc  I 
fleepe  ? mafter  Ford  awake,  awake  mailer  Ford ; ther’s  a hole 
made  in  your  belt  coate  (mailer  Ford: ) this  ’tis  to  bee  mar- 
ryed  ; this  ’tis  to  haue  lynnen,  and  buck-balkets : well,  I will 
proclaime  my  felfe  what  I am  ; I will  now  take  the  leacher  ; 
hee  is  at  my  houfe  ; hee  cannot  fcape  mee,  ’tis  impolfible  he« 
Ihould  : he  cannot  creepe  into  a halfe-penny  purfe,  not  into  a 
pepper-boxe.  But  left  the  diuell  that  guides  him,  Ihould  aide 
him,  I will  fearch  impoftible  places  ; though  what  I am,  I 
cannot  auoide ; yet  to  be  what  I would  not,  Ihall  not  make 
me  tame  ; if  I haue  homes,  to  make  one  mad,  let  the  pro- 
uerbe  goe  with  me.  He  be  horne-mad.  Exeunt. 

ACTUS  >Q^U  A R T U S. 

Sccena  Prima. 

Enter  mljlris  Page,  Quickly,  William,  Euens. 

Mif,  Page.  Is  he  at  M.  Fords  already  think’ft  thou  ? 

^i.  Sure  hee  is  by  this,  or  will  bee  prefently  ; but  trucly 
he  is  very  couragious  mad,  about  his  throwing  into  the  water. 
Miftrls  Ford  defires  you  to  come  fodainely. 

Mif.  Page.  He  be  with  her  by  and  by ; He  but  bring  my 
yong-man  here  to  fchoole ; looke  where  his  mafter'  comes  ; 
nis  a playing  day  I fee  : how  now  fir  Hugh,  no  fchoole  to 
day  ? 

Euans.  No,  mafter  Slender  is  let  the  boyes  leaue  to  play. 

^i.  ’BlelTing  of  his  heart. 

Mif.  Page.  Sir  Hugh,  my  hulband  faiesmy  fonne  profits  no- 
thing in  the  world  at  his  booke ; I pray  you  alke  him  fome 
queftions  in  his  accidence. 
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Evans,  Come  hither  William  ; hold  vp  your  head  ; come. 
Mif,  Page.  Come*  on  fir  ha ; hold  vp  your  head ; anfwerc 
your  mafter,  be  not  afraid. 

Evans.  William^  how  many  numbers  is  in  nownes  ? 

Will.  Two 

^ii.  Truely,  I thought  there  had  bin  one  number  more, 
becaufe  they  fay  od’s-nownes. 

Euan.  Peace,  your  tattlings.  What  is  (faire ) William  P 
Will.  Pule  her. 

Powlcats  ? there  are  fairer  things  then  powlcat,  fure. 

- Euan.  You  are  very  fimplicity  o’man ; I pray  you  peace. 

» ♦ 

What  is  ( lapis ) William  P 
Will.  Aflone. 

Euan.  And  what  is  a ffone  f William  P) 

IVill.  A peeble. 

Euan.  No  ; it  is  lapis  \ I pray  you  remember  in  your 
praine. 

Will.  Lapis. 

Euan.  That  is  a good  William  % what  is  he  (William)  that 
do's  lend  articles : 

Will.  Articles  are  borrowed  of  the  pronoune ; and  be  thus 
declined  : Jlngulariter  nominatiuo  hie  heee,  hoe. 

Euan.  Nominatiuo  hig,  hceg^  hog  ; pray  you  marke  ; genetiuo 
huius  ; well : what  is  your  aeeufotiue  eafe  P 
Will.  Accufatiuo  hinc. 

Euan.  I pray  you  haue  your  remembrance  (childe)  accufatiuo 
hing,  hang,  hog. 

'^li.  Hang-hog,  is  Latten  for  bacon,  I warrant  you. 

Eua7i.  Leaue  your  prables  (o’man)  what  is  the  focatiue  cafe 
(William?) 

Will.  0,  vocatiuo,  0. 

% 

Euan.  Remember  William,  focatiue,  is  caret, 

^{i.  And  that’s  a good  root^. 

Euan.  O’man,  forbare. 


Mif.  Page* 
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Mif.  Page.  Peace. 

Evan.  What  is  your  genitiue  cafe  plurall  (William  ? ) 

Will.  Genitiue  cafe  I 
Euan.  I. 

Will.  Genitiue  horum,  harum,  horum. 

^li.  Vengeance  of  Ginyes  cafe  ; fie  on  her ; neuer  name  her  - 
(childe)  if  fiie  be  a whore. 

Euan.  Forftiame  o’man. 

^li.  You  doe  ill  to  teach  the  childe  fuch  words  : hee 
teaches  him  to  hie,  and  to  hac  ; which  they’ll  doe  fall  enough 
of  themfelues,  and  to  call  horum  ; fie  vpon  you. 

Euan.  O’rTian,  art  thou  lunatics  ? haft  thou  no  vnderftand- 
ings  for  thy  cafes,  and  the  numbers  of  the  genders  ? thou  art 
as  foolilh  chriftian  creatures,  as  I would  defires. 

M.  Page.  Pre’thee  hold  thy  peace. 

Euan.  Shew  me  now  {William)  fome  declenfions  of  your 
Pronounes. 

Will.  Forfooth,  I haue  forgot. 

Euans.  It  is  que^  quod ; if  you  forget  your  quies,  your 
queSt  and  your  quods,  you  mu  ft  be  preeches  : Goe  your  waies 
and  play,  go. 

M.  Page.  He  is  a better  fcholler  then  I thought  hee  was. 
Euan.  He  is  a good  fprag- memory  : farewell  Mif.  Page, 

Mif.  Page.  Adeu  good  fir  Hugh. 

Get  you  home  boy,  come  we  ftay  too  long.  Exeunt. 

I 

I Scosna  Secunda* 

Enter  FalftafFe,  AI.  Ford,  Mi/l.  Page;  Seruants,  Ford,  Page,  ' 

Caius,  Euans,  Shallow. 

Fal.  Mif.  Ford,  your  forrow  hath  eaten  vp  my  fufFerance ; 

I fee  you  are  obfequious  in  your  loue,  and  I profeffe  requltall 
to  haires  bredth,  not  onely  miftris  Ford,  in  the  fimple  office  of 
VoL.  I.  M loue, 
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loue,  but  ia  all  the  accuflrement  complement,  and  ceremony 
of  it  : but  are  you  fiire  of  your  hulband  now  ? ' 

M.  Ford.  Hee’s  a blrding  (fweetfir  lohn.) 

Mif,  Page.  What  hoa,  gollip  Ford ; what  hoa. 

Mif.  Ford.  Step  into  th’  chamber,  fir  lohn. 

Mif.  Page.  How  now  (fweet  heart)  whofe  at  home,  befides 
your  felfe  ? 

Mif.  Ford.  Why  none  but  mine  owne  people. 

Mif.  Page.  Indeed  ? 

Mif.  Ford.  No  certainly  ; fpeake  louder. 

Mif  Page.  Truly,  I am  fo  glad  you  haue  no  body  here. 

Mif.  Ford.  Why  ? 

Mif.  Page.  Why  woman,  your  hulband  is  in  his  olde  lines 
againe ; he  fo  takes  on  yonder  with  my  hulband,  fo  railes 
againft  all  married  mankind  ; fo  curfes  all  Eues  daughters,  of 
what  complexion  foeuer  ; and  fo  buffettes  himfelfe  on  the  for- 
head  ; crying  peere-out,  peere-out,  that  any  madnelfe  I euer 
yet  beheld,  feem’d  but  tameneffe,  ciuility,  and  patience  to 
this  his  diflemper  he  is  in  now.  I am  glad  the  fat  knight  is 
not  heere, 

Mif.  Ford.  Why,  do’s  he  talke  of  him  ? 

■Mif.  Page.  Of  none  but  him,  and  fweares  hee  was  caried 
out  the  lafl  time  hee  fearch’d  for  him,  in  a bafket ; protefls  to 
my  hulband  he  is  now  heere,  and  hath  drawne  him  and  the 
reft  of  their  company  from  their  fport,  to  make  another  expe- 
riment of  his  fufpition  : but  I am  glad  the  knight  is  not  heere; 
now  he  lliall  fee  his  owne  foolerie. 

Mif.  Ford.  How  neere  is  he  millris  Page  P 

Mift.  Page.  Hard  by,  at  flreet  end  ; he  will  be  here  anon. 

Mifl.  Ford.  1 am  vndone,  the  knight  is  here  : 

Miji  Page.  Why  then  you  are  vtterly  lham’d,  and  hee’s 
but  a dead  man.  What  a woman  are  you  ? Away  with  him, 
away  with  him ; better  lhame  then  murder. 
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Mifl.  Ford.  Which  way  ihould  he  goe  ? How  (hould  I be- 
ftow  him  ? Shall  I put  him  into  the  balket  againe  ? 

FaL  No,  He  come  no  more  i’th  balket : 

May  I not  goe  out  ere  he  come  ? 

Miji.  Page.  Alas : three  of  mafler  Fords  brothers  watch  the 
doore  with  piftols,  that  none  lhall  ilTue  out : otherwife  you 
might  dip  away  ere  bee  came  : But  what  make  you  heere  ? 

Fal.  What  lhall  I doe  ? He  creepe  vp  into  the  chimney. 

Mif.  Ford,  There  they  alwayes  vfe  to  difcharge  their  bir- 
ding-peece  : creepe  into  the  kill-hole. 

FaL  Where  is  it  ? 

Mif.  Ford.  Hee  will  feeke  there  on  my  word  ; ney  ther  prefle, 
coffer,  chell,  trunke,  well,  vault,  but  hee  hath  an  abd:ra(H  for 
the  remembrance  of  fuch  places,  and  goes  to  them  by  his 
note  ; there  is  no  hiding  you  in  the  houle. 

Fal.  He  goe  out  then  : 

Mif.  Ford.  If  you  you  goe  out  in  your  owne  femblance,  you 
die  fir  lohriy  vnlefle  you  go  out  difguis’d. 

Mif.  Ford,  How  might  we  difguife  him  ? 

Mif.  Page,  Alas  the  day  I know  not,  there  is  no  womans 
gowne  bigge  enough  for  him  : otherwife  he  might  put  on  a 
hat,  a muffler,  and  kerchiefe,  and  fo  efcape. 

Fal.  Good  hearts,  diuife  fomething  ; any  cxtremitie,  rather 
then  a mifchiefe. 

Mif.  Ford.  My  maids  aunt  the  fat  woman  of  Brainfordy  has 
a gowne  aboue. 

Mif.  Page.  On  my  word  itAvill  ferue  him  : dice’s  as  big  as 
he  is ; and  there’s  her  tliium’d  hat,  and  her  muffler’  too  : run 
vp  fir  lohn. 

Mif.  Ford.  Go,  go,  fweet  fir  lohn  : midris  Page  and  I will 
looke  fome  linnen  for  your  head. 

Mif.  Page.  Q^icke,  quicke,  wee’le  come  drede  you  draight ; 
put  on  the  gowne  the  while. 
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Mif.  Ford.  I would  my  bufband  would  meete  him  in  this 
fhape  ; he  cannot  abide  the  old  woman  of  Brainford',  hee 
fweares  (he’s  a witch,  forbad  her  my  houfe,  and  hath  threat- 
ned  to  beate  her. 

MiJ.  Page,  Heauen  guide  him  to  thy  hufbands  cudgell  ; 
and  the  diuell  guide  his  cudgell  afterwards. 

Mif.  Ford.  But  is  my  hulband  comming  ? 

Mif  Page.  I in  good  fadneffe  is  hee,  and  talkes  of  the  balket 
too,  howfoeuer  he  hath  had  intelligence. 

Mif  Ford.  Wee’l  try  that : for  He  appoint  my  men  to  car- 
ry the  balket  againe,  to  meete  him  at  the  doore  with  it,  as  they 
did  laft  time. 

■ Miji.  Page.  Nay,  but  hee’l  be  heere  prefently  : let’s  goe 
drelTe  him  like  the  witch  of  Brainford, 

MiJl,  Ford.  He  firH  direff  my  men,  what  they  (hall  do  with 
the  balket : Goe  vp.  He  bring  linnen  for  him  (Iraight. 

Mif.  Page.  Hang  him  dilhonft  varlet. 

We  cannot  mifufe  enough : 

We'll  leave  a proofe  by  that  which  we  will  doe, 

Wiues  may  be  merry,  and  yet  honefl:  too  : 

We  doe  not  adle  that  often,  iefi:,  and  laugh, 

»Tis  old,  but  true.  Hill  fwine  eats  all  the  draugh. 

MiJi,  Ford.  Go  Sirs,  take  the  bas  ba(ket  againe  on  ■ your 
(houlders  : your  maHer  is  hard  at  doore : if  he  bid  you  fet  it 
downe,  obey  him  ; quickly,  difpatch. 

1 Ser.  Come,  come,  take  it  vp. 

2 Ser.  Pray  heauen  it  be  not  full  of  knight  againe.” 

I Ser.  I hope  not,  I had  liefe  as  beare  fo  much  lead.. 

Ford.  I,  but  if  it  proue  true  (mailer  Page ) haue  you  any 
way  then  to  vnfoole  mee  againe.  Set  downe  the  bafket  vil- 
laine  : fome  body  call  my  wife  : youth  in  a bafket : Oh  you 
panderly  rafcals,  there’s  a knot  : a gin,  a packe,  a confpira- 
cie  againfl  mee.  Now  (hall  the  diuel  be  (ham’d.  What 
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wife  I fay  : Come,  come  forth  : behold  what  honefl  cloathes 
you  fend  forth  to  bleaching. 

Page.  Why,  this  pafTes  mafter  Ford^  your  are  not  to  goe 
loofe  any  longer,  you  mud:  be  pinnion’d. 

Eiians.  Why,  this  is  lunaticks  : this  is  madde,  as  a mad 
dogge. 

Shal.  Indeed  mafler  Ford^  this  is  not  well  indeed. 

Ford.  So  fay  I too  fir,  come  hither  midris  F/?r^/midris  Ford, 
the  honed  woman,  the  moded  wife,  the  vertuous  creature,  that 
hath  the  iealous  foole  to  her  hufband  : I fupc<5l  without  caufe 
(midris)  do  I ? 

Miji.  Ford.  Heauen  be  my  witneffe  you  do,  if  you  fufpeft 
me- in  any  difhonedy. 

Ford.  Well  faid  brazen-face,  hold  it  out  : Come  forth 
firrah. 

Page.  This  pades. 

MiJi.  Ford.  Are  you  not  adiam’d,  let  the  cloths  alone. 

Ford.  I diall  finde  you  anon. 

Elian.  ’Tis  vnreafonable ; will  you  take  vp  your  wiues 
cloathes  ? come,  away. 

Ford.  Empty  the  balket  I fay. 

Mif.  Ford.  Why  man,  why  ? 

Ford.  Mader  Page,  as  I am  a man,  there  was  one  conuay’d 
out  of  my  houfe  yederday  in  this  baflcet  : why  may  not  he  be 
there  againc,  in  my  houfe  I am  fure  hee  is  ; my  intelligence 
is  true,  my  iealoude  is  reafonable,  plucke  mee  out  all  the 
linnen. 

Miji.  Ford.  If  you  find  a man  there,  he  fhall  dye  a fleas 
death. 

Page.  Heer’s  no  man. 

Shal.  By  my  fidelity  this  is  not  well  mader  Ford : this 
wrongs  you. 

Euans.  Mader  Ford,  you  mud  pray,  and  not  follow  the  ima- 
ginations of  your  owne  heart  : this  is  icaloufies. 
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Ford,  Well,  hee’s  not  heere  I feeke  for. 

Page,  No,  nor  no  where  elfe  but  in  your  braine. 

Ford,  HeJpe  to  fearch  my  houfe  this  one  time  : If  I find 
not  what  I feeke,  fhew  no  colour  for  my  extremity  ; let  me 
for  euer  be  your  table  fport;  let  them  fity  of  me,  as  iealous  as 
Ford,  that  fearch’d  a hollow  wall-nut  for  his  wiues  Icmman. 
Satisfie  me  once  more,  once  more  ferch  with  me. 

Mij?.  Ford.  What  hoa  (midris  Page,)  come  you  and 
the  old  woman  downe  ; my  hufband  will  come  into  the 
chamber. 

Ford,  Old  woman  ? what  old  womans  that  ? 

M.  Ford.  Why  it  is  my  maids  aunt  of  Brainford, 

Ford.  A witch,  a queane,  an  olde  couzening  queane : haue 
I not  forbid  her  my  houfe.  She  comes  of ’errands,  do’s  (he  ? 
we  are  fimple  men,  \vee  doe  not  know  what’s  brought  to  pade 
vnder  the  profeiTion  of  fortune  telling,  (he  workesby  charmes, 
by  fpels,  by  th’  figure,  and  fuch  dawbry  as  this  is,  beyond 
our  element : wee  know  nothing.  Come  downe  you  witch, 
you  hagge  you,  come  downe  I fay. 

M[f.  Ford.  Nay,  good  fweet  hufband,  good  gentlemen,  let 
him  not  ftrike  the  old  woman. 

Mif.  Page.  Come  mother  Prat,  come  giue  me  your  hand, 

Ford.  He  Prat-h.tr  : out  of  my  doore,  you  witch,  you  hagge, 
you  baggage,  you  poulcat,  you  runnion,  out,  out : He  coniure 
you.  He  fortune-tell  you. 

Mif.  Page.  Are  you  not  afh'am’d  ? 

I thinke  you  haue  kill’d  the  poore  woman. 

Mif.  Ford.  Nay  hee  wdll  do  it,  ’tis  a goodly  credit  for  you. 

Ford.  Hang  her  witch. 

pAiaii.  By  yea,  and  no,  I thinke  the  o’man  is  a witch  in- 
deede  : I like  not  when  a o’mans  has  a great  peard  ; I fpie  a 
great  peard  vnder  his  muffler. 

Ford.  Will  you  follow  gentlemen,  I befeech  you  follow  ; fee 
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but  the  ifTue  of  my  iealoufie.  If  I cry  out  thus  vpon  no 
traile,  neuer  trull  me  when  I open  againe. 

Page.  Let’s  obey  his  humour  a little  further  ; 

Come  gentlemen. 

Mi/.  Page.  Trull  me  he  beate  him  moft  pittifully. 

Mif.  Ford.  Nay  by  th’  malTe  that  he  did  not  ; he  beate  him 
moll  vnpittifully,  me  thought. 

Mi/  Page,  lie  haue  the  cudgell  hallow’d,  and  hung  ore 
the  altar,  it  hath  done  meritorious  feruice. 

Mi/.  Ford.  What  thinke  you  ? May  wee  with  the  warrant 
of  woman-hood,  and  the  witnelTe  of  a good  confcience,  pur- 
fue  him  with  any  further  reuenge  ^ 

M.  Page.  The  fpirit  of  wantonnelTe  is  fure  fear’d  out  of 
him,  if  the  diuell  haue  him  not  in  fee-fimple,  with  find  and' 
recouery,  he  will  neuer  (I  thinke)  in  the  way  of  walle,  attempt 
vs  againe. 

Mifl.  Ford,  Shall  we  tell  our  hu (bands  how  wee  haue  feru’d 
him  ? 

Mift,  Page.  Yes,  by  all  meanes  .:  if  it  be  but  to  ferape  the 
figures  out  of  your  hulbands  braines  : if  they  can  find  in  their 
hearts,  the  poore  vnuertuous  fat  knight  lhall  be  any  further 
afflicfled,  we  two  will  bee  fiill  the  minifiers. 

Mift.  Ford.  He  warrant,  they’l  haue  him  publlquely  Iham’d 
and  me  thinkes  there  would  be  no  period  to  ieft,  Ihould  he 
not  be  publikely  Iham’d. 

Mift  Page.  Come,  to  the  Forge  with  it,  then  lhape  it : I 
then  lliape  it : 1 would  not  have  things  coole.  Exeunt, 

Sccena  Tertia. 

Enter  Hofi  and  Bardolfe. 

Bar.  Sir,  the  Germane  defires  to  haue  three  of  your  horfes  ; 
the  duke  hiinfelfe  will  be  to  morrow  at  court,  and  they  are 
going  to  meete  him. 

Hoji,  What  duke  Ihould  that  be  comes  fo.fecretly  ? I heare 
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not  of  him  in  the  court  : let  me  fpeake  with  the  gentlemen 
they  fpeake  Englijh  ? 

Bar.  I Sir,  He  call  him  to  you. 

Hojl.  They  /hall  haue  my  horfes,  but  He  make  them  pay  . 
He  fauce  them,  they  haue  had  my  houfes  a weeke  at  com- 
maund.  I haue  turn’d  away  my  other  gue/ls,  they  muft 
come  off,  He  fa  wee  them,  come.  ' Exeunt. 

Scoena  Quarta. 

Enter  Page,  Ford,  mifiris  Page,  mijiris  Ford,  and  Euans. 

Euan.  ’Tis  one  of  the  beft  diferetions  of  a o’mans  as  euer  I 
did  looke  vpon. 

Page.  And  did  he  fend  you  both  thefe  letters  at  an  in- 
flan t ? 

Mift.  Page.  Within  a quarter  of  an  houre. 

Ford.  Pardon  me  (wife)  henceforth  doe  what  thou  wilt  : 

I rather  will  fufpefl  the  funne  with  gold, 

Then  thee  with  wantonnes  : Now  doth  thy  honor  ftand 
(In  him  that  was  of  late  an  heretike) 

As  firme  as  faith. 

Page.  ’Tis  well,  ’tis  well,  no  more  : 

Be  not  as  extreme  in  fubmi/Tion,  as  in  offence, 

But  let  our  plot  go  forward  : Let  our  wiues 
Yet  once  againe  (to  make  vs  publike  fport) 

Appoint  a meeting  with  this  old  fat-fellow. 

Where  we  may  take  him,  and  difgrace  him  for  it. 

Ford.  There  is  no  better  way  then  that  they  fpoke  of. 

Page.  How  to  fend  him  word  they’ll  meet  him  in  the  parke 
at  midnight  ?-  Fie,  fie,  he’ll  never  come. 

Evan.  You  fay  he  has  bin  throwne  in  the  riuers : and  has 
bin  greeuoufly  peaten,  as  an  old  o’man : me-thinkes  there 
fhould  be  terror  in  him,  that  hee  fliould  not  come  : Me-thinkes 
his  flefh  is  punlfli’d,  hee  fhall  haue  no  defires. 
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So  thinke  I too. 

DI.  Ford.  Devife  but  how  you ’I  vfe  him  when  he  comes, 
and  let  us  two  deuife  to  bring  him  thither. 

Mif.  Page.  There  is  an  old  tale  goes,  that  Herne  the  hunter 
(Sometime  a keeper  heere  in  Windfor  forreft) 

Doth  all  the  winter  time,  at  flill  midnight, 

Walke  round  about  an  Oake,  with  great  rag’d-hornes,  • 

And  there  he  blafts  the  tree,  and  takes  the  cattle. 

And  make  milch- kine  yeeld  blood,  and  /hakes  a chaine 
In  a mo/I  hideous  and  dredfull  manner. 

You  hnue  heard  of  fuch  a fpirit,  and  well  you  know 
The  fuper/Iitious  idle-headed-cld 
Receiu’d,  and  did  deliuer  to  onr  age  , 

This  tale  of  Herne  the  hunter,  for  a truth. 

Page  Why  yet  there  want  not  many  that  do  feare 

In  deepe  of  night  to  walke  by  this  Herne s oake*. 

But  what  of  this  ? 

\ 

Mift.  Ford.  Marry  this  is  our  deuife. 

That  Faijiajfe  at  that  oake  /Iiall  meete  with  vs. 

Page.  Well,  let  it  not  be  doubted  but  he’ll  come, 

And  in  this  /hape,  when  you  haue  brought  him  thether. 
What. /hall  be  done  with  him  ? What  is  your  plot  ? ' 

Mif.  Page.  That  likewife  haue  we  thoght  vpon  and  thus : 
Nan  Page  (my  daughter)  and  my  little  fonne, 

And  three  or  four  more  of  their  growth,  wee’l  dre/Te 
Like  vrehins,  ouphes,  and  fairies,  greene  and  white, 

With  rounds  of  waxen  tapers  on  their  heads- 
And  rattles  in  their  hands  ; vpon  a fodaine, 

As  FdIJiaffe,  /he,  and  I,  are  newly  met, 

Let  them  from  forth  a favv-pit  ru/h  at  oncei 
With  fome  di/Fufed  fong  : vpon  their  fight 
We  two,  in  great  amazedne/Ie  will  flye  ; 

Then  let  them  all  encircle  him  about. 

And  fairy-like  to  pinch  the  vneleane  knight ; 
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And  afke  him  why  that  hoiire-  of  fairy  reuell. 

In  their  fo  facred  pathes,  he  dares  to  tread 
In  fhape  prophane. 

Ford.  And  till  he  tell  the  truth, 

Let  the  fuppofed  fairies  pinch  him,  found, 

And  burne  him  with  their  Tapers. 

Mif,  Page.  The  truth  being  knowne. 

We’ll  all  prefent  our  felues;  dif-horne  the  fpirit. 

And  mocke  him  home  to  Windfor. 

' Ford.  The  children  muff 

Be  practis’d  well  to  this,  or  they’ll  neu’r  doo’t. 

Euan.  I will  teach  the  children  their  behauiours  and  I will : 
be  like  a iacke-an-apes  alfo,  to  burne  the  knight  with  my 
taber. 

Ford.  That  will  be  excellent, 

'He  go  buy  them  vizards. 

Mif.  Page.  My  Nan  lhall  be  the  queene  of  all  the  fairies, 
finely  attired  in  a robe  of  white. 

Page.  That  filke  will  I go  buy,  and  in  that  time 
Shall  M.  Slender  fieale  my  Nan  away. 

And  tnarry  her  at  Eaton  ; go,  fend  to  Faljlaffe  firaight. 

Ford.  Nay.  He  to  him  againe  in  the  name  of  Broome^ 

Hee’l  tell  me  all  his  purpofe : fare  hee’l  come. 

Miji.  Page.  Feare  not  you  that ; go  get  vs  properties 
And  tricking  fortnir  fairies. 

Euans.  Let  vs  about  it. 

It  is  admirable  pleafures,  and  ferry  honefi:  knaueries. 

Mif.  Page.  Go  Mif.  Ford, 

Send  quickly  to  fir  lohn,  to  know  his  minde  ; 

He  to  the  do6lor,  he  hath  my  good  will. 

And  none  but  he  to  marry  with  Nan  Page ; 

That  Slender  (though  well  landed)  is  an  ideot. 

And  he,  my  hufband  beft  of  all  affe^ls  ; 

The  dodlor  is  well  monied,  and  friends 
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Potent  at  court ; he,  none  but  he  fhall  haue  her. 

Though  twenty  thoufand  worthier  come  to  craueher. 

> Scoena  Quarta. 

Enter  Hoft,  Simple,  Faljflaffe,  Bardolfe,  Euans,  Caius, 

Quickly. 

Hoji.  What  would  thou  haue  ? (boore)  what  ? (thick  Ikin) 
fpeake,  breathe,  difcuflTe  ; breefe,  Ihort,  quicke,  nap. 

Simp.  Marry  fir,  I come  to  fpeake  with  fir  lohn  Faljlaffe, 
from  mailer  Slender. 

HoJi.  There’s  his  chamber,  his  houfe,  his  caflle  his  flanding- 
bed  and  truckle-bed  : ’tis  painted  about  with  the  ftory  of  the 
Prodigall  frefh  and  new  : goe,  knocke  and  call  : hee’l  fpeake 
like  an  Anthropophaginian  vnto  thee  ; knocke  I fay. 

Simp.  There’s  an  olde  woman,  a fat  woman  gone  vp  Into 
his  chamber  ; He  be  fo  bold  as  flay  fir  till  flie  come  downe  I 
come  to  fpeake  with  her  indeed. 

HoJl.  Ha  ? a fit  woman  ? the  knight  may  be  robb’d  ; He 
call.  Bully-knight,  bully  fir  lohn  ; fpeake  from  thy  lungs 
military  ; art  thou  there  ? it  is  thine  hofl,  thine  Ephefian 
cals. 

Fal.  How  now,  mine  hoH  ? 

Hoji.  Here’s  a Bohemian-Tartar  taries  the  comming  downe 
of  thy  fat-woman.  Let  her  defcend  (^ully)  let  her  defcend  ; ' 
my  chambers  are  honourable ; Fie,  priuacy  ? fie. 

F2/.- There  was  (mine  holl)  an  old-fat-woman  euen  now 
with  me,  but  (he’s  gone. 

Shnp.  Pray  you  fir,  was’t  not  the  wife-woman  of  Brain* 
ford  ? 

Fal.  I marry  was  it  (mulfel-lhell)  \Y'hat  would  you  with  her  ? 

Simp.  My  mailer  (fir)  my  mailer  Slender y fent  to  her  feeing 
her  go  thorough  the  llreets,  to  know  '(fir)  whether  one  Nim 
(fir)  that  beguil’d  him  of  a chaine,  had  the  chaine  or  no. 

FaL 
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FaL  I fpake  with  the  old  woman  about  it. 

Sim.  And  what  fayes  die,  I pray  fir  > 

Fal.  Marry  Ihee  fayes,  that  the  very  fame  man  that  beguil’d 
mafler  Slender  of  his  chaine,  cozon’d  him  of  it. 

Sim.  I would  I could  haue  fpoken  with  the  woman  her- 
felfe,  I had  other  things  to  haue  fpoken  with  her  too,  from 
him. 

Fal.  What  are  they  ? let  vs  know. 

Hqft.  I ; come,  quicke. 

Fal.  I may  not  conceale  them  (fir.) 

Bojl.  Conceale  them,  or  thou  di’il:. 

Sim.  Why  fir,  they  were  nothing  but  about  mifiris  Anne 
Page,  to  know  if  it  were  my  mailer  fortune  to  haue  her,  or 
no. 

Fal.  ’Tis  ’tis  his  fortune. 

Sim.  What  fir  ? 

Fal.  To  haue  her,  or  no  : goe ; fay  the  woman  told  me  fo. 

Simple.  May  I be  bold  to  fay  fo  fir  ? 

Fal.  I fir  : like  who  more  bold. 

Simp.  I thanke  your  worlhip  : I fliall  make  my  mader  glad 
with  thefe  tydings. 

Hofi.  Thou  are  clearkly ; thou  are  clearkly  (fir  lohi)  waS 
there  a wife  woman  with  thee  I 

Fal.  I that  there  was  (mine  hod)  one  that  hath  taught  me 
more  wit,  then  euer  I learn’d  before  in  my  life  ; and  I paid 
nothing  for  it  neither,  but  was  paid  for  my  learning. 

Bar.  Out  alas  (fir)  cozonage  : meere  cozonage. 

Bofl.  Where  be  my  horfes  ? fpeake  well  of  them  varletto.  v 
. Bar.  Run  away  with  the  cozoners  : for  fo  foone  as  I came 
beyond  Eaton,  they  threw  me  off,  from  behinde  one  of  them, 
in  a dough  of  myre ; and  fet  fpurres,  and  away ; like  three 
Cermane-^wxQh  ; three  do<5lor  FaiiJlaJJ'es. 

Hoji.  They  are  gone  but  to  meete  the  duke  (villaine)  doe 
not  fay  they  be  fled  : Germanes  are  honed  men. 

Eiians. 
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Eiians.  Where  is  mine  hoft  ? 

Hoji,  What  is  the  matter  fir  ? 

Euan.  Haue  a care  of  your  entertainments : there  is  a friend 
of  mine  come  to  towne,  tels  mce  there  is  three  coztn- lermansj 
that  has  cozened  all  the  hofts  of  ReadinSy  of  Maidenhead',  of 
Cole-brooke,  of  horfes  and  money : I tell  you  for  good  will 
(looke  you)  you  are  wife,  and  full  of  gibes,  and  vloutlng- 
ftocks  and  ’tis  not  conuenient  you  Ihould  be  cozoned.  Fare 
you  well. 

Cat.  Ver’  is  mine  hoft  de  iarteere  ? 

Hoji.  Here(mafter  do(ftor)  in  perplexitie,  and  doubtfull  de- 
lemma. 

Cai.  I cannot  tell  vat  is  dat : but  it  is  tell-a-me,  dat  you 
make  grand  preparation  for  a duke  de  lamanie  : by  my  trot ; 
der  is  no  duke  that  the  court  is  know,  to  come  ; I tell  you  for 
good  will ; adieu. 

HoJi.  Huy  and  cry,  (villaine)  goe : aftift  me  knight,  I am 
vndone  : fly,  run  : huy,  and  cry  (villaine)  I am  vndone. 

Fal.  I would  all  the  world  might  bee  cozond,  for  I hauc 
beene  cozond  and  beaten  too  : if  it  ftiould  come  to  the  eare  of 

I 

the  court,  how  I haue  beeue  transformed;  and  how  my  tranf- 
formation  hath  beene  walh’d,  and  cudgeld,  they  would  melt 
me  out  of  my  fat  drop  by  drop,  and  liquor  fifliermcns-boots 
with  me  : I warrant  they  would  whip  mee  with  their  fine 
wits,  till  1 were  as  creft-faine  as  a dride-peare  I near  profper’d 
fince  I forfwore  my  felfe  at  P rimer o : well,  if  my  winde  were 
but  long  enough  ; I would  repent ; now  ? whence  come 
you  ? 

^li.  From  the  two  parties  for footh.- 

Fal.  The  diuell  take  one  partie,  and  his  dam  the  other : 
and  fo  they  fiiall  bee  both  beftowed  ; I haue  fuffer’d  more  for 
their  fakes  ; more  then  the  villanous  inconftancy  of  man’s 
difpofition  is  able  to  beare. 

^i.  And  haue  not  they  fuffer’d  ? yesj  I warrant  ; fpe- 
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cloudy  one  of  them  ; miftris  Ford  (good  heart)  is  beaten  blacke 
and  blew,  that  you  cannot  fee  a white  fpot  about  her. 

Fal  What  teU’Il  thou  mee  of  blacke,  and  blew  ? I was 
beaten  my  felfe  into  all  the  colours  of  the  raine-bow  : and  I 
was  like  to  be  apprehended  for  the  witch  of  Braineford,  bi;t 
that  my  admirable  dexteritie  of  wit,  my  counterfeiting  the 
a£lion  of  an  old  woman  deliuer’d  mee,  the  knaue  conftable  had 
fet  me  ith’  flocks,  ith’  common  Hocks,  for  a witch. 

Sir : let  me  fpeake  with  you  in  your  chamber,  you 
fhall  heare  how  things  goe,  and  (I  warrant)  to  your  content : 
here  is  a letter  will  fay  fomewhat  : (good-hearts)  what  a*doe 
here  is  to  bring  you  together  ? Sure,  one  of  you  do’s  not 
ferue  heauen  well,  that  you  are  fo  crofs’d. 

Fal.  Come  vp  into  my  chamber.  , Exeunt, 

Scoena  Sexta. 

Eriter  Fenton,  Hoft, 

/ 

Hofl.  Mailer  Fenton,  talke  not  to  me,  my  minde  is  heauy  . 
I will  giue  oner  all. 

Fen.  Yet  heare  me  fpeake ; alTifl  me  in  my  purpofe. 

And  (as  I am  a gentleman)  lie  giue  thee 
A hundred  pound  in  gold,  more  then  your  Ioffe. 

Hofl.  I will  heare  you  (mailer  Fenton)  and  I will  (at  the 
leafl)  keepe  your  counfell. 

Fen.  From  time  to  time,  I haue  acquainted  you 
With  the  deare  lone  I beare  to  faire  Anne  Page, 

Who,  mutually,  hath  anfwer’d  my  affeflion, 

(So  farre  forth,  as  her  felfe  might  be  her  choofer) 

Euen  to  my  wilh  ; I haue  a letter  from  her 
Of  fuch  contents,  as  you  will  wonder  at  ; 

The  mirth  whereof,  fo  larded  with  my  matter. 

That  neither  (fingly)  can  be  manifefled 
Without  the  fhew  of  both  : fat  Faljiaffe 
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Hath  a great  fcene  ; the  image  of  the  left. 

He  fhow  you  here  at  large  (harke  good  mine  hofl ;) 

To  night  at  Henics-Ok^y  iufl:  ’twixt  twelue  and  one. 

Mull  my  fvveet  Nari  prefent  the  fairie  queene  ; 

The  purpofe  why,  is  here  : in  which  difguife 
While  other  lefts  are  fomething  ranke  on  foote. 

Her  father  hath  commanded  her  to  flip 
Away  with  Slender ^ and  with  him,  at  Eaton 
Immediately  to  marry  ; llie  hath  confented.  Now  ftr, 

Her  mother,  (euen  ftrong  againft  that  match 
And  firme  for  doctor  Cairn)  hath  appointed 
That  he  ftiall  likewife  ftiuffle  her  away, 

While  other  fports  are  talking  of  their  mindes. 

And  at  the  Deanry^  where  a prieft  attends 
Strait  marry  her  : to  this  her  mothers  plot 
She  (feemingly  obedient)  likewife  hath 
Made  promife  to  the  doeftor  ; now,  thus  it  refts, 

Her  father  meanes  (he  fliall  be  all  in  white ; 

And  in  that  habit,  when  Slender  fees  his  time 
To  take  her  by  the  hand,  and  bid  her  goe. 

She  ftiall  go  with  him  ; her  mother  hath  intended 
(The  better  to  denote  her  to  the  doflgr  ; 

For  they  muft  all  be  malk’d,  and  vizarded) 

That  quaint  in  greene,  flie  ftiall  be  loofe  en-roab’d. 

With  ribonds  pendant,  flaring  ’bout  her  head  ; 

And  when  the  do(ftor  fpies  his  vantage  ripe, 

To  pinch  her  by  the  hand,  and  on  that  token. 

The  maid  hath  giuen  confent  to  go  with  him. 

Hojt.  Which^nieanes  ftie  to  deceiue  ? father,  or  mother. 
Fen.  Both  (my  good  hoft)  to  go  along  with  me  : 

And  heere  it  refts,  that  you’l  procure  the  vicar 
To  flay  for  me  at  church,  ’twixt  twelue,  and  one, 

And  in  the  lawfull  name  of  marrying, 

To  giue  our  hearts  vnited  ceremony. 
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Hojl.  Well,  hulband  your  deuice  ; He  to  the  vicar^ 

Bring  you  the  maid,  your  fliall  not  lacke  a priefl. 

Fen.  So  fhall  I euermore  be  bound  to  thee ; 

Befides,  He  make  a prefent  recompence.  Exeunt. 

ACTUS  QJLJ  I N T U S. 

Scoena  Prima. 

I 

Enter  FalftafFe,  Quickly  and  Ford. 

Fal.  Pre’thee  no  more  pratling  ; goe,  ile  hold,  this  is  the 
third  time  : I hope  good  lucke  lies  in  odde  numbers  : away, 
go,  they  fay  there  is  diuinity  in  odde  numbers,  either  in  nati- 
uity,  chance,  or  death  : away. 

^ui.  He  prouide  you  a chaine,  and  lie  do  what  I can  to  get 
you  a paire  of  homes. 

Fal.  Away  I fay,  time  weares,  hold  up  your  head  and 
mince.  Flow  now  mafler  Broome  P Mafrer  Broomcy  the  matter 
will  bee  known  to  night,  or  neuer  : bee  you  in  the  parke  about 
midnight,  at  Her?ies-02i\iQ,  and  you  fhall  fee  wonders. 

Ford.  Went  you  not  to  her  yeflerday  (fir)  as  you  told  me 
you  had  appointed  ? 

Fal.  I went  to  her,  Broome)  as  you  fee,  like  a poore- 

old-man,  but  I came  from  her  (mafler  Broome)  like  a poore- 
old-woman;  that  fame  knaue  {Ford  her  hulband)  hath  the 
fineft  mad  diuell  of  iealoufie  in  him  (mafler  Broome)  that 
euer  gouern’d  frenfie.  I will  tell  you,  hebeate  me  greeuoufly, 
in  the  fhape  of  a woman  : (for  in  the  fhape  of  man  (mafler 
Broome)  I feare  not  Goliah  with  a weauers  beame,  becaufe  I 
know  alfo,  life  is  a fhuttle)  I am  in  hall,  go  along  with  mee, 
lie  tell  you  all  (mafler  Broome  : ) fince  I pluckt  geefe,  plaide 
trewant,  and  whipt  top,  I knew  not  what  ’twas  to  be  beaten, 
till  lately^  Follow  me,  Ile  tell  you  flrange  things  of  this 

knaue 
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knaue  Ford,  on  whom  to  night  I will  be  reuenged,  and  I will 
deliuer  his  wife  into  your  hand.  Follow,  fliange  things  in 
hand  (mailer  Broome)  follow.  Exeunt, 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Page,  Shallow,  Slender. 

Page.  Come,  come  : wee’ll  couch  i’th  caflle-ditch,  till  we 
fee  the  light  of  our  fairies.  Remember  fonne  Slender^  my 

Slen.  I forfooihe,  I haue  fpoke  with  her,  and  wee  haue  a 
nay-word,  how  to  know'one  another.  I come  to  her  in  white, 
and  cry  mum  ; fne  cries  budget,  and  by  that  we  know  one 
another. 

Shal.  That’s  good  too  : but  what  needes  either  your  Mum, 
or  her  Budget  ? The  white  will  decipher  her  well  enough.  It 
hath  Rrooke  ten  a’clocke. 

Page.  The  night  is  darke,  light  and  fpirits  will  become  it 
well  : heauen  profper  our  fport.  No  man  meanes  euill  but 
the  deuill,  and  we  (hall  know  him  by  his  homes.  Lets 
away  : follow  me.  Exeunt. 


Scoena  Tertia. 

Enter  mif.  Page,  mif.  Ford,  Caius. 

Mifl.  Page.  Mailer  do61or,  my  daughter  is  in  green,  when 
you  fee  your  time,  take  her  by  the  hand,  away  with  her  to 
the  deanerie,  and  difpatch  it  quickly  ; goe  before  into  the 
/ parke  ; we  two  muA:  goe ’together. 

Cat.  I know  vat  I haue  to  do,  adieu. 

Miji.  Page.  Fare  you  well  (fir :)  my  hulband  will  not  re- 
ioyce  fo  much  at  the  abufe  of  Faljlaffe,  as  he  will  chafe  at  the 
doflors  marrying  my  daughter  ; but  ’tis  no  matter  5 better  a 
little  chiding,  then  a great  deale  of  heart-breake. 

VoL.  I.  N 


Mif. 
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Mif.  Ford.  Where  is  Nan  now  ? and  her  troope  of  fairies  ? 
and  the  JVelch-&tm\\  Herne  ? 

Miji.  Page,  They  are  couch’d  in  a pit  hard  by  Hemes 
oake,  with  obfcur’d  lights  ; which  at  the  very  inftant  of  FaU 
Jiaffes  and  our  meeting,  they  will  at  once  difplay  to  the  night. 

Mif,  Ford,  That  cannot  choofe  but  amaze  him. 

Mif,  Page,  If  he  be  not  amaz’d,  he  will  be  mock’d  ; If  he 
be  amaz’d,  he  will  euery  way  be  mock’d. 

Mif  Ford,  Wee’ll  betray  him  finely. 

Mijt,  Page,  Againft  fuch  lewdflers,  and  their  lechery, 
Thofe  that  betray  them,  do  no  treachery. 

MiJi,  Ford»  The  houre  drawes-on ; to  the  oake,  to  the  oake. 

Exeunt, 


Scoena  Quarta. 


Enter  Euans  and  Fairies. 

Euans,  Trib,  trib fairies  ; come,  and  remember  your  parts: 
be  pold  (I  pray  you)  follow  me  into  the  pit,  and  when  I giue 
the  watch-’ords,  do  as  I pid  you  ; come,  come  trib,  trib. 

Exeunt, 


Scosna  Quarta. 


Enter  FalHafte,  mijiris  Page,  mijlris  Ford,  Euans,  Anne 
Page,  Fairies,  Page,  Ford,  Quickly,  Slender,  Fenton,  Caius, 
PiAoll. 

Fal,  The  JVindfor-he\\  hath  firoke  twelue  : the  minute 
drawes  on  : Now  the  hot-bloodied-gods  aflifl  mee  ; remember 
hue,  thou  was’t  a bull  for  thy  Europa,  loue  fet  on  thy  homes, 
O powerfull  loue,  that  in  fome  refpeffs  makes  a beaff  a man  : 
in  fome  other,  a man  a beaft.  You  were  alfo  ( lupiter)  a fwan, 
for  the  loue  of  Leda  : O omnipotent  loue,  how  nere  the  god 
drew  to  the  complexion  of  a goofe  : a fault  done  firft  in  the 

forme 
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forme  of  a beafl:,  (O  loue^  a beaflly  fault  :)  and  then  another 
fault,  in  the  femblance  of  a fowle,  thinke  on’t  f loite)  a fowle- 
fault.  When  gods  haue  hot  backes,  what  (hall  poore  men 
doe  ? For  me,  I am  heerc  a Windfor  ftagge,  and  the  fattefl  (I 
thinke)  i’th  forrefl.  Send  me  a coole  rut-time  ( hue ) or  who 
can  blame  me  to  piffe  my  tallow  ? \V  ho  comes  here  ? my 
doe  ? 

M.  Ford.  Sir  John  ? Art  thou  there  (my  deere  ?) 

My  male-deere  ? 

Fa/.  My  doe,  with  the  blackefcut?  letthefkie  raine  potatoes  : 
let  it  thunder,  to  the  tune  of  Greene-fleeues,  haile-kifTing  com- 
fit, and  fnow  eringoes  ; let  there  come  a tempeft  of  prouo- 
cation,  I will  (helter  me  heere. 

3h/.  Ford.  MiftrisFa^e  is  come  with  me  (fweet  heart.) 

Fal.  Diuide  me  like  a brib’d-bucke,  each  a haunch  : I will 
keepe  my  Tides  to  my  felfe,  my  fiioulders  for  the  fellow  of  this 
walke  ; and  my  homes  I bequeath  your  hufband.  Am  I a 
woodman,  ha  ? Speake  I like  Herne  the  hunter  ? Why,  now  is 
Cupid  a child  of  confcience,  he  makes  reflitution.  As  I am 
a true  fpirit,  welcome. 

M.'Page.  Alas,  what  noife 

M.  Ford.  Heauen  forgiue  our  finnes. 

FaL  What  (liould  this  be  ? 

M.  Ford.  M.  Page.  Away,  away. 

Fal.  I thinke  the  diuell  will  not  haue  me  damn’d, 

Left  the  oyle  that’s  in  me  (hould  fet  hell  on  fire  ; 

He  would  neuer  elfe  crolTe  me  thus. 

Enter  Fairies. 

Fairies  blacke,  gray,  greene,  and  white. 

You  moone-(hine  reuellers,  and  (hades  of  night. 

You  orphan  heires  of  fixed  deftiny, 

Attend  your  office,  and  your  quality. 

Crier  Hob-goblyn,  make  the  fairy  Oyes. 

N 2 Piji. 


The  merry  Wiues  of  Windsor. 

P\fi.  Eiues,  lift  your  names  : filence  you  aiery  toyes. 
Cricket,  to  Windforc~z\-Xs^vi\^%  fhalt  thou  leape  ; 

Where  fires  thou  find’h;  vnrak’d,  and  hearths  vnfwept, 

There  pinch  the  maids  as  blew  as  bill-berry, 

Our  radiant  queene,  hates  fluttery. 

Fal.  They  are  fairies,  he  that  fpeaks  to  them  fhall  die, 

He  winke,  and  couch  : no  man  their  workes  muft  eie. 

Euan.  Wher’s  Bede  P Go  you,  and  where  yoa  finde  a maid 
That  ere  fhe  fleepe  has  thrice  her  prayers  faid, 

Raife  up  the  organs  of  her  fantafie, 

Sleepe  fhe  as  found  as  carelefTe  infahcie, 

But  thofe  as  fleepe,  and  thinke  not  on  their  fins, 

Pinch  them  armes,  legs,  backes,  fhoulders,  fides,  and  fhins. 
About,  about  : 

Search  Windjor  caflie  (eiues)  within,  and  out  : 

Strew  good  lucke  (ouphes)  on  euery  facred  roome. 

That  it  may  ftand  till  the  perpetuall  doome. 

In  flate  as  wholfome,  as  in  flate  ’tis  fit. 

Worthy  the  owner,  and  the  owner  it. 

The  feuerall  chaires  of  order,  looke  you  fcowre 
With  iuyce  of  balme ; and  euery  precious  flower. 

Each  faire  inflalment,  coate,  and  feu’rall  creft. 

With  loyail  blazon,  euermore  be  bleft. 

And  nightly- meadow  fairies,  looke  you  fing 
Like  to  the  garters-compafle,  in  a ring, 

Th’  expreflure  that  it  beares  : greene  let  it  be. 

Mote  fertile-frefh  then  all  the  field  to  fee  ; 

And,  Hony  foit  qui  mal-y -pence ^ write 
In  emrold-tufles,  flowres  purple,  blew,  and  white. 

Like  faphire-pearle,  and  rich  embroidery, 

Buckled  below  faire  knight-hoods  bending  knee  ; 

Fairies  vfe  flowres  for  their  charafterie  : 
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Away,  dlfperfe  : but  till  ’tis  one  a clocke. 

Our  dance  of  cuflome,  round  about  the  oke 
Oi  Herne  the  hunter,  let  vs  not  forget. 

Eu.  Pray  you  locke  hand  in  hand  : your  felues  In  order  fet. 
And  twenty  glo-wormes  fhall  our  lanthornes  bee 
To  guide  our  meafure  round  about  the  tree. 

But  flay,  I fmell  a man  of  middle  earth. 

Fal.  Heauens  defend  me  from  that  WelJJj  fairy. 

Left  he  transforme  me  to  a peece  of  cheefe. 

Pijloll,  Vilde  worme,  thou  waft  ore-look’d  euen  In  thy 
birth. 

^li.  With  triall-fire  touch  me  his  finger  end  ; 

If  he  be  chafte,  the  flame  will  backe  defeend 
And  turnc  him  to  no  paine : but  if  he  ftart, 

It  is  the  flefli  of  a corrupted  hart. 

Pijl,  A triall,  come. 

Euan.  Come  : will  this  wood  take  fire  ? 

Fal.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

^ui.  Corrupt,  corrupt,  and  tainted  in  defire. 

About  him  (fairies)  fing  a fcornfull  rime. 

And  as  you  trip,  ftill  pinch  him  to  your  time. 

The  Song. 

Fie  on  finnefull  phantafie  : jle  on  lujl,  and  luxurie. 

Liiji  is  but  a bloudy  f.re,  kindled  -with  vnehajie  defire^ 

Fed  in  heart  whofe  flames  afpirCy 
As  thoughts  do  blow  them  higher  and  higher  : 

Pinch  him  ( fairies ) miitiiall : pinch  him  for  his  villame. 
Pinch  him,  and  burnc  him,  and  turne  him  about, 

Fill  candles,  and Jlar-Ught , and  moonefhine  be  out. 

Page.  Nay  do  not  flye,  I thinke  we  haue  watcht  you  now  ; 
will  none  but  Herne  the  hunter  feruc  your  turne  ? 

N 3 
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>M.  Page.  I pray  you  come,  hold  up  the  ietlno  higher. 
Now  (good  fir  lohji)  how  like  you  Windfor  wiues  ? 

See  you  thefe  hulband  X do  not  thefe  faire  yoakes 
Become  the  forreft  better  then  the  towne  ? 

Ford.  Now  fir,  who’s  a cuckold  now  X 
Mafter  Broome,  Fal/laffes  a knaue,  a cuckpldy  knaue, 

Heere  are  his  homes  mafter  Broome  ; 

And  mafler  Broome,  he  hath  enioyed  nothing  of  Fords,  but 
his  buck-bafket,  his  cudgell,  and  twenty  pounds  of  money, 
which  mud:  be  paid  to  mafter  Broome,  his  horfes  are  arrefled 
for  it,  mader  Broome, 

M.  Ford.  Sir  lohn,  wee  haue  had  ill  lucke  : wee  could  neuer 
mcete  : I will  neuer  take  you  for  my  loue  againe,  but  I will 
alwayes  count  you  my  deere. 

Fal.  I doe  begin  to  perceiue  that  I am  made  anafle. 

Ford.  I,  and  an  oxe  too  ; both  the  proofes  are  extant. 

Fell.  And  thefe  are  not  fairies  ; 

I was  three  or  foure  times  in  the  thought  they  were  not  fairies, 
and  yet  the  guiltinede  of  'my  minde,  the  fodaine  furprize  of  my 
powers,  droue  the  grodenefle  of  the  foppery  into  a receiu’d 
beleefe,  in  defpight  of  the  teeth  of  all  rime  and  reafon,  that 
they  were  fairies.  See  now  how  wit  may  bee  made  a lacke-a- 
Lent,  when  ’tis  vpon  ill  imployment. 

Euans.  Sir  lohn  Faljiaffe,  feme  Got,  and  leaue  your  defires, 
and  fairies  will  not  pinfe  you. 

Ford.  Well  fa  id  fairy  Hugh. 

Euans.  And  leaue  you  your  iealouzies  too,  I pray  you. 

Ford.  I will  neuer  midrud:  my  wife  againe,  till  thou  art  able 
to  woo  her  in  good  Englijh. 

Fal.  Haue  I laid  my  braine  in  the  fun,  and  dri’de  it,  that 
it  wants  matter  to  preuent  fo  grolfe  ore-reaching  as  this  X 
Am  I ridden  with  a Welch  goate  too  X Shall  I haue  a coxcombe 
of  frize  X Tis  time  I were  choak’d  with  a peece  of  toaded 
cheefe. 
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Euan,  Seefe  is  not  good  to  giue  putter  j your  belly  is  all 
putter 

FaL  Seefe,  and  putter  ? Haue  I liu’d  to  (land  at  the  taunt  of 
one,  that  makes  fritters  of  Englijh  ? This  is  enough  to  be  the 
decay  of  luft  and  late-walking  through  the  realme. 

Mif.  Page.  Why  fir  lohuy  doe  you  thinke  though  wee  would 
haue  thrufl:  vertue  out  of  our  hearts  by  the  head  and  ftioulders, 
and  haue  giuen  our  felues  without  fcriiple  to  hell,  that  euer  the 
deuill  could  haue  made  you  our  delight  ? 

Ford.  What,  a hodge-pudding  ? a bag  of  flax  ? 

Mif.  Page.  A puft  man  ? 

Page.  Old,  cold,  wither’d,  and  of  intollerable  entrailes  ? 

Ford.  And  one  that  is  flanderous  as  Sathan  F 

Page.  And  as  poore  as  lob  ? 

Ford.  And  as  wicked  as  his  wife  ? 

Euan.  And  giuen  to  fornications,  and  to  tanernes,  and  facke, 
and  wine,  and  mctheglins,  and  to  drinkings  and  fwearings, 
and  tarings  ? pribles  and  prables  ? 

Fal.  Well,  I am  your  theame  : you  haue  the  flart  of  me, 
I am  deieffed  : I am  not  able  to  anfwer  the  Welch  flannell,  ig- 
norance itfelfe  is  plummet  ore  me,  vfe  mee  as  you  will. 

Ford.  Marry  flr,  wee’l  bring  you  to  Windfor  to  one  mafler 
Broome,  that  you  haue  cozon’d  of  money,  to  whom  you  fhould 
haue  bin  a pander  : ouer  and  aboue  that  you  haue  fuffer’d,  I 
thinke,  to  repay  that  money  will  be  a biting  afflidlion. 

Page.  Yet  be  cheerefull  knight  ; thou  flialt  eat  a pofTet  to 
night  at  my  houfe,  where  I will  defire  thee  to  laugh  at  my 
wife,  that  now  laughes  at  thee  : tell  her  mafler  Slender  hath 
married  her  daughter. 

Mif.  Ford.  Do£lors  doubt  that  ; 

If  Anne  Page  be  my  daughter,  - Ihe  is  (by  this)  doclour  Caius 
W'ife. 

% 

Slen.  Whoa  hoe,  hoe,  father  Page, 
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Pa^e.  Sonne  ? How  now  foune. 

Haue  you  difpatch’d  ? 

Slcn,  Difpatch’d  ? He  make  the  bell  in  'Glojlerjhire  know 
on’t  : would  I were  bang’d  la,  elfe. 

Page.  Of  what  fonne  ? 

Slen.  I came  yonder  at  Eaton  to  marry  miflris  Anne  Page, 
and  (lie’s  a great  lubberly  boy.  If  it  had  not  beene  i’th  church, 
I would  haue  fwing’d  him,  or  hee  fhould  haue  fwing’d  me. 
If  I did  not  thinke  it  had  beene  An7ie  Page,  would  I might 
neuer  flirre,  and  ’tis  a poft-mafters  boy. 

Page.  Vpon  my  life  then,  you  tooke  the  wrong. 

Slen.  What  neede  you  tell  me  that  ? I thinke  fo,  when  I 
tooke  a boy  for  a girle  : If  I had  beene  maried  to  him,  for  all 
he  was  in  womans  apparrell)  I would  not  haue  had  him. 

Page.  Why  this  isyourowne  folly. 

Did  not  I tell  you  how  you  ihould  know  my  daughter,  by 
her  garments  ? 

Slen.  I went  to  her  in  greene,  and  cried  mum,  and  (he  cride 
budget,  as  Amie  and  I had  appointed,  and  yet  it  was  wot  Anne, 
but  a poll  mafters  boy. 

M.  Page.  Good  George  be  not  angry,  I knew  of  your  pur. 
pofe  : turn’d  my  daughter  in  white,  and  indeede  fhee  is  now 
with  the  do(5lor  at  the  denerie,  and  there  married. 

Cat.  Ver  is  miflris  Page : by  Gar  I am  cozoned,  I ha  mar- 
ried oon  garfoon,  a boy ; oon  pefant,  by  Gar.  A boy,  it  is 
not  An  Page,  by  Gar,  I am  cozened. 

Mif.  Page.  Why  ? did  you  take  her  in  white  ? 

Cai.  I bee  Gar,  and  ’tis  a boy;  be  Gar  He  raife  all  Wmdfor. 

Ford.  This  is  ftrange  : who  hath  got  the  v\^\V A mie  P 

Page.  My  heart  mifgiues  me,  here  comes  mailer  Fenton. 
How  now  mailer  Fenton  P 

Anne.  Pardon  good  father,  good  my  mother  pardon. 

Page.  Now  millris ; 

How  chance  you  went  not  with  mailer  Sle?ider  P 
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Mif.  Page.  Why  went  you  not  with  mafter  do6lor,  maid  ? 
Fen.  You  do  amaze  her : heare  the  truth  of  it. 

You  would  haue  married  her  moft  ftiamefully. 

Where  there  was  no  proportion  held  in  loue  : 

The  truth  is,  fhe  and  I (long  fince  contrafled) 

Are  now  fo  fure  that  nothing  can  dilTolue  vs  ; 

Th’  offence  is  holy,  that  Ihe  hath  committed. 

And  this  deceit  loofes  the  name  of  craft. 

Of  difobedience,  or  vnduteous  title, 

Since  therein  (he  doth  euitate  and  Ihun 

A thoufand  irreligious  curfed  houres 

Which  forced  marriage  would  haue  brought  vpon  her. 

Ford.  Stand  not  amaz’d,  here  is  no  remedie : 

In  loue,  the  heanens  themfelues  do  guide  the  flate. 

Money  buyes  lands,  and  wiues  are  fold  by  fate. 

Fal.  I am  glad,  though  you  haue  tane  a fpecial  fland  to 
flrike  at  me,  that  your  arrow  hath  glanc’d. 

Page.  Well,  what  remedy  ? Fenton^  heauen  giue  thee  ioy, 
What  cannot  be  efchew’d,  muft  be  embrac’d. 

Fal.  When  night-dogges  run,  all  forts  of  deere  are  chac’d. 
Mif.  Page.  Well,  I will  mufe  no  further  : mafter  Fenton, 
Heauen  giue  you  many,  many  merry  dayes  : 

Good  hulband,  let  vs  euery  one  go  home, 

And  laugh  this  fport  ore  by  a countrie  fire. 

Sir  lofm  and  all. 

Ford.  Let  it  be  fo  (fir  John : J 
To  mafter  Broome,  you  yet  fhall  hold  your  word. 

For  he,  to  night,  ftiall  lye  with  miftris  Ford.  Exeunt. 
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^ since  the  Copies  of  the  foregoing  Play  were  fent  to  the 
Prefs,  I met  with  that  in  1619,  collated  by  Mr.  Theo- 
bald with  the  Firll  Edition  ; but  as  the  various  Read- 
ings were  but  few,  and  thofe  of  little  if  any  Confe- 
quence,  I thought  the  Title  only  worth  preferving,  as 
it  confirms  the  Report  of  its  having  been  firft  performed 
before  Queen  Elizabeth. 
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Swaggering  Vaine  of  Ancient  Pistoll, 
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Printed  by  T.  C.  for  Arthur  Johnson,  and  are  to  be  fold 
at  his  Shop,  in  Powles  Church  yard,  at  the  Signe  of  the 
Flower  de  Leufe  and  the  Crovvne.  1602. 
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Much  adoe  about  Nothing. 


( 

Enter  Leonato  gouernour  of  Meflina,  Innogen  hh  ’wife.  Hero 
his  daughter,  and  Beatrice  his  neece,  luith  a MeJJenger^ 


Leonato. 


Learne  in  this  letter,  that  don  Peter  of  Arragon  comes 
this  night  to  Mejfina. 

Mejf.  He  is  very  neare  by  this,  he  was  not  three 
leagues  off  when  I left  him. 

Leona.  How  many  gentlemen  haue  you  loft  in  this  action  ? 

Mejj.  But  few  of  any  fort,  and  none  of  name. 

Leona.  A vi<ftory  is  twice  it  felfe,  when  the  atchiuer  brings 
home  ful  numbers  : I find  here,  that  don  Peter  hath  beftowed 
much  honour  on  a yong  Florentine  called  Claudio. 

MeJf.  Much  defer u’d  on  his  part,  and  equally  remembred 
by  don  Pedro,  he  hath  borne  himfelfe  beyond  the  promife  of 
his  age,  doing  in  the  figure  of  a lamb,  the  feats  of  a lion,  he 
hath  indeed  better  bettred  expedlation  then  you  muft  expe<ft 
of  me  to  tell  you  how. 

Leo.  He  hath  an  vnckle  here  in  MeJfina  will  be  very  much 
glad  of  it. 

Mejf.  I haue  already  deliuered  him  letters,  and  there  ap- 
peares  much  ioy  in  him,  euen  fo  much,  that  ioy  could  not 
ftiew  it  felfe  modeft  enough,  without  a badge  of  bitternefle. 

Leo.  Did  he  breake  out  into  teares  ? 

Mejf.  In  great  meafure. 

Leo  0 


Much  adoe  about  Nothing. 

Leo.  A kind  ouerflowof  kindneffe,  there  are  no  faces  truer 
than  thofe  that  are  fo  walht,  how  much  better  is  it  to  weepe 
at  ioy,  th^n  to  ioy  at  weeping  ? 

Beatr.  I pray  you,  is  fignior  Mount  ant  o returnd  from  the 
warres  or  no  ? 

Mejfen.  I know  none  of  that  name,  ladie,  there  was  none 
fuch  in  the  army  of  any  fort. 

Leonato.  What  is  he  that  you  alke  for  neece  ? 

Hero.  My  cofen  meanes  fignior  Benedicke  of  Padua. 

Mejj'  O hee's  returnd,  and  as  pleafant  as  euer  he  was. 

Bea.  He  fet  vp  his  bills  here  in  MeJJina,  and  challengde 
Cupid  at  the  flight,  and  my  vncles  foole  reading  the  chalenge 
fubfcribde  for  Cupid,  and  challengde  him  at  the  burbolt : I 
pray  you  how  many  hath  he  kild  and  eaten  in  thefe  warres  ? 
but  how  many  hath  he  kild  ? for  indeede  I promifed  to  eate 
all  of  his  killing. 

Leo.  Faith  neece  you  taxe  fignior  Benedicke  too  much,  but 
heele  be  meet  with  you,  I doubt  it  not. 

Mejf.  He  hath  done  good  feruice  lady  in  thefe  warres. 

• Beat.  You  had  mufly  vittaile,  and  he  hath  hoipe  to  eate 
it,  he  is  a very  valiaunt  trencher  man,  he. hath  an  excellent 
ftomacke. 

Mejf.  And  a good  fouldier  too,  lady. 

Beat.  And  a good  fouldiour  to  a lady,  but  what  is  he  to  a 
lord  ? 

Mejf.  A lord  to  a lord,  a man  to  a man,  fluflTc  with  al  ho- 
nourable vertues. 

Beat.  It  is  fo  indeed,  he  is  no  leffe  then  a Auft  man,  but  for 
the  huffing  wel,  we  are  al  mortall. 

Leo.  You  mufl  not,  fir,  miffake  my  neece,  there  is  a kind  of 
mery  warre  betwixt  fignior  Benedicke  and  her,  they  neuer  meet 
but  there’s  a fkirmifh  of  wit  betweene  them. 

Beat.  Alas  he  gets  nothing  by  that,  in  our  lafl  conflih:,  4 of 
his  flue  wits  went  halting  off,  and  now  is  the  whole  man  go- 
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iiernd  with  one,  To  that  if  he  haue  wit  enough  to  keep  him- 
felf  warm,  let  him  beare  it  for  a difference  between  himfelt 
and  his  horfe,  for  it  is  all  the  wealth  that  he  hath  left,  to  be 
known  a reafonable  creature,  who  is  his  companion  now  ? he 
hath  euery  month  a new  fwornc  brother. 

Mejf.  m poffible  ? 

Beat,  Very  eafily  poffible,  he  weares  his  faith  but  as  the  fa- 
fliion  of  his  hat,  it  euer  changes  with  the  next  blocke. 

MeJf,  I fee  lady  the  gentleman  is  not  in  3’our  bookes. 

Beat,  No,  and  he  were,  I would  burne  my  ftudyj  but  I 
pray  you  who  is  his  companion  ? is  there  no  yong  fquarer.now 
that  will  make  a voyage  with  him  to  the  diuell  ? 

Mejf.  He  is  mofl  in  the  companie  of  the  right  noble  Claudio, 

.Beat.  O Lord,  he  will  hang  vpon  him  like  a difeafe,  hee  is 
fooner  caught  than  the  peflilence,  and  the  taker  runs  prefently 
madde,  God  help  the  noble  Claudioy  if  he  haue  caught  the 
Benedidly  it  will  coft  him  a thoufand  pound  ere  a be  cured. 

MeJJ'.  I will  holde  friends  with  you  ladie. 

Beat,  Do  good  friend. 

Leon.  You  will  neuer  runne  madde  niece. 

Beat.  No,  not  till  a hote  January, 

Don  Pedro  is  approach t. 

Enter  don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedicke,  Balthafar  and  lohn  the 

bajiard. 

Pedro.  Good  fignior  LeonatOy  are  you  come  to  meet  your, 
trouble  : the  fafliion  of  the  world  is,  to  auoyd  cofl,  and  you 
incounter  it. 

Leon.  Neuer  came  trouble  to  my  houfe,  in  the  llkeneffe  of 
your  grace,  for  trouble  being  gone,  comfort  fhould  remaine  : 
but  when  you  depart  from  mee,  forrow  abides,  and  happines 
takes  his  leaue. 
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Pedro.  You  embrace  your  charge  too  willingly : I thincke 
this  is  your  daughter. 

Leonato.  Her  mother  hath  many  times  tolde  me  fo. 

Bened.  Were  you  in  doubt  fir  that  you  askt  her  ? 

Leonato.  Signior  Benedicke,  no,  for  then  were  you  a child. 

Pedro.  You  haue  it  full  Benedicke,  wee  may  ghefle  by  this, 
what  you  are,  being  a man,  truely  the  lady  fathers  her  felfe  : 
be  happy  lady,  for  you  are  like  an  honourable  father. 

Be.  If  fignior  Leonato  be  her  father,  fhe  would  not  haue  his 
head  on  her  fhoulders  for  all  MeJJina  as  like  him  as  fhe  is.' 

Beat.  I wonder  that  you  will  ftill  be  talking,  fignior  Bene- 
dicke^  no  body  markes  you. 

Bene.  What  my  deere  lady  difdaine ! are  you  yet  liulng  ? 

Bea.  Is  it  poflible  difdaine  fhould  die,  while  fhe  hath  fuch 
meete  foode  to  feede  it,  as  fignior  Benedicke  ? curtefie  it  felfe 
muft  conuert  to  difdaine,  if  you  come  in  her  prefence. 

Bene.  Then  is  curtefie  a turne-coate,  but  it  is  certaine  I am 
loued  of  all  ladies,  onelie  you  excepted  : and  I would  I could 
finde  in  my  heart  that  I had  not  a hard  heart,  for  truely  I loue 
none. 

Beat.  A deeVe  happinefle  to  women,  they  would  elfe  haue 
teene  troubled  with  a pernitious  futer,  I thanke  God  and  my 
cold  blood,  I am  of  your  humour  for  that,  I had  rather  heare 
my  dog  barke  at  a crow,  than  a man  fweare  he  loues  me. 

Bene.  God  keepe  your  ladyfhip  ftil  in  that  mind,  fo  fomc 
gentleman  or  other  fliall  fcape  a predeflinate  fcratcht  face. 

Beat.  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worfe,  and  twere  fuch 
a face  as  yours  were. 

Bene.  Well,  you  are  a rare  parrat  teacher. 

Beat.  A bird  of  my  tongue,  is  better  than  a beafl  of  yours. 

Ben.  I would  my  horfe  had  the  fpeed  of  your  tongue,  and 
fo  good  a continuer,  but  keep  your  way  a Gods  name,  I haue 
done. 
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Beat.  You  alwayes  end  with  a iades  tricke,  I knowe  you  of 
olde. 

Pedro.  That  Is  the  fumme  of  all  : Leonato,  fignior  Claudio, 
and  fignior  Benedicke,  my  deere  friend  Leonato,  hath  inuited 
you  all,  I tell  him  we  (hall  jftay  here,  at  the  leaf!  a moneth, 
and  he  heartily  praies  fome  occafion  may  detaine  vs  longer,  I 
dare  fweare  he  is  no  hypocrite,  but  praies  from  his  heart. 

Leon.  If  you  fweare,  my  lord,  you  (hall  not  be  forfworne, 
let  mee  bidde  you  welcome,  my  lord,  being  reconciled  to  the 
prince  your  brother  ; I owe  you  all  duetie. 

lohn.  I thankc  you,  I am  not  of  many  wordes,  but  I thanke 
you, 

Leon.  Pleafe  it  your  grace  leade  on  ? 

Pedro.  Your  hand  Leonato,  we  wil  go  together. 

Exeunt.  Manent  Benedicke  and  Claudio. 

Clau.  Benedicke,  didH  thou  note  the  daughter  of  fignior  Le^ 
onato  ? 

Bene.  I noted  her  not,  but  I lookte  on  her, 

Clau.  Is  fhe  not  a modefl  yong  ladie  ? 

Bene.  Do  you  qiieftion  me  as  an  honefl  man  fhbuld  doe, 
for  my  fimple  true  iudgement  ? or  would  you  haue  me  fpeake 
after  my  cuftome,  as  being  a profefTed  tyrant  to  their  fex  ? 

Claudio.  No,  I pray  thee  fpeake  in  fober  iudgement. 

Bene.  Why  yfaith  me  thinks  fhees  too  low  for  a hie  praife, 
too  browne  for  a faire  praife,  and  too  litlc  for  a great  praife, 
onlie  this  commendation  I can  affoord  her,  that  were  fhee 
other  then  fhe  is,  fhe  were  vnhanfome,  and  being  no  other, 
but  as  fhe  is,  I do  not  like  her. 

Claudio.  Thou  thinkeft  I am  in  fport,  I pray  thee  tell  mee 
truelie  how  thou  lik’fl  her^ 

Bene.  Would  you  buie  her  that  you  enquier  after  her  ? 

Claudio.  Can  the  world  buie  fuch  a iewel  ? 
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Bene,  Yea,  and  a cafe  to  putte  it  into,  but  fpeake  you  this 
with  a fad  brow  ? or  doe  you  play  the  flowting  iacke,  to  tell  vs 
Cupid  is  a good  hare -finder,  and  Vulcan  a rare  carpenter  ; 
Come,  in  what  key  fiiall  a man  take  you  to  go  in  the  fong  ? 

Claudio,  In  mine  eie,  fhee  is  the  fweetefi:  ladie,  that  euer  I 
lookt  on. 

Bened,  I can  fee  yet  without  fpeflacles,  and  I fee  no  fuch 
matter  : theres  her  cofin,  and  fhe  were  not  poflefi:  with  a fury, 
exceedes  her  as  much  in  beau  tie,  as  the  firft  of  Mate  dooth  the 
lafl  of  December  : but  I hope  you  haue  no  intent  to  turne  huf- 
band,  haue  you  ? 

Claudio,  I would  fcarce  truft  my  felfe,  though  I had  fworne 
the  contrarie,  if  Hero  would  be  my  wife. 

Bened,  Iff  come  to  this  ? in  faith  hath  not  the  worlde  one 
man  but  he  will  weare  his  cappe  with  fufpition  ? fhall  I neuer 
fee  a batcheller  of  three  fcore  againe  \ go  to  yfaith,  and  thou 
wilt  needes  thruft  thy  necke  into  a yoke,  weare  the  print  of  it, 
and  figh  away  Sundaies  ; looke,  don  Pedro  is  returned  to  feeke 
you. 

Etiter  don  Pedro,  lohn  the  bajlard, 

Pedro.  What  fecret  hath  held  you  here,  that  you  followed 
not  to  Leonatoes  ? 

Bene.  I would  your  grace  would  conftraine  me  to  tell. 

. Pedro.  I charge  thee  on  thy  allegeance. 

Ben.  You  heare,  count  Claudio y I can  be  fecret  as  a dumb 
man,  I woulde  haue  you  thinke  fo  (but  on  my  allegiance, 
marke  you  this,  on  my  allegiance)  he  is  in  loue,  with  who  ? 
now  that  is  your  graces  part : marke  how  fliort  his  anfwer  is, 
with  Hero  Leonatoes  fhort  daughter. 

Claii.  If  this  were  fo,  fo  were  it  vttred. 

Bened.  Like  the  olde  tale,  my  lord,  it  is  not  fo,  nor  twas 
not  fo : but  indeede,  God  forbid  it  ftiould  be  fo. 
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Claudio.  If  my  palfion  change  not  rtiortly,  God  forbid  it 
ihould  be  otherwife. 

Pedro.  Amen,  if  you  loue  her,  for  the  lady  is  very  well 
worthy. 

Claudio.  You  fpeake  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  lord. 

Pedro.  By  my  troth  I fpeake  my  thought. 

Claudio.  And  in  faith,  my  lord,  I fpoke  mine. 

Bened.  And  by  my  two  faiths  and  troths,  my  lorde,  I 
fpoke  mine. 

Clan.  That  I loue  her,  I feele. 

Pedro.  That  Ihe  is  worthy,  I know. 

Bened.  That  I neither  feele  how  (he  fhould  be  loued,  nor 
know  how  Ihe  Ihould  be  worthie,  is  the  opinion  that  fire  can 
not  melt  out  of  me,  I will  die  in  it  at  the  flake. 

Pedro.  Thou  waft  euer  an  obftinate  heretique  in  the  defplght 
of  beauty. 

Clau.  And  neuer  could  maintaine  his  part,  but  in  the  force 
of  his  wil. 

Bene.  That  a woman  conceiued  me,  I thanke  her : that 
fhe  brought  me  vp,  I likewife  giueher  moft  humble  thankes : 
but  that  I will  haue  a rechate  winded  in  my  forehead,  or  hang 
my  bugle  in  an  inuifible  baldricke,  all  women  fhall  pardon  mee  : 
becaufe  I will  not  doe  them  the  wrong  to  mjftruft  any,  I will 
doe  my  felfe  the  right  to  truft  none : and  the  fine  is,  (for  the 
which  I may  go  the  finer,)  I will  hue  a bacheller. 

Pedro.  I fhall  fee  thee  ere  I die,  looke  pale  with  loue. 

■ Bene.  With  anger,  with  fickeneffe,  or  with  hunger,  my 
lord,  not  with  loue  : proue  that  euer  I loofe  more  blood  with 
loue  then  I will  get  againe  with  drinking,  pickc  out  mine  eies 
with  a ballad-makers  penne,  and  hang  me  vp  at  the  doore  of 
a brothel  houfe  for  the  figne  of  blinde  Cupid. 

Pedro.  Well,  if  euer  thou  doft  fall  from  this  faith,  thou 
wilt  prooue  a notable  argument. 
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Bene,  If  I do,  hang  me  in  a bottle  like  a cat,  and  (hoote  at 
me,  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  him  be  clapt  on  the  (houlder,  and 
calld  Adam. 

Pedro.  Well,  as  time  dial  trie  : in  time  the  fauage  bull 
doth  beare  the  yoake. 

Bene.  The  fauage  bull  may,  but  if  euer  the  fenfible  Bene- 
dicke  beare  it,  plucke  off  the  bulls  homes,  and  fet  them  in  my 
forehead,  and  let  me  be  vildly  painted,  and  in  fuch  great 
letters  as  they  write,  here  is  good  horfe  to  hyre : let  them 
fignifie  vnder  my  figne,  here  you  may  fee  Benedicke  the  married 
man. 

Claudio.  If  this  fhould  euer  happen,  thou  wouldfl  be  horn 
madde. 

Pedro.  Nay,  if  Cupid  haue  not  fpent  all  his  quiuer  In  Venice^ 
thou  wilt  quake  for  this  fhoitly. 

Bened.  I looke  for  an  earthquake  too  then. 

Pedro.  Well,  you  will  temporize  with  the  howres,  in  the 
meane  time,  good  fignior  Benedicke,  repaire  to  Leofiatoes,  com- 
mend me  to  him,  and  tell  him  I will  not  faile  him  at  fupper, 
for  indeede  he  hath  made  great  preparation. 

Bene,  I haue  almofl  matter  enough  in  mee  for  fuche  an 
embaffage,  and  fo  I commit  you. 

Clau.  To  the  tuition  of  God  : from  my  houfe  if  I had  it. 

Pedro.  The  fixt  of  duly  ; your  louing  friend  Benedicke. 

Bened.  Nay  mocke  not,  mecke  not,  the  body  of  your  dif- 
courfe  Is  fometime  guarded  with  fragments,  and  the  guardes 
are  but  (lightly  balled  on  neither,  ere  you  flowt  old  ends  any 
further,  examine  your  confcience,  and  fo  I leaue  you.  exit. 

Claudio.  My  liege,  your  highneffe  nowe  may  doe  mee  good. 

Pedro.  My  loue  is  thine  to  teach,  teach  it  but  how. 

And  thou  (halt  fee  how  apt  it  is  to  learne 
Any  hard  leffon  that  may  do  thee  good. 

Clau.  Hath  Leonato  any  fonne,  my  lord  ? 
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Pedro.  No  childe  but  Hero,  dices  his  onely  heire  : 

Dooft  thou  affe<5l  her  Claudio  F 
Claudio.  O my  lord, 

When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  a6lion, 

I lookt  vpon  her  with  a fouldieis  eie. 

That  likt,  but  had  a rougher  taske  in  hand, 

Than  to  driue  liking  to  the  napie  of  loue  : 

But  now  I am  returhde,  and  that  warre-thoughts, 

Haue  left  their  places  vacant  : in  their  roomes, 

Come  thronging  foft  and  delicate  defires. 

All  prompting  mee  how  faire  yong  Hero  is. 

Saying  I likt  her  ere  I went  to  warres. 

Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a louer  prefently. 

And  tire  the  hearer  with  a booke  of  words. 

If  thou  dofl  loue  faire  Hero,  cheridi  it, 

And  I wil  breake  with  hir,  and  with  her  father. 

And  thou  fhalt  haue  her  : waft  not  to  this  end, 

That  thou  bcganft  to  twifl  fo  fine  a dorie  ? 

Clau.  How  fweetly  you  do  minifter  to  loue. 

That  know  loues  griefe  by  his  complexion  1 

But  left  my  liking  might  too  fodaine  feeme,  , 

I would  haue  falude  it  with  a longer  treatifc. 

Pedro.  What  need  the  bridge  much  broder  then  the  flood  ? 
The  faireft  graunt  is  the  neceflitie  : 

Looke  what  wil  feme  is  fit : tis  once,  thou  loueft, 

And  I wil  fit  thee  with  the  remedie, 

I know  we  (hall  haue  reuelling  to  night, 

I wil  aflume  thy  part  in  fome  difguife, 

And  tell  faire  Hero  I am  Claudio^ 

And  in  her  bofome  He  vnclafpe  my  heart. 

And  take  her  hearing  prifoner  with  the  force 
And  ftrong  incounter  of  my  amorous  tale  ; 

Then  after,  to  her  father  will  I breake, 
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And  the  conclufion  is,  flie  flial  be  thine. 

In  pra(flife  let  vs  put  it  prefently.  - Exeunt, 

Enter  Leonato  and  an  old  man  brother  to  Leonato. 

Leo.  How  now  brother,  where  is  my  cofen  your  fonne,  hath 
he  prouided  this  mufique  ? 

Old.  He  is  very  bufie  about  it,  but  bi'other,  I can  tell  you 
ftrange  newes  that  you  yet  dreampt  not  of. 

Leo.  Are  they  good  ? 

Old.  As  the  euents  Aampes  them,  but  they  haue  a good  co- 
uer  : they  fhew  well  outward,  the  prince  and  count  Claudio 
walking  in  a thicke  pleached  alley  in  mine  orchard,  were  thus 
much  ouer-heard  by  a man  of  mine  : the  prince  difcoured  to 
Claudio  that  he  loued  my  niece  your  daughter,  and  meant  to 
acknowledge  it  this  night  in  a daunce,  and  if  he  found  her  ac- 
cordant, he  meant  to  take  the  prefent  time  by  the  top,  and 
inflantly  breakc  with  you  of  it. 

Leo.  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit  that  told  you  this  ? 

Old.  A good  lharp  fellow,  I wll  fend  for  him,  and  quelllon 
him  your  felfe. 

Leo.  No,  no,  we  wil  hold  it  as  a dreame,  til  it  appeare  it 
felf : but  I will  acquaint  my  daughter  withall,  that  flie  may 
bee  the  better  prepared  for  an  anfwer,  if  peraduenture  this  be 
true  : go  you  and  tel  hir  of  it : coofins,  you  know’  w^hat  you 
haue  to  doe,  O I crie  you  mercie  friend,  go  you  with  me  and 

I wil  vfe  your  shill  : good  cofin  haue  a care  this  bufie  time. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  fir  lohn  the  baftard^  and  Conrade  his  companion. 

Con.  What  the  good  yeere  my  lord,  why  are  you  thus  out 
of  meafure  fad  ? 

lohn.  There  is  no  meafure  in  the  occafion  that  breeds,  ther- 
foie  tlie  fadnelTe  is  without  limit. 

Con. 


Much  adoe  about  Nothing. 

Con,  You  fliould  heare  reafon. 

lohn.  And  when  I haue  heard  it,  what  bleffing  brings  it  ? 

Con.  If  not  a prefent  remedy,  at  leaft  a patient  fufFerance. 

lohn.  I wonder  that  thou  (being  as  thou  hiifl:,  thou  art,  borne 
vnder  Satiirne)  goefl:  about  to  apply  a morall  medicine,  to  a 
mortifying  mifchiefe  : I cannot  hide  what  I am  : I mufl  be  fad 
when  I haue  caufe,  and  fmile  at  no  mans  iefls,  eate  when  I 
haue  ftomack,  and  wait  for  no  mans  leifure  : fleep  when  I am 
drowfie,  and  tend  on  no  mans  bufinefle,  laugh  when  I am 
mery,  and  claw  no  man  in  his  humor. 

Con.  Yea  but  you  muft  not  make  the  full  Ihow  of  this  till 
you  may  do  it  without  controllment,  you  haue  of  late  ftoode 
out  againfl  your  brother,  and  i>e  hath  tane  )'OU  newly  into  his 
grace,  where  it  is  impoffible  you  Ihould  take  true  root,  but 
by  the  faire  weather  that  you  make  your  felf,  it  is  need- 
ful that  you  frame  the  feafon  for  your  owne  harueft. 

John.  I had  rather  be  a canker  in  a hedge,  then  a rofe  In 
his  grace,  and  it  better  fits  my  bloudto  be  difdain’d  of  all,  then 
to  fafhion  a cariage  to  rob  loue  from  any  : in  this  (thogh  I 
cannot  be  faid  to  be  a flatering  honefl  man)  it  mufi:  not  be  de- 
nied but  I am  a plain  dealing  villaine,  I am  trufled  with  a 
mufiel,  and  enfraunchifde  with  a clogge,  therfore  I haue  de- 
creed, not  to  fing  in  my  cage  : if  I had  my  mouth  I would 
bite  : if  I had  my  liberty  I would  do  my  liking  : in  the  mean 
time,  let  me  be  that  I am,  and  feeke  not  to  alter  me. 

Co7i.  Can  you  make  no  vfe  of  your  difcontent  ? 

lohn.  I make  all  vfe  of  it,  for  I vfe  it  only, 

Who  comes  here  ? what  ncwes  Borachio  P 

Eiiter  Borachio. 

Bor.  I came  yonder  from  a great  fupper,  the  prince  your 
brother  is  royally  entertain’d  by  Leonato,  and  I can  giue  you 
intelligence  of  an  intended  mariage. 
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lohn.  Wil  it  ferue  for  any  model  to  build  mifchiefe  on  ? 
what  is  he  for  a foole  that  betrothes  himfelfe  to  vnquietnefle  ? 

Bor,  Mary  it  is  your  brothers  right  hand. 

John,  Who,  the  moll:  exquifite  Claudio  P 

Bor,  Euen  he. 

John,  A proper  fquier,  and  who,  and  who,  which  way 
looks  he  ? 

Bor,  Mary  one  Hero  the  daughter  and  heire  of  Leonato, 

lohn,  A very  forward  M^rrZ>-chicke,  how  came  you  to  this"? 

Bor.  Being  entertain’d  for  a perfumer,  as  1 was  fmoaking  a 
mnfty  roome,  comes  me  the  prince  and  Claudio^  hand  in  hand 
in  fad  conference  : I whipt  me  behind  the  arras,  and  there 
heard  it  agreed  vpon,  that  the  prince  fhould  wooe  Hero  for 
himfelfe,  and  hauing  obtain’d  her,  giue  her  to  counte  Claudio, 

lohn.  Come,  come,  let  vs  thither,  this  may  proue  food  to 
my  difpleafure,  that  yong  flart-vp  hath  all  the  glory  of  my 
ouerthrow : if  I can  crofTe  him  any  way,  I bleffe  my  felfe 
euery  way,  you  are  both  fure,  and  wil  affift  me. 

Conr,  To  the  death  my  lord. 

lohn.  Let  vs  to  the  great  fupper,’  their  cheere  is  the  greater 
that  I am  fubdued,  would  the  cooke  were  a my  mind,  lhall 
we  go  proue  whats  to  be  done  ? 

Bor.  Weele  wait  vpon  your  lordfhip.  Exit, 

Enter  Leonato,  his  brother ^ his  nvife,  Hero  his  daughter,  and 
Beatrice  his  neece,  and  a kinfman, 

Leonato,  Was  not  counte  lohn  here  at  fupper  ? 

Brother.  I faw  him  not. 

Beatrice.  How  tartely  that  gentleman  lookes,  I neuer  can 
fee  him  but  I am  heart-burn’d  an  hower  after. 

Hero.  He  is  of  a very  melancholy  difpofition. 

Beatrice,  He  were  an  excellent  man  that  were  made  iuft 
in  the  mid-way  between  him  and  Benedick,  the  one  is  too  like 
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an  Image  and  faies  nothing,  and  the  other  too  like  my  ladles 
eldeft  fonne,  euermore  tailing. 

Leonato.  Then  halfe  fignior  Benedickes  tongne  in  count* 
Johns  mouth,  and  halfe  counte  Johns  melancholy  in  fignior  Be- 
nedickes face. 

Beatrice.  With  a good  legge  and  a good  foote  vnckle,  and 
money  inough  in  his  purfe,  fuch  a man  would  winne  any  wo- 
man in  the  world  if  a could  get  her  good  will. 

leonato.  By  my  troth  neece  thou  wilt  neuer  get  thee  a huf- 
band,  if  thou  be  fo  flirewd  of  thy  tongue. 

Brother.  In  faith  (hees  too  curft.  • 

Beatrice.  T oo  curft  is  more  then  curfl:,  I (hall  leden  Gods 
fending  that  way,  for  it  is  faide,  God  fends  a-curft  cow  ^ort 
homes,  but  to  a cow  too  curft,  he  fends  none. 

Leonato.  So,  by  being  too  curft,  God  will  fend  you  no 
homes. 

Beatrice.  luft,  if  he  fend  me  no  hufband,  for  the  which 
bleffing,  I am  at  him  vpon  my  knees  euery  morning  and  euen- 
ing  : Lord,  I could  not  endure  a hufband  with  a beard  on 
his  face,  I had  rather  He  in  the  woollen  ! 

Leonato.  You  may  light  on  a hufband  that  hath  no  beard. 

Beatrice.  What  ftiould  I do  with  him,  dreffe  him  in  my  ap- 
parell  and  make  him  my  waiting  gentlewoman  ? he  that  hath 
a beard,  is  more  then  a youth : and  he  that  hath  no  beard,  * 
is  lefTe  then  a man  : and  he  that  is  more  then  a youth,'  is  not 
for  me,  and  he  that  is  lefte  then  a man,  I am  not  for  him, 
therefore  I will  euen  take  fixpence  in  earneft  of  the  berrord, 
and  leadc  his  apes  into  hell, 

Leonato.  Well  then,  go  you  into  hell. 

Beatrice.  No  but  to  the  gate,  and  there  will  the  diuell 
meete  me  like  an  old  cuckold  with  homes  on  his  head,  and 
fay,  get  you  to  heauen  Beatrice,  get  you  to  heauen,  heeres  no 
place  for  you  maids,  fo  deliuer  I vp  my  apes  and  away  to  faint 
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Peter  : for  the  heauens,  he  fhewes  me  where  the  batchellers 
fit,  and  there  Hue  we  as  mery  as  the  day  is  long. 

Brother,  Well  neece,  I trufl  you  will  be  rulde  by  your  fa- 
ther. 

Beatrice.  Yes  faith,  it  is  my  cofens  duetie  to  make  curfie  and 
fay,  father,  as  it  pleafe  you  : but  yet  for  all  that  cofin,  let  him 
be  a handfome  fellow,  or  elfe  make  another  curfie,  and  fay,  fa- 
ther, as  it  pleafe  me. 

Leonato,  Well  neece,  I hope  to  fee  you  one  day  fitted  with  a 
hufband. 

Beatrice.  Not  til  God  make  men  of  fome  other  mettal  then 
earth,  would  it  not  grieue  a woman  to  be  ouer-maflerd  with 
a peece  of  valiant  duff  ? to  make  an  account  of  her  life  to  a 
clod  of  waiward  marie  ? no  vnckle,  He  none  : Adams  fonnes 
are  my  brethren,  and  truely  I holdedt  a finne  to  match  in  my 
kinred. 

Leonato,  Daughter,  remember  what  I told  you,  if  the  prince 
do  folicite  you  in  that  kind,  you  know  your  anfwer. 

Beatrice,  The  fault  will  be  in  the  mufique  cofin,  If  you  be 
not  wooed  in  good  time  : if  the  prince  be  too  important,  tell 
him  there  is  meafure  in  euery  thing,  and  fo  daunce  out  the  an- 
fwer, for  here  me  Hero^  wooing,  wedding,  and  repenting,  is 
as  a Scotch  ijgge,  a meafure,  and  a cinquepace  : the  firH  fuite  is 
hot  and  hafty  like  a Scotch  ijgge  (and  ful  as  fantafficall)  the  wed- 
ding manerly  modefl:  (as  a meafure)  full  of  flate  and  aunchen- 
try,  and  then  comes  repentance,  and  with  his  bad  legs  falls  into 
the  cinquepace  fafler  and  fafler,'  til  he  fincke  into  his  graue, 

Leonato,  Cofin  you  apprehend  palling  fhrewdly. 

Beatrice,  I haue  a good  eie  vnckle,  I can  fee  a church  by 
day-light. 

Leonato,  The  reuellers  are  entring  brother,  make  good 
roome. 
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Enter  Prince,  Pedro,  Claudio,  and  Benedicke,  and  Balthafer, 

or  dumb  lohn. 

Pedro.  Lady  will  you  walke  about  with  your  friend  ? 

Hero.  So,  you  walke  foftly,  and  looke  fweetly,  and  fay  no- 
thing, I am  yours  for  the  walke,  and  efpecially  when  I walk 
away. 

Pedro.  With  me  in  your  company. 

Hero.  I may  fay  fo  when  I plcafe. 

Pedro.  And  when  pleafe  you  to  fay-  fo  ? 

Hero.  When  I like  your  fauour,  for  Cod  defend  the  lute 
(hould  be  like  the  cafe. 

Pedro.  My  vifor  is  Philemons  roofe,  within  the  houfe  is 
loue. 

Hero.  Why  then  your  vifor  fhould  be  thatcht. 

Pedro.  Speake  low  if  you  fpeake  loue. 

Bene.  Well,  I would  you  did  like  me. 

Mar.  So  would  not  I for  your  owne  fake,  for  I haue  many 
ill  qualities. 

Bene.  Which  is  one  ? 

Mar.  I fay  my  praiers  alowd. 

Bene.  I loue  you  the  better,  the  hearers  may  cry  Amen.  ’ 

Marg.  God  match  me  with  a good  dauncer. 

Balth.  Amen. 

Marg.  And  God  keepe  him  out  of  my  fight  when  the 
daunce  is  done  : anfwer  clarke. 

Balth.  No  more  words,  the  clarke  is  anfwered. 

Vrfula.  I know  you  well  enough,  you  are  fignior  Anthonio. 

Antho.  At  a word  I am  not. 

Urfula.  I knowe  you  by  the  wagling  of  your  head. 

Antho.  To  tell  you  true,  I counterfeit  him. 

Vrfula.  You  coulde  neuer  doe  him  fo  ill  well,  vnlefTe  you 
were  the  very  man  : heeres  his  dric  hand  vp  and  downe,  you 
are  he,  you  are  he. 
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Antho.  At  a word,  I am  not. 

Urfula.  Come,  come,  do  you  thinke  I do  not  know  you  by 
your  excellent  wit  ? can  vertiie  hide  it  felfe  ? go  to,  mumme, 
you  are  he,  graces  will  appeere,  and  theres  an  end. 

Beat,  Will  you  not  tell  me  who  tolde  you  fo  ? 

Bened.  No,  you  (hall  pardon  me. 

Beat.  Nor  will  you  not  tell  me  who  you  are  ? 

Bened.  Not  now. 

Beat.  That  I was  difdainefull,  and  that  I had  my  good  wit 
out  of  the  hundred  mery  tales  : wel,  this  wasfignior  Benedick 
that  faid  fo. 

Bened.  Whats  he  ? 

Beat.  I am  fure  you  know  him  well  enough. 

Bened.  Not  I,  belecue  me. 

Beat.  Did  he  neuer  make  you  laugh  ? 

Bened.  I pray  you  what  is  he  ? 

Beat.  Why  he  is  the  princes  ieafler,  a very  dul  fool,  only 
his  gift  is,  in  deuifing  impoffible  flaunders,  none  but  libertines 
delight  in  him,  and  the  commendation  is  not  in  his  wit,  but  in 
his  villanie,  for  he  both  pleafes  men  and  angers  them,  and  then 
they  laugh  at  him,  and  beate  him  : I am  fure  he  is  in  the 
fleete,  1 would  he  had  boorded  me. 

Bene.  When  I know  the  gentleman,  He  tell  him  what  you 
fay. 

Beat.  Do,  do,  heele  but  break  a comparifon  or  two  on  me, 
which  peradueture,  (notmarkt,  or  not  laught  at)  Hrikes  him' 
into  melancholy,  and  then  theres  a partrige  wing  faued,  for  the 
foole  \vill  eaie  no  fupper  that  night  : wee  mud  follow  the 
leaders. 

Bene.  In  euery  good  thing. 

Beat.  Nay,  if  they  Icade  to  any  ill,  I will  leaue  them  at  the 
next  turning.  Dance.  Exeunt. 

John.  Sure  my  brother  is  ‘amorous  on  Hero,  and  hath  wdth- 
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drawne  her  father  to  breake  with  him  about  it  : the  ladieS 
follow  her,  and  but  one  vifor  remaines. 

Borachio*  And  that  is  Claudioy  I knowe  him  by  his  bear- 
ing. 

lohn.  Are  not  you  fignior  Benedicke  ? 

Clau.  You  know  me  well,  I am  he. 

lohn,  Signior,  you  are  very  neeremy  brother  in  his  loue,  he 
is  enamourd  on  Heroy  I pray  you  diffwade  him  from  her,  (he 
is  no  equall  for  his  birth,  you  may  doe  the  parte  of  an  honeft 
man  in  it. 

Claudio.  How  know  you  he  loues  her  ? 

John.  I heard  him  fweare  his  affedfion. 

Borac.  So  did  I too,  and  he  fwore  hee  would  marry  her  to 
night. 

John.  Come  let  vs  to  the  banquet.  Exeunt,  Manet  Clau, 

Claud.  Thus  anfwer  I in  name  of  Benedicke, 

But  heare  thefe  ill  newes  with  the  eares  of  Claudio  : 

Tis  certaine  fo,  the  prince  wooes  for  himfelfe, 

Friendfliip  is  conflant  in  all  other  things, 

Saue  in  the  office  and  affaires  of  loue  : 

Therefore  all  hearts  in  loue  vfe  their  owne  tongues.  / 

Let  euery  eie  negotiate  for  it  felfe, 

And  truft  no  agent : for  beauty  is  a witch, 

Againft  whofe  charmes,  faith  melteth  into  blood  : 

This  is  an  accident  of  hourely  proofe, 

Which  I miflrufled  not  : farewell  therefore  Hero. 

Enter  Benedicke. 

Benedicke.  Count  Claudio. 

Claudio.  Yea,  the  fame. 

Bene.  Come,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 

Claudio.  Whither? 

Bene,  Euen  to  the  next  willow,  about  your  owne  bufines,, 
county  : what  faffiion  will  you  weare  the  garland  of  ? about 
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your  necke,  like  an  vfurers  chaine  ? or  vnder  your  arme,  like  a 
lieutenants  fcarffe  ? you  mull:  weare  it  one  way,  for  the  prince 
hath  got  your  Hero. 

Claudio.  I wifh  him  ioy  of  her. 

Bened.  Why  thats  fpoken  like  an  honeft  drouier,  fo  they 
fell  bullockes  : but  did  you  thinke  the  prince  would  haue 
ferued  you  thus  ? 

Claudio.  I pray  you  leaue  me. 

Benedicke.  Ho  now  you  ftrike  like  the  blind  man,  twas  the 
boy  that  Hole  your  meate,  and  youle  beate  the  poll:. 

Claudio.  If  it  will  not  be,  ile  leaue  you.  Exit. 

Benedicke.  Alas  poore  hurt  foule,  now  will  hee  creepe  into 
fedges  : but  that  my  iadie  Beatrice  fhould  know  me,  and  not 
know  mee  : the  princes  foole  ! hah,  it  may  be  I goe  vnder  that 
title  bccaufe  I am  merry  : yea  but  fo  I am  apte  to  doe  my- 
felfe  wrong  : I am  not  fo  reputed,  it  is  the  bafe  (though  bitter) 
difpofition  of  Beatrice,  that  puts  the  world  into  her  perfon, 
and  fo  giues  me  out : well,  ile  be  reuenged  as  I may. 

Enter  the  Prince,  Hero,  Leonato,  lohn  and  Borachio,  and 

Conrade. 

Pedro.  Novrfignior,  wheres  the  counte,  did  you  fee  him  ? 

Benedicke.  Troth  my  lord,  I haue  played  the  part  of  Iadie 
Fame,  I found  him  heere  as  melancholy  as  a lodge  in  a warren, 
I tolde  him,  and  I thinke  I tolde  him  true,  that  your  grace  had 
got  the  goodwil  of  this  yoong  lady,  and  I ofFred  him  my  com- 
pany to  a willow  tree,  either  to  make  him  a garland,  as  be- 
ing forfaken,  or  to  binde  him  vp  a rod,  as  being  worthie  to 
bee  whipt. 

Pedro.  To  be  whipt,  whats  his  fault  ? 

Benedicke.  The  flatte  tranfgreflion  of  a fchoole*boy,  who 
being  ouer-ioyed  with  finding  a birds  neft,  Ihewes  it  his  com- 
panion, and  he  fieales  it. 

Pedro, 


Much  adoe  about  Nothing.’ 


Pedro.  Wilt  thou  make  a trufl:  a tranfgreffion  ? the  tranf- 
greffion  is  in  the  ftealer. 

Benedicke.  Yet  it  had  not  beene  amifle  the  rodde  had  beene 
made,  and  the  garland  too,  for  the  garland  he  might  haue  worn 
himfelfe,  and  the  rodde  he  might  haue  bellowed  t)n  you,  who 
(as  I take  it)  haue  flolne  his  birds  nell. 

Pedro.  I wil  but  teach  them  to  flng,  and  reflore  them  to  the 
owner. 

Benedicke.  If  their  iinging  anfwer  your  faying,  by  my  faith 
you  fay  honeftly, 

Pedro.  The  ladie  Beatrice  hath  a quarrell  to  you,  the  gen- 
tleman that  daunfl  with  her,  told  her  Ihee  is  much  wrongd 


by  you. 


Bened.  O fnee  mifufde  me  pafl:  the  indurance  of  a blocke  : 
an  oake  but  with  one  greene  leafe  on  it,  would  haue  anfwered 
her ; my  very  vifor  beganne  to  affume  life,  and  fcold  with  her  : 
fhe  tolde  me,  not  thinking  I had  beene  my  felfe,  that  I was 
the  princes  iefler,  that  I was  duller  than  a great  thawe,  hud* 
dicing  iefl  vpon  left,  with  fuch  impoflible  conueiance  vpon  me, 
that  I hoode  like  a man  at  a marke,  with  a whole  army  Ihoot- 
ing  at  me : fhe  fpeakes  poynyards,  and  euery  word  ftabbes  : if 
her  breath  were  as  terrible  as  her  terminations,  there  were  no 
' liuing  neere  her,  fhee  would  infefl  to  the  north  flarre  : I 
woulde  not  marry  her,  though  fhee  were  indowed  with  al  that 
Adam  had  left  him  before  he  tranfgrefl:,  file  would  haue  made 
Hercules  haue  turnd  fpit,  yea,  and  haue  cleft  his  club  to  make 
the  fire  too  : come,  talke  not  of  her,  you  fhall  find  her  the  in- 
fernall  Ate  in  good  apparell,  I would  to  God  fome  fcholler 
woulde  coniure  her,  for  certainely,  while  die  is  heere,  a man  may 
hue  as  quiet  in  hell,  as  in  a fanfluarie,  and  people  finne  vpon 
purpofe,  becaufe  they  would  goe  thither,  fo  iiideede  all  dif- 
quiet,  horrour,  and  perturbation  followes  her. 

VoL.  I.  p Enter 
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Enter  Claudio  and  Beatrice, 

Pedro.  Looke  heere  fhe  comes. 

Benedicke.  Will  your  grace  command  me  any  feruice  to  the 
worldes  end  ? 1 will  go  on  the  jflighteft  arrand  now  to  the  Anty- 
fades  that  you  can  deuife  to  fend  mee  on  : I will  fetch  you  a 
tooth'picker  now  from  the  furtheft  inch  of  Afia  : bring  you 
the  length  of  Prejler  Johns  foot : fetch  you  a haire  off  the  great 
Chams  beard  : doe  you  any  embaffage  to  the  Pigmies,  rather 
than  holde  three  words  conference,  with  this  harpy,  you  haue 
no  imployment  for  me  ? 

Pedro.  None,  but  to  defire  your  good  company. 

Benedicke.  O God  fir,  heeres  a difli  I loue  not,  I cannot.in- 
dure  my  lady  tongue.  Exit. 

Pedro.  Come  lady,  come,  you  haue  loll  the  heart  of  fignior 
Benedicke. 

Beatrice.  Indeed  my  lord,  he  lent  it  me  awhile,  and  I gaue 
him  vfe  for  it,  a double  heart  for  his  fmgle  one,  mary  once  be- 
fore he  wonne  it  of  me,  with  falfe  dice,  therefore  your  grace 
may  well  fay  I haue  loft  it. 

Pedro.  You  haue  put  him  downe  lady,  you  haue  put  him 
downe. 

Beatrice.  So  I would  not  he  ftiould  do  me,  my  lord,  left  I 
ihould  prooue  the  mother  of  fooles : I haue  brought  counte 
Clandio,  whom  you  fent  me  to  feeke. 

Pedro.  Why  how  now  counte,  wherefore  are  you  fad  ? 

Claudio.  Not  fad  my  lord. 

Pedro.  How  then  ? ficke  ? 

Claudio,  Neither,  my  lord. 

Beatrice,  The. counte  is  neither  fad,  nor  ficke,  nor  merry, 
nor  well : but  ciuill  counte,  ciuil  as  an  orange,  and  fomething 
of  that  iealous  complexion. 


Pedro. 
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Pedro.  Ifaith  lady,  I think  your  blazon  to  be  true,  though 
He  be  fworne,  if  he  be  fo,  his  conceit  is  falfe  : heere  Claudio,  I 
hauc  wooed  in  thy  name,  and  faire  Hero  is  won,  I haue  broke 
with  her  father,  and  his  good  will  obtained,  name  the  day  of 
marriage,  and  God  giue  thee  ioy. 

Leonato.  Counte  take  of  me  my  daughter,  and  with  her  my 
fortunes : his  grace  hath  made  the  match*  and  all  grace  fay 
amen  to  it, 

Beatrice.  Speake  counte,  tis  your  qu. 

Claudio.  Silence  is  the  perfefleft  hcrault  of  Ioy,  I were  but 
little  happy  if  I could  fay,  how  much  ? lady,  as  you  are  mine, 
I am  yours,  I glue  away  my  felfe  for  you,  and  doate  vpon  the 
exchange. 

Beat.  Speake  cofin,  or  (if  you  cannot)  Hop  his  mouth  with 
a kiile,  and  let  not  him  fpeake  neither. 

Pedro.  Infaith  lady  you  haue  a merry  heart. 

Beatr.  Yea  my  lord  I thanke  it,  poore  foole  it  keepes  on 
the  windy  fide  of  care,  my  coofin  tells  him  in  his  eare  that  he 
is  in  her  heart.  • 

Clau.  And  fo  (he  doth  coofin. 

Beat.  Good  lord  for  aliance : thus  goes  euery  one  to  th^ 
world  but  I,  and  I am  fun-burnt,  I may  fit  in  a corner  and 
crie,  heigh  ho  for  a hufband. 

Pedro.  Lady  Beatrice,  I will  get  you  one. 

Beat.  I would  rather  haue  one  of  your  fathers  getting  : hath 
your  grace  ne’re  a brother  like  you  ? your  father  got  excellent 
hufbands  if  a maide  coulde  come  by  them. 

Prince.  Will  you  haue  me  ? lady. 

Beatr.  No  my  lord,  vnles  I might  haue  another  for  work- 
ing-daies,  your  grace  is  too  coflly  to  weare  euery  day  : but  I 
befeech  your  grace  pardon  me,  I was  born  to  fpeake  all  mirth, 
and  no  matter. 

Prince.  Your  filence  mofl  offends  me,  and  to  be  merry,  befl 
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becomes  you,  for  out  a queftion,  you  were  borne  in  a merry 
hower. 

Beatr,  No  fure  my  lord,  my  mother  cried,  but  then  there 
was  a flarre  daunll:,  and  vnder  that  was  I borne,  cofins  God 
glue  you  ioy. 

Leonato.  Neece,  will  you  looke  to  thofe  things  I tolde  you  of  ? 

Beat.  I crie  you  mercy  vncle,  by  your  graces  pardon. 

Exit  Beatrice. 

Prince.  By  my  troth  a pleafant  fpirited  lady. 

Leon.  Theres  little  of  the  melancholy  element  in  her  my 
lord,  fhe  is  neuer  fad,  but  when  Ihe  fleeps,  and  not  euer  fad 
then : for  I haue  heard  my  daughter  fay,  Ihe  hath  often 
dreampt  of  vnhappines,  and  wakt  her  felfe  with  laughing. 

Pedro.  She  cannot  indurc  to  heare  tell  of  a hufband. 

Leonato.  O by  no  meanes,  fne  mockes  al  her  wooers  out  of 
fute. 

Prince.  She  were  an  excellent  wife  for  Benedick. 

Leonato.  O lord,  my  lord,  if  they  were  but  a weeke  mar- 
ried, they  would  lalke  themfelues  madde.* 

Prince.  Countie  Claudio y when  meane  you  to  goe  to 
church  ? 

Clau.  To  morow  my  lord,  time  goes  on  crutches,  til  loue 
haue  all  his  rites. 

Leonato.  Not  til  monday,  my  deare  fonne,  which  is  hence  a 
iufl  feuennight,  and  a time  too  briefe  too,  to  haue  al  things  an- 
fwer  my  mind. 

Prince.  Come,  you  (hake  the  head  at  fo  long  a breathing, 
but  I warrant  thee  ClaudiOy  the  time  (liall  not  go  dully  by  vs,  I 
' wil  in  the  interim,  vndertake  one  of  Hercules  labors,  which 
is,  to  bring  fignior  Benedick  and  the  lady  Beatrice  into  a 
mountaine  of  affeclion,  th’one  with  th’other,  I would  fain^ 
haue  it  a match,  and  I doubt  not  but  to  fafliion  it,  if  you 
three  will  but  minifler  fuch  afliftance  as  I lhall  giue  you  di- 
reflion. 


Leonato, 
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Leonato.  My  lord,  I am  for  you,  though  it  cofl  me  ten 
nights  watchings. 

Claud.  And  I my  lord. 

; Prince.  And  you  too  gentle  Hero  P 

Hero.  I wil  do  any  modeft  office,  my  lord,  to  help  my  cofin 
to  a good  hufband. 

Prince.  And  Benedicke  is  not  the  vnhopefulleft  hufband  that 
I know  : thus  farre  can  I praife  him,  he  is  of  a noble  (train, 
of  approoued  valour,  and  confirmde  honeffy,  I will  teach  you 
how  to  humour  your  cofin,  that  fhe  fhall  fal  in  loue  with  Be- 
nedicke, and  I,  with  your  two  helpes,  wil  fo  pradfife  on  Be' 
nedicke,  that  in  difpight  of  his  quicke  wit,  and  his  queafie  fto- 
macke,  he  fhall  fall  in  loue  with  Beatrice  : if  we  can  do  this, 
Cupid  is  no  longer  an  archer,  his  glory  fliall  bee  ours,  for  we 
are  the  onely  loue-gods,  goe  in  with  mee,  and  I will  tell  you 
my  drift.  Exit. 

, Enter  lohn  and  Borachio. 

hhn.  It  is  fo,  the  counte  Claudio  fhall  marry  the  daughter 
of  Leojiato.  ^ 

Bora.  Yea  my  lord,  but  I can  crofTe  it. 

lohn.  Any  barre,  any  crofie,  any  impediment,  will  be  med- 
cinable  to  me,  I am  ficke  in  difpleafure  to  him,  and  whatfo- 
euer  comes  athwart  his  affe^fion,  ranges  euenly  with  mine, 
how  canff  thou  crofTe  this  marriage 

Bor.  Not  honeflly  my  lord,  but  fo  couertly,  that  no^iifho- 
neffy  fliall  appeare  in  me. 

lohn.  Shew  me  briefely  how. 

Bor.  I thinke  I told  your  lordfhip  a yeere  Tince,  how  much 
I am  in  the  fauour  of  JMargaret,  the  waiting  gentlewoman  to 
Hero. 

lohn.  I remember. 

Bor . I can  at  any  vnfeafonable  inflar.t  of  the  night,  appoint 
her  to  looke  out  at  her  ladies  chamber  window; 
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lohn.  What  life  is  in  that  to  be  the  death  of  this  manage  ? 

Bor.  The  poifon  of  that  lies  in  you  to  temper,  goe  you  to 
the  prince  your  brother,  fpare  not  to  tell  him,  that  he  hath 
wronged  his  honor  in  marrying  the  renowned  Claudio,  whofe 
eftimation  do  you  mightily  hold  vp,  to  a contaminated  Aale, 
fuch  a one  as  Hero. 

lohn.  What  proofe  /hall  I make  of  that  I 

Bor.  Proofe  enough,  to  mifufe  the  piince,  to  vexe  Claudio, 
to  vndoe  Hero,  and  kill  Leonato,  looke  you  for  any  other 
i lTue  ? 

John.  Onely  to  difpight  them  I will  endeuour  any  thing. 

Bor.  Go  then,  find  me  a meet  houre,  to  draw  don  Pedro 
and  the  counte  Claudio  alone,  tell  them  that  you  know  that 
Hero  loues  me,  intend  a kind  of  zeale  both  to  the  prince  and 
Claudio  (as  in  loue  of  your  brothers  honor  who  hath  made  this 
match)  and  his  friends  reputation,  who  is  thus  like  to  bee 
cofen’d  with  the  femblance  of  a maid,  that  you  haue  difcoucr’d 
thus  : they  wil  fcarcely  beleeue  this  without  triall : offer  them 
inffances  which  fhall  beare  no  leffe  likelihood,  than  to  fee  me 
at  her  chamber  window,  heare  me  call  Margaret  Hero,  heare 
Marg.  terme  me  Claudio,  and  bring  them  to  fee  this  the  very 
night  before  the  intended  wedding,  for  in  the  mean  time,  I wil 
fo  falhion  the  matter,  that  Hero  fhal  be  abfent  and  there  fhal 
appeere  fuch  feeming  truth  of  Heroes  difloyaltie,  that  iealoufie 
fhal  be  cald  affurance,  and  al  the  preparation  ouerthrowne. 

lohn.  Grow  this  to  what  aduerfe  iffue  it  can,  I will  put  it 
in  pra  Sife  : be  cunning  in  the  working  this,  and  thy  fee  is  a 
thoufand  ducates. 

Bor.  Be  you  conffant  in  the  accufation,  and  my  cunning 
{hall  not  fhame  me. 

lohn.  I will  prefently  go  learne  their  day  of  marriage.  Exit. 

Enter  Benedicke  alone. 

Bene.  Boy. 

Boy.  Signior. 

Bene. 
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Bene.  In  my  chamber  window  lies  a booke,  bring  it  hither 
to  me  in  the  orchard. 

Boy.  I am  here  already  fir.  Exit, 

Bene.  I know  that,  but  I would  haue  thee  hence  and  here 
againe.  I do  much  wonder,  that  one  man  feeing  how  much 
an  other  man  is  a foole,  when  he  dedicates  his  behauiours  to 
loue,  wil  after  he  hath  lauglitat  fuch  Ihallow  follies  in  others, 
becom  the  argument  of  his  owne  fcorne,  by  falling  in  loue, 
and  fuch  a man  is  Claudio^  I haue  knowne  when  there  was  no 
mufique  with  him  but  the  drumme  and  the  fife,  and  now  had 
he  rather  heare  the  taber  and  the  pipe  : I haue  knowne  when 
he  would  haue  walkt  ten  mile  afoot,  to  fee  a good  armour, 
and  now  wil  he  lie  ten  nights  awake  earning  the  fafhion  of  a 
new  dublet  : he  was  woont  to  fpeake  plaine,  and  to  the  pur- 
pofe  (like  an  honefl  man  and  a fouldier)  and  now  is  he  turnd 
ortography,  his  words  are  a very  fantaflicall  banquet,  iuft  fo 
many  flrange  difhes  : may  I be  fo  conuej-ted  and  fee  with 
thefe  eies?  I cannot  tell,  I thinke  not  : I wil  not  be  fworne 
but  loue  may  transforme  me  to  an  oyfler,  but  He  take  my  oath 
on  it,  till  he  haue  made  and  oyfler  of  me,  he  (hall  neuer  make 
me  fuch  a foole  : one  woman  is  faire,  yet  I am  well,  an  other  is 
wife,- yet  I am  well  : an  other  vertuous,  yet  I am  wel  : but 
till  all  graces  be  in  one  woman,  one  woma  fhal  not  com  in 
my  grace  : rich  fhe  flial  be  thats  certain,  wife,  or  He  none,  ver- 
tuous, or  He  neuer  cheapen  her  : fiire,  or  He  neuer  looke  on 
her,  mild,  or  come  not  neare  me,  noble,  or  not  I for  an  angell, 
of  good  difeourfe,  an  excellent  mufitian,  and  her  haire  fhall 
be  of  what  colour  it  pleafe  God.  Hah  I the  prince  and  mon- 
Ceur  loue,  I wil  hide  me  in  the  arbor. 

Enter  Prince,  Leonato,  Claudio,  mvftcke* 

Prince.  Come  fhall  we  heare  this  mufique  ? 

eland.  Yea  my  good  lord  : how  Hil  the  euening  is. 

As  hufht  on  purpofe  to  grace  harmonic  ! 
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Prince.  See  you  where  Benedicke  hath  hid  himfelfe  ? 

Claud.  O very  wel  my  lord  : the  mufique  ended, 

Week  fit  the  kid-foxe  with  a penny  worth. 

Enter  Balthafer  vjith  muficke. 

Prince. ' Come  Balthafer ^ week  heare  that  fong  agairie, 

Balth.  O good  my  lord,  taxe  not  fo  bad  a voice, 

To  (launder  muficke  any  more  then  once. 

Prince.  It  is  the  witnefTe  flill  of  excelkncie. 

To  put  a ftrange  face  on  his  owne  perfefVion, 
i pray  thee  Ting,  and  let  me  wooe  no  more. 

Balth.  Becaufe  you  talke  of  wooing  I will  fmg, 

Since  many  a wooer  doth  commence  his  fute. 

To  her  he  thinkes  not  worthy,  yet  he  wooes. 

Yet  will  he  fweare  he  loues. 

Prince.  Nay  pray  thee  come, 

Or  if  thou  wilt  hold  longer  argument, 

Do  it  in  notes. 

Balth.  Note  this  before  my  notes, 

Theresnot  a note  of  mine  thats  worth  the  noting. 

Prince.  Why  thefe  are  very  crotchets  that  he  fpeakes. 

Note  notes  forfooth,  and  nothing. 

Bene.  Now  diuine  aire,  now  is  his  foule  rauifht,  is  it  not 
flrange  that  fheepes  guts  fhould  hale  fouks  out  of  mens  bodies  ? 
well  a home  for  my  mony  when  ails  done. 

' The  Song. 

Sigh  no  more  ladies,  figh  no  more. 

Men  were  deceiuers  euer. 

One  foote  in  fea,  and  one  on  fhore. 

To  one  thing  conflant  neuer. 

Then  figh  not  fo,  but  let  them  go. 

And  be  you  blith  and  bonnie, 

Gonuerting  all  your  foundes  of  woe. 

Into  hey  nony  nony. 


Sing 
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Sing  no  more  ditties,  fing  no  moe. 

Of  dumps  fo  dull  and  heauy, 

The  fraud  of  men  was  euer  fo. 

Since  fummer  firfl:  was  leauy. 

Then  figh  not  fo,  &c. 

Prince.  By  my  troth  a good  fong. 

Balth.  And  an  ill  finger  my  lord. 

Prince.  Ha,  no  no  faith,  thou  fingO:  wel  enough  for  a (hlft. 

Ben.  And  he  had  bin  a dog  that  fhould  haue  howld  thus, 
they  would  haue  hangd  him,  and  I pray  God  his  bad  voice 
bode  no  mifcheefe,  I had  as  liue  haue  heard  the  night-rauen, 
come  what  plague  could  haue  come  after  it. 

Prince.  Yea  mary,  doofl  thou  heare  Balthafar  ? I pray  thee 
get  vs  fome  excellent  mufique : for  to  morow  night  we  would 
haue  it  at  the  ladie  Heroes  chamber  window. 

Balth.  The  beft  I can  my  lord. 
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Exit  Balthafir. 

Prince.  Do  fo,  farewell.  Come  hither  Leonafo,  what  was 
it  you  told  mee  of  to  day,  that  your  niece  Beatrice  was  in  loue 
with  'fignior  Benedicke  ? 

Cla.  O I,  ftalke  on,  Balk  on,  the  foule  fits,  I did  neuer 
think  that  lady  would  haue  loued  any  man. 

Leo.  No  nor  I neither,  but  moB  wonderful,  that  (he  fnould 
fo  dote  on  jfignior  Benedicke,  whome  flie  hath  in  all  outward  be- 
hauiours  feemd  euer  to  abhorre. 

Bene.  IB  poflible  ? fits  the  wind  in  that  corner  ? 

Leo.  By  my  troth  my  lord,  I cannot  tell  what  to  thinke  of 
it,  but  that  Bie  loues  him  with* an  inraged  alfeffion,  it  is  paB 
the  infinite  of  thought.  ^ 

Prince.  May  be  file  doth  but  counterfeit. 

Claud.  Faith  like  enough. 


Leon* 
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Leon.  O God  1 counterfeit  ? there  was  neuer  counterfeit  of 
paflion,  came  fo  neare  the  life  of  paffion  as  (he  difcouers  it. 

Prince.  Why  what  efFefts  of  paffion  ffiewes  ffie  ? 

Claud.  Baitc  the  hooke  wel,  this  fiffi  will  bite. 

Leon.  What  effefts  my  lord  ? ffie  wil  fit  you,  you  heard 
my  daughter  tell  you  how. 

Claud.  She  did  indeede. 

Prince.  How,  how  I pray  you  ! you  amaze  me,  I would  haue 
thought  her  fpirite  had  beene  inuincible  againfl:  all  alTauks  of 
affeftion. 

Leo.  I would  haue  fworn  it  had,  my  lord,  efpecially  againfl 
Benedicke. 

Bene.  1 fhould  think  this  a gull,  but  that  the  white  bearded 
fellow  fpeakes  it : knauery  cannot  fure  hide  himfelf  in  fucK 
reuerence. 

Claud.  He  hath  tane  th’  infeclion,  hold  it  vp. 

Prince.  Hath  ffiee  made  her  affedlion  knowne  to  Benedicke  ? 

Leonato.  No,  and  fweares  fhee  neuer  will,  thats  her  tor- 

I 

ment. 

Claudio.  Tis  true  indeed,  fo  your  daughter  faies  : fhall  I, 
faies  fhe,  that  haue  fo  oft  encountred  him  with  fcorne,  write 
to  him  that  I loue  him  ? 

Leo.  This  faies  ffie  now  when  ffie  is  beginning  to  write  to 
him,  for  ffieel  be  vp  twenty  times  a night,  and  there  will  ffie 
fit  in  her  fmocke,  til  ffie  haue  writ  a ffieete  of  paper:  my 
daughter  tels  vs  all. 

Clau.  Now  you  talk  of  a ffieet  of  paper,  I remember  a 
prety  iefl  your  daughter  told  of  vs. 

Leonato.  O when  ffie  had  writ  it,  and  was  reading  it  ouer, 
ffie  found  Benedicke  and  Beatrice  betweene  the  ffieete. 

Claudio.  That. 

Leon.  O ffie  tore  the  letter  into  a thoufand  halfpence,  raild 
at  her  felf,  that  ffie  ffiould  be  fo  immodeft  to  write,  to  one 
that  ffie  knew  would  flout  her,  I meafure  him,  faies  ffie,  by  my 
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own  fpirlt,  for  I fhould  flout  him,  if  he  writ  to  me,  yea  thogh 
I loue  him  I fhould. 

Clau,  Then  downe  vpon  her  knees  fhe  falls,  weepes,  fobs, 
beates  her  heart,  teares  her  haire,  prayes,  eurfes,  O fweet 
Benedicke,  God  giue  me  patience. 

Lennato.  She  doth  indeed,  my  daughter  faies  fo,  and  the 
extafie  hath  fo  much  onerborne  her,  that  my  daughter  is  fome- 
time  afeard  fhee  will  doe  a defperate  out-rage  to  her  felfc,  it 
is  very  true. 

• Prince,  It  were  good  that  Benedicke  knew  of  it  by  fome 
other,  if  fhe  will  not  difcouer  it. 

Claudio.  To  what  end  : he  would  make  but  a fport  of  it, 
and  torment  the  poore  lady  worfe. 

Prince.  And  he  fhould,  it  were  an  almes  to  hang  him,  fhees 
an  excellent  fweete  lady,  and  (out  of  all  furpiiion,)  fhe  is 
vertuous. 

Claudio.  And  fhe  is  exceeding  wife. 

Prince.  In  euery  thing  but  in  louing  Benedicke. 

Leoriato.  O my  lord,  wifedome  and  blood  combating  in 
fo  tender  a body,  we  haue  ten  proofes  to  one,  that  bloud  hath 
the* victory,  I am  fory  for  her,  as  I haue  iufi  caufe,  beeing  her 
vncle,  and  her  gardian. 

Prince.  I would  fhee  had  bellowed  this  dotage  on  mee,  T 
would  haue  daft  all  other  refpefts,  and  made  her  halfe  my  felf : 
I pray  you  tell  Benedicke  of  it,  and  heare  what  a will  {ay. 

Leonato.  Were  it  good  thinke  you  ? . 

Claudio.  Hero  thinkes  furely  fhe  will  die,  for  fhe  fa  yes  fhee 
will  die,  if  he  loue  her  not,  and  fhee  will  die  ere  fliee  make  her 
loue  knowne,  and  fhe  will  die  if  he  wooe  her,  rather  than  fhee 
will  bate  one  breath  of  her  accuflomed  crofnefTe. 

Prince.  She  doth  well,  if  fliee  fhoulde  make  tender  of  her 
loue,  tis  very  pofTible  heele  fcorne  it,  for  the  man  (as  you  know 
all)  hath  a contemptible  fpirite. 

Claudio.  He  is  a very  proper  man. 
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Prince,  He  hath  indeede  a good  outward  happines, 

Claudio.  Before  God,  and  in  my  mind,  very  wife.  ^ 

Prince.  Hee  dooth  indeede  (hew  fome  fparkes  that  are 
like  wit, 

Claudio.  And  I take  him  to  be  valiant. 

Prince.  As  BeElory  I afliire  you,  and  in  the  marrrmging  of 
quarrels  you  may  fay  he  is  wife,  for  either  hee  auoydes  them 
with  great  difcretion,  or  vndertakes  them  with  a mofi:  chrifli- 
anlike  feare. 

Leonato.  If  he  do  feare  God,  a muff  necefTarily  keep  peace, 
if  hee  breake  the  peace,  hee  ought  to  enter  into  a quarrel  with 
feare  and  trembling. 

Prince.  And  fo  will  hee  doe,  for  the  man  doth  feare  God, 
howfoeuer  it  feemes  not  in  him,  by  fome  large  ieftes  hee  will 
make  : well  I am  fory  for  your  niece,  fhall  we  go  feeke  Bene^ 
dicke^  and  tell  him  of  her  loue  ? 

Claudio.  Neuer  tell  him,  my  lord,  let  her  weare  it  out  with 
good  counfell. 

Leonato.  Nay  thats  impoffible,  fliee  may  weare  her  heart 
out  firft. 

Prince.  Well,  we  will  heare  further  of  it  by  your  daughter, 
let  it  coole  the  while,  I loue  Benedicke  wel,  and  I could  wifli 
he  would  modeftly  examine  himfelfe,  to  fee  how  much  he  is 
vnworthy  fo  good  a lady. 

Leonato.  My  lord,  w^ill  you  walke  ? dinner  is  ready. 

Claudio.  If  he  do  not  doate  on  her  vppon  this,  I will  neuer 
truft  my  expeffation. 

Prince.  Let  there  be  the  fame  nette  fpread  for  her,  and  that 
mull:  your  daughter  and  her  gentlewomen  carry  : the  fporte 
will  be,  when  they  holde  one  an  opinion  of  an  others  dotage, 
and  no  fuch  matter,  thats  the  feene  that  I woulde  fee,  which 
wil  be  meerely  a dumbe  thew  : let  vs  fend  her  to  call  him  in  to 
dinner. 

Benedicke.  This  can  be  no  trickc,  the  conference  was  fadly 

borne 
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borne,  they  haue  the  trueth  of  this  from  HerOy  they  feemc  to 
pittie  the  lady : it  feemes  her  affeflions  haue  their  full  bent : 
loue  me  ? why  it  mult  be  requited : I heare  how  I am  cen- 
furde,  they  fay  I will  beare  my  felfe  prowdly,  if  I percelue  the 
loue  come  from  her  : they  fay  too  that  Ihe  will  rather  die  than 
giuc  anie  hgne  of  afFeiSlion  : I did  neuer  thinke  to  marry,  I 
muft  notfeeme  prowd,  happy  are  they  that  heare  their  detrac- 
tions, and  can  put  them  to  mending  : they  fay  the  lady  is 
faire,  tis  a trueth,  I can  beare  them  witnelTe  : and  vertuous, 
tis  fo,  I cannot  reproouc  it,  and  wife,  but  for  louing  me,  by 
my  troth  it  is  no  addition  to  her  wit,  nor  no  great  argument 
of  her  foUie,  for  I will  be  horribly  in  loue  with  her,  I may 
chaunce  haue  fome  odde  quirkes  and  remnants  of  witte  broken 
on  me,  becaufe  I haue  railed  fo  long  againft  marriage  : but 
doth  not  the  appetite  alter  ? a man  loues  the  meate  in  his  youth, 
that  he  cannot  indure  in  his  age.  Shall  quippes  and  fentences, 
and  thefe  paper  bullets  of  the  brain  awe  a man  from  the  car- 
reere  of  his  humor  ? No,  the  world  mud:  be  peopled.  When 
I faide  I woulde  die  a batcheller,  I did  not  think  I Ihouldliue 
til  I were  married,  here  comes  Beatrice  : by  this  day,  dices  a 
faire,  lady,  I doe  fpie  fome  markes  of  loue  in  her. 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Beatr.  Agand  my  will  I am  fent  to  bid  you  come  in  to 
dinner. 

Bene,  Faire  Beatrice^X  thanke  you  for  your  paines,’ 

Beat.  I tooke  no  more  paines  for  tbofe  thankes,  then  you 
take  paines  to  thanke  me,  if  it  had  bin  painful  1 would  not 
haue  come. 

Bene.  You  take  pleafure  then  in  the  medage. 

Beat.  Yea  iud  fo  much  as  you  may  take  vppon  a kniues  point, 
and  choake  a daw  withal  1 : you  haue  no  domach  fignior,  fare 
you  well.  Exit, 

Bene.  Ha,  againd  my  will  I am  fent  to  bid  you  come  in  to 

dinner : theres  a double  meaning  in  that ; I took  no  more  paines 

for 
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t^r  thofe  thanks  the  you  took  pains  to  thank  me,  thats  as 
much  as  to  fay,  any  pains  that  I take  for  you  is  as  eafy  as 
thanks  : if  I do  not  take  pitty  of  her  I am  a villaine,  if  I do  not 

loue  her  I am  a lew,  I will  go  get  her  picture.  Exit. 

\ 

Enter  Hero  and  two  gentlewomen,  Margaret,  Uriley. 
Hero.  Good  Margaret  runne  thee  to  the  parlour. 

There  fhalt  thou  find  my  cofin  Beatrice, 

Propofing  with  the  prince  and  Claudio, 

Whifper  her  eare  and  tell  her  I and  Vrjley, 

Walke  in  the  orchard,  and  our  whole  difeourfe 
Is  all  of  her,  fay  that  thou  ouer-heardft  vs. 

And  bid  her  fteale  into  the  pleached  bowere 
Where  hony-fuckles  ripened  by  the  funne. 

Forbid  the  funne  to  enter  : like  fauourites,^ 

Made  proud  by  princes,  that  aduaunce  their  pride, 

Againfi:  that  power  that  bred  it,  there  will  Ihe  hide  her. 

To  liften  our  propofe,  this  is  thy  office, 

Beare  thee  well  in  it,  and  leaue  vs  alone. 

Marg.  He  make  her  come  I warrant  you  prelently. 

Hero.  Now  Vrfula,  when  Beatrice  doth  come, 

As  we  do  trace  this  alley  vp  and  downe, 

Our  talke  muft  onely  be  of  Benedicke, 

When  I do  name  him  let  it  be  thy  part, 

To  praife  him  more  than  euer  man  did  merite. 

My  talke  to  thee  mu  ft  be  how  Benedicke, 

Is  ficke  in  loue  with  Beatrice  : of  this  matter. 

Is  little  Cupids  crafty  arrow  made. 

That  onely  wounds  by  heare-fay : now  begin. 

For  looke  where  Beatrice  like  a lapwing  runs 
Clofe  by  the  ground,  to  heare  our  conference. 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Vrfida.  The  pleafantft  angling  is  to  fee  the  fifti 
Cut  with  her  golden  ores  the  filuer  ftreame. 
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And  greedily  deuoure  the  treacherous  baite  : 

So  angle  we  for  BeatricCy  who  euen  now. 

Is  couched  in  the  wood-bine  couerture, 

Feare  you  not  my  part  of  the  dialogue. 

Hero.  Then  go  we  neare  her  that  her  eare  loofe  nothing, 
Of  the  falfe  fweete  baite  that  we  lay  for  it : 

No  truly  Vrfula,  (he  is  too  difdainfull, 

I know  her  fpirits  are  as  coy  and  wild. 

As  haggerds  of  the  rocke. 

Urfula.  But  are  you  fure. 

That  Bencdicke  loues  Beatrice  fointirely  ? 

Hero.^  So  faies  the  prince,  and  my  new  trothed  lord. 
Urfula.  And  did  they  bid  you  tel  her  of  it,  madame  ? 
Hero.  They  did  intreate  me  to  acquaint  her  of  it. 

But  I perfwaded  them,  i^they  lou’de  Benedicke, 

To  wi(h  him  wraAle  with  affeftion. 

And  neuer  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it, 

Vrfula.  Why  did  you  fo,  dooth  not  the  gentleman 
Defeme  as  full  as  fortunate  a bed. 

As  euer  Beatrice  (hall  couch  vpon  ? 

Hero.  O God  of  loue  ! I know  he  doth  deferue, 

As  much  as  may  be  yeelded  to  a man  : 

But  nature  neuer  framde  a womans  hart, 

Of  prowder  fluffe  then  that  of  Beatrice  : 

Difdaine  and  fcorne  ride  fparkling  in  her  eies, 

Mifprifing  what  they  looke  on,  and  her  wit 
Valewes  itfelfe  fo  highly,  that  to  her 
All  matter  els  feemes  weake  : (he  cannot  loue, 

Nor  take  no  (hape  nor  proie<5l  of  affeftion. 

She  is  fo  felfe  indeared. 

Vrfula.  Sure  I thinke  fo. 

And  therefore  certainely  it  were  not  good. 

She  knew  his  loue  left  (heele  make  fport  at  it. 

Hero.  Why  you  fpeake  truth,  I neuer  yet  faw  man. 
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How  wife,  how  noble,  yong,  how  rarely  featured. 

But  fhe  would  fpel  him  backward  ; if  faire  faced. 

She  would  fweare  the  gentleman  Ihould  be  her  Mer : 

If  blacke,  why  nature  drawing  of  an  antique. 

Made  a foule  blot  : if  tall,  a launce  ill  headed  ; 

If  low,  an  agot  very  vildly  cut : 

If  fpeaking,  why  a vane  blowne  with  all  winds  ; 

If  filent,  why  a blocke  moued  with  none  : 

So  turnes  fhe  euery  man  the  wrong  fide  out. 

And  neuer  giues  to  truth  and  vertue,  that 
Which  fimpleneiTe  and  merite  purchafeth. 

Vrfula.  Sure,  fure,  fuch  carping  is  not  commendable. 

Hero.  No  not  to  be  fo  odde,  and  from  all  falhions. 

As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  commendable, 

But  who  dare  tell  her  fo  ? If  I Ihqpld  fpeake. 

She  would  mocke  me  into  ayre,  O fhe  would  laugh  me 
Out  of  my  felfe,  prefle  me  to  death  with  wit. 

Therefore  let  Benedicke  like  couerd  lire, 

Confume  away  in  fighes,  wafle  inwardly : 

It  were  a better  death,  then  die  with  mockes. 

Which  is  as  bad  as  die  with  tickling. 

Vrfula.  Yet  tel  her  of  it,  heare  what  fhe  wil  fay. 

Hero.  No  rather  I will  go  to  Benedicke, 

And  counfaile  him  to  fight  againft  his  paffion, 

And  truly  He  deuife  fome  honeft  flaunders, 

To  flaine  my  cofin  with,  one  doth  not  know. 

How  much  an  ill  word  may  impoifon  liking. 

Vrfula,  O do  not  do  your  cofin  fuch  a wrong, 

She  cannot  be  fo  much  without  true  iudgement, 

Hauing  fo  fwift  and  excellent  a wit. 

As  fhe  is  prifde  to  haue,  as  to  refufe 
So  rare  a gentleman  as  fignior  Benedicke. 

Hero.  He  is  the  oneiy  man  of  Italy, 

Alwaies  excepted  my  deare  Claudio, 

Vrfula. 
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Vrfula.  I pray  you  be  not  angry  with  me,  madame. 
Speaking  my  fancy  : Hgnior  Benedicke, 

For  fliape,  for  bearing  argument  and  valour, 

Goes  formofl:  in  report  through  Italy. 

Hero.  Indeed  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 

Vrfula.  His  excellence  did  earne  it,  ere  he  had  it  : 

When  are  you  married  madame  ? 

Hero.  Why  euery  day  to  morrow,  come  go  In, 

He  (hew  thee  fome  attyres,  and  haue  thy  counfaile. 

Which  is  the  bed:  to  furnidi  me  to  morrow. 

Vrfida.  Shees  limed  I warrant  you. 

We  haue  caught  her  madame. 

Hero.  If  it  prone  fo,  then  louing  goes  by  haps, 

Some  Cupid  kills  with  arrowes  fome  with  traps. 

Beat.  What  fire  is  in  mine  eares  ? can  this  be  true  ? 

Stand  I condemn’d  for  pride  and  fcorne  fo  much  ? 

Contempt,  farewel,  and  maiden  pride,  adew, 

No  glory  hues  behind  the  backe  of  fuch. 

And  Benedickej  loue  on  I will  requite  thee, 

Taming  my  wild  heart  to  thy  louing  hand  : 

If  thou  dod  loue,  my  kindnede  ihall  incite  thee 
To  bind  our  loues  vp  in  a holy  band. 

For  others  fay  thou  dod  deferue,  and  I 

Beleeue  it  better  then  reportingly.  Exit. 

Enter  Prince,  Claudio,  Benedlcke,  and  Leonato. 

Prince.  I doe  but  day  til  your  mariage  be  confummate,  and 
then  go  I toward  Arragon. 

Claud.  He  bring  you  thither  my  lord,  if  youle  vouchfafe 
me. 

Prince.  Nay  that  would  be  as  great  a foyle  in  the  new  glofle 
of  your  marriage,  as  to  fhew  a child  his  new  coate  and  forbid 
him  to  weare  it,  I wil  only  be  bold  with  Benedick  for  his  com- 
pany, for  from  the  crowne  of  his  head,  to  the  foie  of  his  foot, 
VoL.  I,  he 
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he  is  al  mirth,  he  hath  twice  or  thrice  cut  Ciipides  bow-firing, 
and  the  little  hang-man  dare  not  fhoot  at  him,  he  hath  a heart 
as  found  as  a bell,  and  his  tongue  is  the  clapper,  for  what  his 
heart  thinkes,  his  tongue  fpeakes. 

Bene.  Gallants,  I am  not  as  I haue  bin. 

Leo.  So  fay  I,  me  thinkes  you  are  fadder. 

Clau.  I hope  he  be  in  loue. 

Prince.  Hang  him  truant,  theres  no  true  drop  of  bloud 
in  him  to  be  truly  toucht  with  loue,  if  he  be  fadde,  he  wantes 
money. 

Bene.  I haue  the  tooth -ach. 

Prince.  Draw  it. 

Bene.  Hang  it. 

Clan.  You  mufl  hang  it  firfl,  and  draw  it  afterwards. 

Prince.  What  ? figh  for  the  tooth- ach.  ^ 

Leon.  Where  is  but  a humour  or  a worme. 

Bene.  Wei,  euery  one  cannot  mafler  a griefe,  but  he  that 
has  it. 

Clau.  Yet  fay  I,  he  is  in  loue. 

Prince.  There  is  no  appeerance  of  fancie  In  him,  vnlefTe  it 
be  a fancy  that  he  hath  to  flrange  difguifes,  as  to  be  a Dutch- 
man  to  day,  a French-man  to  morrow,  or  in  the  fhape  of  two 
countries  at  once,  as  a Germaine  from  the  wafle  downward, 
all  flops,  and  a Spaniard  from  the  hip  vpward,  no  dublet  : 
vnlefTe  he  haue  a fancie  to  this  foolery,  as  it  appeares  he  hath, 
he  is  no  foole  for  fanc}^  as  you  would  haue  it  appeare  he  is. 

Claud.  If  he  be  not  in  loue  with  fome  woman,  there  is  no 
belecuing  old  fignes,  a brii flies  his  hat  a mornings,  what  fhould 
that  bode  ? 

Prince.  Hath  any  man  feene  him  at  the  barbers  ? 

Claud.  No,  but  the  barbers  man  hath  bin  feene  \yith  him, 
and  the  olde  ornament  of  his  cheeke  hath  already  flufft  tennis 
balls. 

Leon.  Indeed  he  lookes  yonger  than  he  did,  by  the  lofTe  of 
a beard. 
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Prince.  Nay  a rubs  himfelfe  with  ciuit,  can  you  fmell  him 
out  by  that  ? 

Claud,  Thats  as  much  as  to  fay,  the  fweete  youthe’s  in 
loue. 

Bene.  The  greateft  note  of  it  is  his  melancholy. 

Claud.  And  when  was  he  woont  to  wafh  his  face  ? 

Prince.  Yea  or  to  paint  himfelfe  ? for  the  which  I heare 
what  they  fay  of  him. 

Claud.  Nay  but  his  iefting  fpirit,  which  is  now  crept  into  a 
lute-ffring,  and  now  gouernd  by  flops. 

Prince.  Indeed  that  tells  a heauy  tale  for  him  : conclude, 
conclude,  he  is  in  loue. 

Claud.  Nay  but  I know  who  loues  him. 

Prince,  That  would  I know  too,  I warrant  one  that  knows 
him  not. 

Claud.  Yes,  and  his  ill  conditions,  and  in  difpight  of  al, 
dies  for  him. 

Prince.  She  (hall  be  buried  with  her  face  vpwards. 

Bene.  Yet  is  this  no  charme  for  the  tooth-ake,  old  fignior, 
walke  afide  with  me,  I haue  fludied  eight  or  nine  wife  wordes 
to  fpeake  to  you,  which  thefe  hobby-horfes  mufl  not  heare. 

Prince.  For  my  life  to  breake  with  him  about  Beatrice. 

Claud.  Tis  euen  fo.  Hero  and  Margaret  haue  by  this  played 
their  parts  with  Beatrice^  and  then  the  two  beares  will  not  bite 
one  another  when  they  meete. 

Enter  lohn  the  bajlard, 

Bajlard.  My  lord  and  brother,  God  faue  you. 

Prince.  Good  den  brother. 

Bajlard.  If  your  leifure  feru’d,  I would  fpeake  with  you; 

Prince.  In  priuate  ? 

Bajlard.  If  it  pleafe  you,  yet  count  Claudio  may  heare,  for 
what  I would  fpeake  of,  concernes  him. 
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Prince.  Whats  the  matter  ? 

Baji,  Meanes  your  lord  (hip  to  be  married  to  morrow  ? 

Prince.  You  know  he  does. 

Baft.  I know  not  that  when  he  knowes'whatl  know. 

Claud.  If  there  be  any  impediment,  I pray  you  difcouer  it. 

Baft.  You  may  think  I loue  you  not,  let  that  appeare  here- 
after, and  ayme  better  at  me  by  that  I now  will  manifefl,  for 
my  brother  (I  thinke,  he  holdes  you  well,  and  in  dearenelTe  of 
heart)  hath  holpe  to  efFe6l  your  enfuing  manage  : furely  fute 
ill  fpent,  and  labor  ill  bellowed. 

Prince.  Why  whats  the  matter  ? 

Baft.  I came  hither  to  tel  you,  and  circumftances  fhortned, 
(for  fhe  has  bin  too  long  a talking  of)  the  lady  is  difloyall. 

Claud.  Who  Hero  ? 

Baftar,  Euen  (he,  Leonatoes  Heroy  your  HerOf  euery  mans 
Hero. 

Clau.  Difloyall  ? 

Baft.  The  word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  her  wickednefle, 
I could  fay  fhe  were  worfe,  thinke  you  of  a worfe  title,  and  I 
wil  fit  her  to  it  : wonder  not  till  further  warrant : go  but 
with  me  to  night  you  fliall  fee  her  chamber  window  entred, 
euen  the  night  before  her  wedding  day,  if  you  loue  her,  then 
to  morow  wed  her  : but  it  would  better  fitte  your  honour  to 
change  your  mind. 

Claud.  May  this  be  fo  ? 

Prince.  I wil  not  thinke  it. 

Baft,  If  you  dare  not  trufl:  that  you  fee,  confefle  not  that 
you  knowe  : if  you  will  follow  mee,  I will  fliew  you  enough, 
and  when  you  haue  feene  more,  .and  heard  more,  proceede  ac- 
cordingly. 

Claudio.  If  I fee  anie  thing  to  night,  why  I fliould  not  marry 
her  to  morrow  in  the  congregation,  where  I fliould  wed,  there 
will  I fhame  her. 
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Prince.  And  as  I wooed  for  thee  to  obtaine  her,  I wil  ioync 
with  thee,  to  dlfgrace  her. 

Bqftard.  I will  difparage  her  no  farther,  till  you  are  my  wit- 
neffes,  beare  it  coldely  but  till  midnight,  and  let  the  ilTuelhew 
it  felfe. 

Prince.  O day  vntowardly  turned  ! 

Claud.  O mifchiefe  ftrangely  thwarting  ! 

Bajiard.  O plague  right  well  preuentedj  fo  will  you  fay, 
when  you  haue  feene  the  fequele. 

Enter  Dogbery  and  his  compartner  ivith  the  watch. 

Dog.  Are  you  good  men  and  true  ? 

Verges.  Yea,  or  elfe  it  were  pitty  but  they  Ihould  fufFer  fal- 
uation  body  and  foule. 

Dog.  Nay,  that  were  a punifliment  too  good  for  them,  if 
they  fhould  haue  any  allegeancein  them,  being  chofen  for  the 
princes  watch. 

Verges.  Well,  giue  them  their  charge,  neighbour  Dog- 

bery.  , 

Dogbery.  Firfi:,  who  thinke  you  the  mofl  defartlefle  man  to 
be  conftable  ? 

Watch  I . Hugh  Ote-cakcy  fir  or  George  Sea-cole,  for  they  can 
write  and  reade. 

Dogbery.  Come  hither  neighbor  Sea-cole,  God  hath  bleftyou 
with  a good  name  : to  be  a welfauoured  man,  is  the  gift  of 
fortune,  but  to  write  and  reade,  comes  by  nature. 

Watch  2.  Both  which  maifier  conftable. 

Dogbery.  You  haue  : I knew  it  would  be  your  anfwer  : Wel, 
for  your  fauour  fir,  why  giue  God  thanks,  and  make  no  boaft 
of  it,  and  for  your  writing  and  reading,  let  that  appeerc  when^ 
there  is  no  neede  of  fuch  vanity,  you  are  thought  heere  to  be 
the  moft  fenfieffe  and  fit  man  for  the  confiable  of  the  watch  : 
therefore  beare  you  the  lanthorne  : this  is  your  charge,  you 
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fhall  comprehend  all  vagrom  men,  you  are  to  bidde  any  man 
' ftand,  in  the  princes  name- 

iVatch  2.  How  if  a will  not  ffand  ? 

Dogbery,  Why  then  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let  him  goe, 
and  prefently  call  the  reft  of  the  watch  together,  and  thanke 
God  you  are  ridde  of  a knaue. 

Verges,  If  he  wil  hot  ftand  when  he  is  bidden,  he  is  none  of 
the  princes  fubiefls. 

Dogbery,  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none  but  the 
princes  fubieffs  : you  fhall  alfo  make  no  noife  in  the  ftreetes  : 
for,  for  the  watch  to  babble  and  to  talke,  is  moft  tollerable,  and 
and  not  to  be  indured. 

Watch,  We  will  rather  fteepe  than  talke,  we  know  what  be- 
longs to  a watch. 

Dogbery.  Why  you  fpeake  like  an  antient  and  moft  quiet 
watchman,  fori  cannot  lee  how  fteeping  fhould  offend:  onely 
haue  a care  that  your  billes  bee  not  ftoine  : well,  you  are  to 
cal  at  al  the  alehoufes,  and  bid  thofe  that  are  drunke  get  them 
to  bed. 

Watch.  How  if  they  will  not  ? 

Dogbery.  Why  then  let  them  alone  til  they  are  fobcr,  if  they 
make  you  not  then  the  better  anfwer,  you  may  fay,  they  are  not 
the  men  you  tooke  them  for. 

Watch.  Well  fir. 

Dogbery.  If  ^mu  meete  a thiefe,  you  may  fufpe^t  him,  by  ver- 
tue  of  your  office,  to  be  no  true  man  : and  for  fuch  kind  of 
men,  the  leffe  you  meddle  or  make  with  them,  why  the  more 
is  for  your  honefty. 

Watch.  If  we  know  him  to  be  a thiefe,  fhal  we  not  lay  hands 
on  him  ? 

Dogbery.  Truely  by  your  office  you  may,  but  I thinke  they 
that  touch  pitch  will  be  defilde : the  moft  peaceable  way  for 
you,  if  you  doe  take  a thiefe,  is,  to  let  him  fhew  himfelfe  what 
he  is,  and  fteale  out  of  your  companie. 
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Verges.  You  haue  beene  alwayes  called  a mercifull  manne, 
partner. 

Dog.  Truely  I would  not  hang  a dogge  by  my  will,  much 
more  a man  who  hath  anie  honeAie  in  him. 

Verges.  If  you  heare  a child  crie  in  the  night  you  muft  call 
to  the  nurfe  and  bid  her  ftil  it. 

Watch.  How  if  the  nurfe  be  afleepe  and  will  not  heare  vs. 

Dog.  Why  then  depart  in  peace,  and  let  the  child  wake  her 
with  crying,  for  the  ewe  that  will  not  heare  her  lamb  when  it 
baes,  will  neucr  anfwer  a calfe  when  he  bleates. 

Verges.  Tis  very  true. 

Dog.  This  is  the  end  of  the  charge  : you  conflable  are  to 
prefent  the  princes  owne  perfon,  if  you  meete  the  prince  in 
the  night,  you  may  flay  him. 

Verges.  Nay  birlady  that  I thinke  a cannot. 

Dog.  Fiue  fliillings  to  one  on’t  with  any  man  that  knowes 
- the  flatutes,  he  may  flay  him,  mary  not  without  the  prince  be 
willing,  for  indeed  the  watch  ought  to  offend  no  man,  and  it 
is  an  offence  to  flay  a man  again  ft  his  will. 

Verges.  Birlady  I thinke  it  be  fo. 

Dog.  Ha  ah  ha,  wel  mafters  good  night,  and  there  be  any 
matter  of  weight  chaunces,  cal  vp  me,  keepe  your  fellowes 
counfailes,  and  your  owne,  and  good  night,  come  neighbour. 

Watch.  Well  mafters,  we  heare  our  charge,  let  vsgoe  fitte 
here  vppon  the  church  bench  till  twoo,  and  then  all  to  bed* 

Dog.  One  word  more,  honeft  neighbors,  I pray  you  watch 
about  fignior  Leonatoes  doore,  for  the  wedding  being  there  to 
morrow,  there  is  a great  coyle  to  night,  adiew,  be  vigitant  I 
befeech  you.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Borachio  and  Conrade. 

Bor,  What  Conrade  ? 

Watch,  Peace,  ftir  not. 

Bor,  Conrade  I fay. 

Con.  He»e  man,  I am  thy  elbow. 

Qj^ 
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Bor.  Mas  and  my  elbow  itclit,  I thought  there  would  a 
fcabbe  follow. 

Con.  I will  owe  thee  an  anfwer  for  that,  and  now  forv/ard 
with  thy  tale. 

Bor.  A^tand  thee  clofe  then  vnder  this  penthoufe,  for  it 
drilTells  raine,  and  I will,  like  a true  drunckard,  vtter  all  to  thee. 

Watch.  Some  treafon  maflers,  yet  fland  clofe. 

Bor.  Therefore  know,  I haue  earned  of  dun  Ichn  a thou- 
fand  ducates. 

Con.  Is  it  pofhble  that  any  villanie  (liould  be  fo  deare  ? 

Bor.  Thou  (houldfl  rather  aske  if  it  were  poffible  any  vil- 
lanie fliuld  be  fo  rich  ? for  when  rich  villains  haue  need  of  poor 
ones,  poore  ones  may  make  what  price  they  will.  , 

Con.  I wonder  at  it. 

Bor.  That  fhewes  thou  art  vnconfirm’d,  thou  knowefl  that  the 
falhion  of  a dublet,  or  a hat,  or  a cloake,  is  nothing  to  a man. 

Con.  Yes  it  is  apparell. 

Bor.  I meane  the  faflilon. 

Con.  Yes  the  falhion  is  the  falhioii. 

Bor.  Tufh,  I may  as  well  fay  the  foole’s  thefoole,  but  feefl 
thou  not  what  a deformed  theefe  this  fafhion  is  ? 

Watch.  I know  that  deformed,  a has  bin  a vile  theefe,  this 
vij.  yeere,  a goes  vp  and  downe  like  a gentle  man  : I remember 
his  name. 

Bor.  Didll:  thou  not  heare  fome  body  ? 

Con.  No,  twas  the  vane  on  the  houfe. 

Bor.  Seefl  thou  not  (I  fay)  what  a deformed  thiefe  this  fa. 
fliion  is,  how  giddily  a turnes  about  all  the  hot-blouds,  between 
fourteene  and  hue  and  thirtie,  fometimes  falhioning  them  like 
Pharaoes  fouldiours  in  the  rechle  painting,  fometime  like  god 
Bels  priefls  in  the  old  church  window,  fometim.e  like  the 
fliauen  Hercules  in  the  fmircht  worm-eaten  tapeflry,  where  his 
cod-peece  feemes  as  maffie  as  his  club. 

Con.  x^l  this  I fee,  and  I fee  that  the  falhion  weares  out  more 
apparrell  then  the  man,  but  art  not  thou  thy  felfe  giddy  with 
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the  fafhlon  too,  that  thou  haft  ftiifted  out  of  thy  tale  into 
telling  me  of  the  fafliion  ? 

Bor.  Not  fo  neither,  but  know  that  I haue  to  night  wooed 
Margaret  the  lady  Heroes  gentle-woman,  by  the  name  of  Hero, 
file  leancs  me  out  at  her  miftris  chamber  window,  bids  me  a 
thoufand  times  good  night : I tell  this  tale  vildly,  I Ihould 
firft  tel  thee  how  the  prince  Claudioy  and  my  mailer  plant- 
ed, and  placed,  and  poflelTed,  by  my  maAer  don  John,  faw  a 
farre  off  in  the  orchard  this  amiable  incounter. 

Con.  And  thought  they  Margaret  was  Hero  ? 

Bar.  Two  of  them  did,  the  prince  and  Claudio,  but  the 
diuel  my  maAer  knew  Aie  was  Margaret,  and  partly  by  his 
oths,  which  ArA  pofTeA  them,  partly  by  the  darke  night  which 
did  deceiue  them,  but  chiefely,  by  my  villany,  which  did  con- 
firme  any  flander  that  don  lohn  had  made,  away  went  Claudio 
enragcle,  fwore  he  would  meet  her  as  he  was  apointed  next 
morning  at  the  temple,  and  there,  before  the  whole  congre- 
gation Aiame  her,  with  what  he  faw  o’re  night,  and  fend  her 
home  againe  without  a hulband. 

Watch  I.  We  charge  you  in  the  princes  name  Aand. 

Watch  2.  Call  vppe  the  right  maiAer  conAable,  wee  haue 
here  recouerd  the  mo  A dangerous  peece  of  lechery,  that  euer 
was  kno'vvne  in  the  common  wealth. 

Watch  I . And  one  deformed  is  one  of.  them,  I know  him, 
a weares  a locke. 

Conr.  MaAers,  maAers. 

IVatch  2.  Youle  be  made  bring  deformed  forth  I warrant 
you.  ‘ 

Conr.  Mailers,  neuer  fpeake,  we  charge  you,  let  vs  obey 
you  to  go  with  vs. 

Bor.  We  are  like  to  proue  a goodly  commoditie,  being 
taken  vp  of  thefe  mens  billes. 

Conr.  A commodity  in  queAion  I warrant  you,  come  weele 
obey  you.  Exeunt. 
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Enter 'HtvOy  Margaret,  ^zwJVrfuIa. 

Hero.  Good  Vrfula  wake  my  cofm  Beatrice,  and  defire  her  • 
to  rife. 

Urfula,  I wll  lady. 

Hero.  And  bid  her  come  hither. 

Urfula. 

Marg.  Troth  I thinke  your  other  rebato  were  better. 

Hero.  No  pray  thee  good  Meg,  ile  weare  this, 

Marg.  By  my  troth’s  not  fo  good,  and  I warrant  your  cofm 
will  fay  fo. 

Hero.  My  cofin’s  a foole,  and  thou  art  another,  lie  wearc 
none  but  this. 

Mar.  Hike  the  new  tire  within  excelently,  if  the  haire  were 
a thought  browner  : and  your  gown’s  a moll  rare  faflilon  yfaith, 

I faw  the  dutchelTe  of  Millaines  gowne  that  they  praife  fo. 

Hero.  O that  exceedes  they  fay. 

Marg.  By  my  troth’s  but  a night -gov/n  it  refpefl:  of  yours, 
cloth  a gold  and  cuts,  and  lac’d  with  bluer,  fet  with  pearles, 
downe  lleeues,  fide  fleeues,  and  skirts,  round  vnderborne  with 
'a  blewilh  tinfell,  but  for  a fine  queint  graceful  and  excelent  ' 
falhion,  yours  is  worth  ten  on’t. 

Hero.  God  giue  me  ioy  to  weare  it,  for  my  heart  is  exceed- 
ing heauy. 

Marg.  T’will  be  heauier  foone  by  the  weight  of  a man. 

Hero.  Fie  vpon  thee,  art  not  afliamed  ? 

Marg.  Of  what  lady  ? of  fpeaking  honourably  ? is  not 
marriage  honourable  in  a beggar  is  not  your  lord  honourable 
without  mariage  } I thinke  you  would  hane  'me  fay,  fauing 
your  reuerence  a hufband : and  bad  thinking  'do  not  wrefl:  true 
fpeaking,  lie  offend  no  body,  is  there  any  harm  in  the  heauier, 
for  a hufband  I none  I thinke,  and  it  be  the  right  hufband,  and 
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the  right  wife,  otherwife  tis  light  and  not  heauy,  afke  my  lady 
Beatrice  els,  here  (he  comes. 


Enter  Beatrice. 

Hero.  Good  morrow  coze. 

Beat.  Good  morrow  fweete  Hero. 

Hero,  Why  how  now  ? do  you  fpeake  in  the  ficke  tune  ? 

Beat.  I am  out  of  all  other  tune,  me  thinkes. 

Mar.  Clap’s  into  light  a loue,  (that  goes,  without  a burden,) 
do  you  Ting  it,  and  ile  daunce  it. 

Beat.  Ye  light  aloue  with  yoiirheeles,  then  if  your  hufband 
haue  ftables  enough  youle  fee  he  fhall  lacke  no  barnes. 

Mar,  O illegitimate  confl:ru(5lion  ! I fcorne  that  with  my 
heeles. 

Beat.  Tis  almofl  hue  a clocke  cofin,  tis  time  you  were  rea- 
dy, by  my  troth  I am  exceeding  ill,  hey  ho. 

Mar.  For  a hauke,  a horfe,  or  a hulband  ? 

Beat.  For  the  letter  that  begins  them  al,  H. 

Mar.  Wei,  and  you  be  not  turnde  l.'urke,  theres  no  more 
fayling  by  the  flarre. 

Beat.  What  meanes  the  foole  trow  ? 

Mar.  Nothing  I,  but  God  fend  euery  one  their  hearts 
defire. 

Hero.  Thefe  gloues  the  counte  fent  me,  they  are  an  excellent 
perfume. 

Beat.  I am  ftuft  cofin,  I cannot  fmell. 

Mar.  A maide  and  ftuft  ! theres  goodly  catching  of  colde. 

Beat.  O God  help  me,  God  help  me,  how  long  haue  you 
profeft  apprehenfion  ? 

Mar.  Euer  fince  you  left  it,  doth  not  my  wit  become  me 
rarely  ? 

Beat.  It  is  not  feene  enough,  you  fhould  weare  it  in  your 
cap,  by  my  troth  I am  ficke. 
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Mar,  Get  you  fome  of  this  diflill’d  carduus  benediElus,  and 
lay  to  your  heart,  it  is  the  onely  thing  for  a qualme. 

Hero,  There  thou  prickft  her  with  a thifTel. 

Beat,  BenediEluSy  why  benediluus  F you  haue  fome  moral 
in  this  benediBiis, 

Mar.  Morall  ? no  by  my  troth  I haue  no  morall  meaning, 
I meant  plaine  holy  thiffel,  you  may  thinke  perchannce  that  I 
think  you  are  in  loue,  nay  birlady  lam  not  fiich  a foole  to 
think  what  I lift,  nor  I lift  not  to  thinke  what  I can,  nor  in- 
deed I can  not  think,  if  I would  thinke  my  heart  out  of  think- 
ing, that  you  are  in  loue,  or  that  you  will  be  in  loue,  or  that 
you  can  be  in  loue  : yet  Benedicke  was  fuch  another,  and  now 
is  he  become  a man,  he  fwore  he  would  neuer  marry,  and  yet 
now  in  difpight  of  his  heart  he  eates  his  meate  without  grudg- 
ing, and  how  you  may  be  conuerted  I, know  not,  but  me 
thinkes  you  looke  with  your  eies  as  other  women  do. 

Beat.  What  pace  is  this  that  thy  tongue  keepes  ? 

Marg.  Not  a falfe  gallop. 

1 

Enter  Vrfula. 

Urfula.  Madame  withdraw,  the  prince,  the  count,  fignior 
Benedicke^  don  lohn^  and  all  the  gallants  of  the  towne  are 
come  to  fetch  you  to  church. 

Hero.  Help  to  dreffe  me  good  coze,  good  Meg^  good  Vr^ 
fula. 

Enter  Leonato,  and  the  Conftable,  and  the  Headborough. 

Leonato.  What  would  you  with  me,  honeft  neighbour  ? 

Conjl.  Dog.  Mary  fir  I would  haue  fome  confidence  with  you^ 
that  decernes  you  nearely.  ’ 

Leonato.  Briefe  I pray  you,  for  you  fee  it  is  a bufie  time 
with  me, 

Conjl, 
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Conji.-  Dog.  Mary  this  it  is  fir. 

Headb.  Yes  in  truth  it  is  iir. 

Leonato.  What  is  it  my  good  friends  ? 

Con,  Do.  Goodman  Verges  fir  fpeaks  a little  of  the  matter, 
an  old  man  fir,  and  his  wittes  are  not  fo  blunt,  as  God  helpe 
I would  defire  they  were,  but  infaith  honeft,  as  the  skin  be- 
tween his  browes. 

Head.  Yes  I thank  God,  I am  as  honefl  as  any  man  llulng, 
that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honefler  then  1. 

Conjl.  Dog.  Com parifons  are  odorous,  palabras,  neighbour 
Verges, 

Leonato.  Neighbors,  you  are  tedious. 

Conjl.  Dog.  It  pleafes  your  woffhip  to  fay  fo,  but  we  are 
the  poore  dukes  officers,  but  truly  for  mine  owne  part,  if  I 
were  as  tedious  as  a king  I could  find  in  my  heart  to  beflow  it 
all  of  your  worfhip.  . 

Leonato.  A1  thy  tedioufnefTe  on  me,  ah? 

Conjl.  Dog.  Yea,  and’t  twere  a thoufand  pound  more  than 
tis,  for  I heare  as  good  exclamation  on  your  worfhippe  as  of 
any  man  in  the  cittie,  and  though  I be  but  a poore  man,  I am 
glad  to  heare  it. 

Head.  And  fo  am  I. 

Leonato.  I would  faine  know  what  you  haue  to  fay. 

Head.  Mary  fir  our  watch  to  night,  excepting  your  worfliips 
prefence,  ha  tane  a couple  of  as  arrant  knaues  as  any  in 
Mejfina. 

Conjl.  Dog.  A good  old  man  fir,  he  will  be  talking  as  they 
fay,  when  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is  out,  God  help  vs,  it  is  a « 
world  to  fee:  well  faid  y faith  neighbour  well,  Gods 

a good  man*  and  two  men  ride  of  a horfe,  one  muft  ride  be- 
hind, an  honeft  foule  yfaith  fir,  by  my  troth  he  is,  as  euer 
broke  bread,  but  God  is  to  be  worfhipt,  all  men  are  not  alike, 
alas  good  neighbour. 
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Leonato,  Indeed  neighbour  he  comes  too  fhort  of  you, 

Conjl,  Do,  Gifts  that  God  giues. 

Leonato,  I muft  leaue  you. 

Conji.  Dog.  One  word  fir,  our  watch  fir  haue  indeede  com- 
prehended two  afpitious  perfons,  and  wee  woulde  haue  them 
this  morning  examined  before  your  worfhip. 

Leonato.  Take  their  examination  .your  felfe,  and  bring  it  me, 
I am  now  in  great  hafte,  as  it  may  appeare  vnto  you. 

Conjiable.  It  ihall  be  fufhgance.  (Exit^ 

Leonato,  Drinke  fome  wine  ere  you  goe  : fare  you  well. 

Mejfenger.  My  lord,  they  ftay  for  you,  to  giue  your  daugh- 
ter to  her  hufband. 

Leon.  He  wait  vpon  them,  I am  ready. 

Dogb.  Go  good  partner,  goe  get  you  to  Francis  Sea-co!e, 
bid  him  bring  his  penne  and  inckehorne  to  the  gaole  : we  are 
now  to  examination  thefe  men. 

Verges.  And  we  mufl  do  it  wifely. 

Dogbery.  We  will  fpare  for  no  witte  I warrant  you  : heeres 
that  fhall  driue  fome  of  them  to  a noncome,  only  get  the  learn- 
ed writer  to  fet  downe  our  excommunication,  and  meet  me  at 
the  iaiie. 

Enter  Prince,  Baflard,  Leonato,  Frier,  Claudio,  Benedicke, 

Hero,  and  Beatrice. 

Leonato.  Come  frier  Francis ^ be  briefe,  onely  to  the  plaine 
forme  of  marriage,  and  you  fhall  recount  their  particular  due- 
ties  afterwards. 

Fran.  You  come  hither,  my  lord,  to  marry  this  lady. 

Claudio.  No. 

Leo.  To  bee  married  to  her:  frier,  you  come  to  marry  her. 

Frier,  Lady,  you  come  hither  to  be  married  to  this  counte. 

Hero,  I do. 

Frier.  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  impediment  why 

you 
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you  ftiould  not  be  conioyned,  I charge  you  on  your  foules  to 
vtter  it. 

Claudio.  Know  you  any,  Hero  ? 

Hero.  None  my  lord. 

Frier.  Know  you  any,  counte  ? 

Leonato.  I dare  make  his  anfwer,  none. 

Clau.  O what  men  dare  do  ! what  men  may  do  ! what  men 
daily  do,  not  knowing  what  they  do  ! 

Bene.  Howe  no  we  ! interieflions  ? why  then,  fome  be  of 
laughing,  as,  ah  ha,  he. 

Claudio.  Stand  thee  by  frier,  father,  by  your  leaue. 

Will  you  with  free  and  vnconflrained  foule 
Giue  me  this  maide  your  daughter  ? 

Leonata.  As  freely  fonne  as  God  did  giue  her  mee. 

Claudio.  And  what  haue  I to  giue  you  backe  whofe  woorth 
May  counterpoife  this  rich  and  pretious  gift  ? 

Prince.  Nothing,  vnlefTe  you  render  her  againe. 

Claudio.  Sweete  prince,  you  learne  me  noble  thankfuincs  • 
There  Leonato,  take  her  backe  againe, 

Giue  not  this  rotten  orenge  to  your  friend, 

Shee’s  but  the  figne  and  femblance  of  her  honor  : 

Behold  how  like  a maide  fhe  bluQies  heere  ! 

O what  authoritie  and  fhew  of  truth 
Can  cunning  finne  couer  it  felfe  withall  ! 

Comes  not  that  blood,  as  modefl:  euidence, 

To  witnelTe  fimple  vertue  ? would  you  not  fweare 
All  you  that  fee  her,  that  fhe  were  a maide. 

By  thefe  exterior  fhewes  ? but  fhe  is  none  : 

She  knowes  the  heate  of  a luxurious  bed  : 

Her  blufh  is  guiltinefTe,  not  modeftie. 

Leonato.  What  do  you  meane,  my  lord  ? 

Claudio.  Not  to  be  married, 

Not  to  knit  my  foule  to  an  approoued  wanton.' 

Leonato.  Deere  my  lord,  if  you  in  your  owne  proofe, 
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Haue  vanqulfht  the  refi fiance  of  her  youth. 

And  made  defeate  of  her  virginitie. 

Claudio.  I know  what  you  would  fay : if  I haue  knowne  hcff 
You  will  fay,  fhe  did  imbrace  me  as  a hufband, 

Andfo  extenuate  the  forehand  fnne  : no  Leonato, 

I neuer  tempted  her  with  word  too  large. 

But  as  a brother  to  his  fifler,  fhewed 
Bafhfull  finceritie,  and  comelie  loue. 

Hero.  And  fcemde  I euer  otherwife  to  you  ? 

Claudio.  Out  on  thee  feeming,  I wil  write  againfl:  it. 

You  feeme  to  me  as  Diane  in  her  orbe, 

As  chafe  as  is  the  budde  ere  it  be  blowne  : 

But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  blood. 

Than  Venus ^ or  thofe  pampred  animalls. 

That  rage  in  fauage  fenfualitie. 

Hero.  Is  my  lord  well  that  he  doth  fpeake  fo  wide  ? 
Leonato.  Sweete  prince,  why  fpeake  not  you  ? 

Prince.  What  fhould  I fpeake  ? 

I fland  difhonourd  that  haue  gone  about. 

To  lincke  my  deare  friend  to  a common  fale. 

Lconato.  Are  thefe  things  fpoken,  or  do  I but  dreame  ? 
Bajiard.  Sir,  they  are  fpoken,  and  thefe  things  are  true. 
Bened.  This  lookes  not  like  a nuptiall. 

Hero.  True,  O God  ! 

Claud.  LeonatOy  fand  I here  ? 

Is  this  the  prince  ? is  this  the  princes  brother  ? 

Is  this  face  Heroes  P are  our  eies  our  owne  ? 

Leonato.  All  this  is  fo,  -but  what  of  this  my  lord  ? 

Claud.  Let  me  but  moue  one  quef  ion  to  your  daughter. 
And  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  power. 

That  you  haue  in  her,  bid  her  anfwer  truly. 

Leonato.  I charge  thee  do  fo,  as  thou  art  my  child. 

Hero.  O God  defend  me  how  am  I befet, 

What  kind  of  catechifing  call  you  this  I 
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Claud.  To  make  you  anfvver  truly  to  your  name. 

Hero.  Is  it  not  Hero^  who  can  blot  that  name 
With  any  iufl;  reproch  ? 

Claud.  Mary  that  can  Hero^ 

Hero  it  felfecan  blot  out  Heroes  vertue. 

What  man  was  he  talkt  with  you  yefternight, 

Out  at  your  window  betwixt  twelue  and  one  ? 

Now  if  you  are  a maidc,  anfwer  to  this. 

Hero.  I talkt  with  no  man  at  that  bower  my  lord. 

Prince.  Why  then  are  you  no  maiden.  Leonato^ 

I am  Tory  you  muft  heare  : vpon  mine  honor. 

My  felfe,  my  brother,  and  this  grieued  counte 
Did  fee  her,  heare  her,  at  that  howre  lafl  night, 

Talke  with  a ruffian  at  her  chamber  window. 

Who  hath  indeede  mofl:  like  a liberall  villaine, 

Confeft  the  vile  encounters  they  haue  had 
A thoufand  times  In  fecret. 

John,  Fie,  fie,  they  are  not  to  be  named  my  lord. 

Not  to  be  fpoke  of. 

There  is  not  chaftitie  enough  In  language. 

Without  offence  to  vtter  them  : thus  pretty  lady, 

I am  fory  for  thy  much  mifgouernement. 

Claud.  O Hero  ! what  a Hero  hadfl  thou  bin, 

If  halfe  thy  outward  graces  had  bin  placed. 

About  thy  thoughts  and  counfailes  of  thy  heart  ? 

But  fare  thee  well,  moft  foule,  mod:  faire,  farewell 
Thou  pure  impietie,  and  impious  purltie,  • ' 

For  thee  He  locke  vp  all  the  gates  of  loue. 

And  on  my  eie-liddes  fhall  conie(fture  hang. 

To  turne  all  beautieinto  thoughts  of  harme. 

And  neuer  fhall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Leonato.  Hath  no  mans  dagger  here  a point  for  me. 
Beatrice.  Why  how  now  cofin,  wherfore  finke  you  down  ? 
VoL.  I.  R Bajiard* 
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Bajlard.  Come  let  vs  go  : thefe  things  come  thus  to  light, 
Smoth  er  her  fplrits  vp. 

Ben  edicke.  How  doth  the  lady  ? 

Beatrice.  Dead  I thinke,  helpe  vncle, 

Hero,  why  Hero,  vncle,  hgnior  Benedicke,  frier. 

Leonaio.  O fate ! take  not  away  thy  heauy  hand. 

Death  is  the  faired  couer  for  her  fhame 
That  may  be  wiQit  for. 

Beatrice.  How  now  cofin  Hero. 

Frier.  Haue  comfort  lady. 

Leonato.  Dod  thou  looke  vp  ^ 

Frier.  Yea,  wherefore  fhould  die  not 
Leonato.  Wherfore  ? why  doth  not  eiiery  earthly  thing. 
Cry  diame  vpon  her  ? could  die  here  deny 
The  dory  that  is  printed  in  her  bloud  ? 

Do  not  Hue  Hero,  do  not  ope  thine  eles  : 

For  did  I thinke  thou  wouldd  not  quickly  die, 

Thought  I thy  fpirites  were  dronger  than  thy  lhames. 

My  felfe  would  on  the  rereward  of  reproches 
Strike  at  thy  life.  Grieued  I I had  but  one  I 
Chid  I for  that  at  frugall  natures  frame  ? 

0 one  too  much  by  thee  : why  had  I one  ? 

Why  euer  wad  thou  louely  in  my  eles  ?; 

Why  had  I not  with  charitable  hand, 

■ Tooke  vp  a beggars  iffue  at  my  gates, 

Who  fmirched  thus,  and  mired  with  infamy, 

1 might  haue  faid,  no  part  of  it  is  mine. 

This  lhame  deriues  it  felfe  from  vnknowne  loynes. 

But  mine  and  mine  I loued,  and  mine  I praifde. 

And  mine  that  I was  prowd  on  mine  fo  much. 

That  I my  felfe,  was  to  my  felfe  not  mine  : 

Valewing  of  her,  why  die,  O die  is  falne. 

Into  a pit  of  incke,  that  the  wide  fea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  wadi  her  cleane  againe, 


And 
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And  fait  too  little,  which  may  feafon  glue 
To  her  foule  tainted  flefli. 

Ben.  Sir,  fir,  be  patient,  for  my  part  I am  fo  attired  In 
wonder,  I know  not  what  to  fay. 

Beat.  O on  my  foule  my  cofin  is  belied. 

Bene.  Lady,  were  you  her  bedfellow  lafl:  night  ? 

Beat.  No  truly,  not  although  vntill  lafl:  night, 

I haue  this  tweluemonth  bin  her  bedfellow. 

Leon.  Confirmd,  confirmd,  O that  is  Wronger  made. 

Which  was  before  bard  vp  with  ribs  of  yron. 

Would  the  two  princes  lie,  and  Claudio  lie. 

Who  loued  her  fo,  that  fpeaking  of  her  foulenefle, 

Waflit  it  with  teares ! hence  from  her,  let  her  die. 

Frier.  Heare  me  a little,  for  I haue  only  bin  filent  fo  long, 
and  giuen  way  vnto  this  courfe  of  fortune,  by  noting  of  the 
lady,  I haue  markt, 

A thoufand  blulhing  apparitions, 

To  ftart  into  her  face,  a thoufand  innocent  fhames, 

In  angel  whitenefle  beate  away  thofe  blulhes. 

And  in  her  eie  there  hath  appeard  a fire. 

To  burne  the  errors  that  thefe  princes  hold 
Againft  her  maiden  truth  : call  me  a foole, 

Trufl:  not  my  reading,  nor  my  obferuations. 

Which  with  experimental  feale  doth  warrant 
The  tenure  of  my  booke  : trufl:  not  my  age. 

My  reuerencjs,  calling,  nor  diulnitie, 

If  this  fweete  ladie  lie  not  guiltlefle  here, 

Vnder  fome  biting  errour. 

Leojiato.  Frier,  it  cannot  be, 

Thou  feefl  that  al  the  grace  that  fhe  hath  left, 

Is,  that  fhe  will  not  adde  to  her  damnation, 

A finne  of  periury,  fhe  not  denies  it : 

Why  feekft  thou  then  to  couer  with  excufe. 

That  which  appeares  in  proper  nakedneffe  ? 
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Frier.  Lady  what  man  is  he  you  are  accufdeof  ? 

Hero.  They  know  that  do  accufe  me,  I know  none, 

If  I know  more  of  any  man  aliue 

Then  that  which  maiden  modefly  doth  warrant, 

Let  all  my  finnes  lacke  mercie,  O my  father. 

Prone  you  that  any  man  with  me  conuerft. 

At  houres  vnmeete,  or  that  I yefternight 
Maintaind  the  change  of  words  with  any  creature, 

Refufe  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  death. 

Frier.  There  is  fome  Ifrange  mifprifion  in  the  princes. 

Bene.  Two  of  them  haue  the  very  bent  of  honour, 
And  if  their  wifedomes  be  mifled  in  this, 

The  pra^fife  of  it  lines  in  lohn  the  baflard, 

Whofe  fpirites  toyle  in  frame  of  villanies. 

Leonato.  I know  not,  if  they  fpeake  but  truth  of  her, 
Thefe  hands  fhall  teare  her,  if  they  wrong  her  honour. 
The  prowdefl:  of  them  fhal  wel  heare  of  it. 

Time  hath  not  yet  fo  dried  this  bloud  of  mine, 

Nor  age  fo  eate  vp  my  inuention, 

Nor  fortune  made  fuch  hauocke  of  my  meanes. 

Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  fo  much  of  friends. 

But  they  fhall  find  awakte  in  fuch  a kind. 

Both  ftrength  of  limbe,  and  policy  of  mind. 

Ability  in  meanes,  and  choife  of  friends. 

To  quit  me  of  them  throughly. 

Frier,  Pawfe  awhile. 

And  let  my  counfell  fway  you  in  this  cafe, 

Your  daughter  here  the  princefie  (left  for  dead,) 

Let  her  awhile  be  fecretly  kept  in. 

And  piiblifh  it,  that  ihe  is  dead  indeede, 

Maintaine  a mourning  ofientation, 

And  on  your  families  old  monument. 

Hang  mourneful  epitaphes,  and  do  all  rites. 

That  appertaine  vnto  a buriall. 
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Leon.  What  fhall  become  of  this  ? what  will  this  do  ? 

Frier.  Mary  this  wellcaried,  (hall  on  her  behalfe. 
Change  flaunder  to  remorfe,  that  is  fome  good, 

But  not  for  that  dreame  I on  this  Grange  courfe, 

But  on  this  trauaile  looke  for  greater  birth  : 

She  dying,  as  it  mufl:  be  fo  maintaind, ' 

Vpon  the  infiant  that  (he  was  accufde, 

Shal  be  lamented,  pittied,  and  excufde 
Of  euery  hearer  : for  it  fo  falls  out, 

That  what  we  haue,  we  prize  not  to  the  worth, 

Whiles  we  enioy  it,  but  being  iackt  and  loft, 

Why  then  we  racke  the  valew,  then  we  find 
The  vertue  that  pofTeftion  would  not  (hew  vs 
Whiles  it  was  ours,  fo  will  it  fare  with  Claudio  : 

When  hee  (hall  heare  Ihedied  vpon  his  words, 

Th  idaea  of  her  life  (hall  fweetly  creepc. 

Into  his  ftudy  of  imagination, 

And  euery  louely  organ  of  her  life, 

Shall  come  apparelld  in  more  precious  habite. 

More  moouing  delicate,  and  full  of  life. 

Into  the  eie  and  profpefl  of  his  foule 

Then  when  (heiiude  indeed  : then  fhall  he  mourne. 

If  euer  loue  had  intereft  in  his  liuer. 

And  wi(h  he  had  not  fo  accufed  her  : 

No,  though  he  thought  his  accufation  true  : 

Let  this  be  fo,  and  doubt  not  but  fuccefle 
Will  fa(hion  the  euent  in  better  (hape. 

Then  I can  lay  it  downe  in  likelihood. 

But  if  all  ayme  but  this  be  leuelld  falfe. 

The  fuppofition  of  the  ladies  death, 

Will  quench  the  wonder  of  her  infamie. 

And  if  it  fort  not  wel,  you  may  conceale  her, 

As  beft  befits  her  wounded  reputation, 
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In  fome  reclufiue  and  religious  life. 

Out  of  all  eies,  tongues,  minds,  and  iniuries. 

Bene,  Signior  LeonatOj  let  the  frier  aduife  you, 

And  though  you  know  my  inwardneffe  and  loue 
Is  very  much  vnto  the  prince  and  Claudio^ 

Yet,  by  mine  honor,  I will  deale  in  this. 

As  fecretly  and  iuftly  as  your  foule 
Should  with  your  body. 

Leon.  Being  that  I flow  in  griefe, 

The  fmalleft  twine  may  leade  me. 

Frier.  Tis  wel  confented,  prefently  away, 

For  to  flrange  fores,  flrangely  they  flraine  the  cure, 

Come  lady,  die  to  line,  this  wedding  day 

Perhaps  is  but  prolong’d,  haue  patience  and  endure.  Exit* 

Bene.  Lady  Beatrice,  haue  you  wept  al  this  while  ^ 

Beat,  Yea,  and  I will  weep  a while  longer. 

Bene.  I will  not  defire  that. 

Beat.  You  haue  no  reafon,  I do  it  freely. 

Be7ie.  Surely  I do  beleeue  your  faire  cofin  is  wronged. 

Beat.  Ah,  how  much  might  the  man  deferue  of  me  that 
would  right  her  ! 

Bene.  Is  there  any  way  to  drew  fuch  friendlhlp  ? 

Beat.  A very  euen  way,  but  no  fuch  friend. 

Bene.  May  a man  do  it  ? 

Beat.  It  is  a mans  office,  but  not  yours. 

Bene,  I doe  loue  nothing  in  the  worlde  fo  well  as  you,  is  not 
that  flrange  ? 

Beat.  As  flrange  as  the  thing  I knowe  not,  it  were  as  pof- 
fible  for  me  to  fay,  I loued  nothing  fo  wel  as  you,  but  bdeue 
me  not,  and  yet  I lie  not,  I confefTe  nothing,  nor  I deny  no- 
thing, I am  fory  for  my  coofln. 

Bened.  By  my  fword  Beatrice,  thou  louefl  me. 

Beat,  Do  not  Aveare  and  eatc  it. 
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Bened.  I will  fwcare  by  it  that  you  loue  me,  and  I wil  make 
him  eate  it  that  fa  yes  I loue  not  you. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  eate  your  word  ? 

Bened.  With  no  fawce  that  can  be  deuifed  to  it,  I protefl  I 
loue  thee. 

Beat.  Why  then  God  forgiue  me. 

Bened.  What  ofLiice  fweete  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  You  haue  ftayed  me  in  a happy  houre,  I was  about 
to  protelT:  I loued  you. 

Bened.  xYnd  do  it  with  all  thy  heart. 

Beat.  I loue  you  with  fo  much  of  my  heart,  that  none  is 
left  to  proteft. 

Bened.  Come  bid  me  doe  any  thing  for  thee. 

Beat.  Kill  Claudio. 

Bened.  Ha,  not  for  the  wide  world. 

Beat.  Y'ou  kill  me  to  deny  it,  farewell. 

Bened.  T arry  fweete  Beatrice. 

Beat.  I am  gone,  though  lam  here,  there  is  no  loue  in  you, 
nay  I pray  you  let  me  go. 

Bened.  Beatrice. 

Beat.  In  faith  I will  go. 

Bened.  Week  be  fi  lends  firfl. 

Beat.  You  dare  eafier  be  friends  with  mee,  than  fight  with 
mine  enemy. 

Bened.  Is  Claudio  thine  enemy  ? 

Beat.  Is  a not  approoued  in  the  height  a villalne,  that  hath 
flaundered,  fcorned,  dilhonored  my  kinrwoman  ? O that  I 
were  a man  ! what,  beare  her  in  hand,  vntill  they  come  to  rake 
handes,  and  then  with  publike  accufation  vneouerd  flaunder, 
vnmittigated  rancour?  O God  that  I w'erc  a man!  I woiilde 
eate  his  heart  in  the  marketplace. 

Bened.  Heare  me  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Talke  with  a man  out  at  a window,  a proper  faying. 

Bined.  Nay  but  Beatrice* 
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Beat*  Sweete  fhe  iswrongd,  fhe  is  flaundred,  fhce  is 

vndone, 

Bened*  Beat  ? 

Beat.  Princes  and  counties  ! furely  a princely  teftimonie,  a 
goodly  counte,  counte  comfeft,  a fweete  gallant  furely,  O that 
I were  a man  for  his  fake  ! or  that  I had  any  friend  woulde  be  ’ 
a man  for  my  fake  ! but  manhoode  is  melted  into  curfies,  valour 
into  complement,  and  men  are  only  turnd  into  tongue,  and 
trim  ones  too : he  is  now  as  valiant  as  Hercules,  that  only  tels 
a lie,  and  fweares  it : I cannot  be  a man  with  wifhing,  ther- 
fore  I will  die  a woman  with  grieuing. 

Bened.  Tarry  good  Beatrice,  by  this  hand  I loue  thee. 

Beatrice*  Vfe  it  for  my  loue  fome  other  way  than  fwearing 
by  it. 

Bened.  Thinke  you  in  your  foule  the  count  Claudio  hath 
wrongd  Hero  ? 

Beatrice*  Yea,  as  fure  as  I haue  a thought,  or  a foule. 

Bened.  Enough,  I am  engagde,  I will  challenge  him,  I will 
ki iTe  your  hand,  and  fo  1 leaue  you  : by  this  hand,  Claudio 
ihai  render  me  a deei  e account : as  you  heare  of  me,  fo  think 
"of  me : goe  comforte  your  coofin,  I mufl:  fay  fhe  is  dead,  and 
fo  - farewell. 

Enter  the  conjlables,  Borachio,  and  the  towne  clearke  in 

goivnes* 

Keeper.  Is  our  whole  diffembly  appeard  ? 

Cowley.  O a ftoole  and  a cuihion  for  the  fexton. 

Sexton.  Which  be  the  malefactors  ? 

Andrew.  Mary  that  am  I,  and  my  partner. 

Cowley*  Nay  thats  certaine,  we  haue  the  exhibition  to  ex- 
amine, 

Sexton.  But  which  are  the  offenders  ? that  are  to  be  exa- 
mined, let  them  come  before  maifter  conflable. 

' ' Kemp* 
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Kemp.  Yea  mary,  let  them  come  before  mee,  what  is  your 
name,  friend  ? 

Bor,  Borachio. 

Ke.  Pray  write  downe  Borachio.  Yours  firra. 

Con.  I am  a gentleman  fir,  and  my  name  is  Conrade, 

Ke.  Write  downe  maifter  gentleman  Conrade : maiflers,  do 
you  feme  God  ? 

Both.  Yea  fir  we  hope. 

Kemp.  Write  downe,  that  they  hope  they  ferueGod  : and 
wri^e  God  firft,  for  God  defend  but  God  fhoulde  goe  before 
fuch  villainies : maiflers,  it  is  prooued  alreadie  that  you  are 
little  better  than  faife  knaues,  and  it  will  go  neere  to  be  thought 
fo  fhortly,  how  anfwer  you  for  your  felues  ? 

Con.  Mary  fir  we  fay,  we  are  none. 

Kemp.  A marnellous  witty  fellowe  I arfure  you,  but  I will 
go  about  with  him  : come  yon  hither  firra,  a worde  in  your 
care  fir,  I fay  to  you,  it  is  thought  you  are  falle  knaues. 

Bor.  Sir,  I fay  to  you,  we  are  none. 

Kemp.  Wei,  ffand  allde,  fore  God  they  are  both  in  a tale: 
haue  you  writ  downe,  that  they  are  none  ? 

Sexton.  Mafler  conflable,  you  go  not  the  way  to  examine, 
yon  mafl  call  foorth  the  watch  that  are  their  accufers. 

Kemp  Yea  mary,  thars  the  eftefl:  way,  let, the  watch  come 
forth  : maflers,  I charge  you  in  the  princes  name  accufe  thefe 
men. 

Watch  I . This  man  faid  fir,  that  don  lohn  the  princes  bro- 
ther was  a villaine. 

Kemp.  Write  downe,  prince  lohn  a villaine  : why  this  is  flat 
periurie,  to  call  a princes  brother  villaine. 

Borachio.  Maifter  conflable. 

Kemp.  Pray  thee  fellowe  peace,  I doe  not  like  thy  looke  I 
promife  thee. 

Sexton.  What  heard  you  him  fay  elfe  ? 


Watch  2, 
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JVatch  2.  Mary  that  he  had  receiued  a thoufand  duckats  of 
don  lohiiy  for  accufing  the  ladie  Hero  wrongfully. 

Kemp.  Flat  burglarie  as  euer  was  committed. 

Conji.  Yea  by  mafle  that  it  is. 

Sexton.  What  elfe  fellow  ? 

Watch  I.  And  that  counte  Claudio  did  meane  vppon  his 
wordes,  to  difgrace  Hero  before  the  whole  afiemblie,  and  not 
marrie  her. 

Kemp.  O villaine  ! thou  wilt  be  condemnd  into  euerlafting 
redemption  for  this. 

Sexton.  What  elfe  ? 

Watch.  This  is  all. 

Sexton.  And  this  is  more  maflers  then  5^ou  can  deny,  prince 
John  is  this  morning  fecretlie  ftolne  awale  : Hero  was  in  this 
manner  accufde,  in  this  verie  manner  refufde,  and  vppon  the 
griefe  of  this,  fodainlie  died  : maifler  conftable,  let  thefe  men 
be  bound,  and  brought  to  LeonatoeSy  I will  goe  before  and 
Ihew  him  their  examination. 

Conjiable.  Come,  let  them  be  opiniond. 

Couley.  Let  them  be  in  the  hands  of  Coxcombe. 

Kemp.  Gods  my  life  wheres  the  fexton  ? let  him  write 
down  the  princes  officer  coxcombe  : come,  bind  them,  thou 
naughty  varlet. 

Couley.  Away,  your  are  an  afle,  you  are  an  alTe. 

Kemp,  Doofl  thou  not  fufpedl  my  place  ? dooft  thou  not 
fufpe^f  my  yeeres  ? O that  he  were  here  to  write  me  downe  an 
affe  ! but  maiflers,  remember  that  I am  an  affie,  though  it  bee 
not  written  downe,  yet  forget  not  that  I am  an  affie  : no  thou  vil- 
laine, thou  art  full  of  pietie  as  fbal  be  prou’de  vpon  thee  by 
good  witnes,  I am  a wife  fellow,  and  which  is  more,  an  officer, 
and  which  is  more,  a houffiolder,  and  which  is  more,  as  pretty 
a peece  of  fleffi  as  anie  is  in  Mejfinay  and  one  that  knowes,  the 
law,  goe  to,  and  a rich  fellow  enough,  go  to,  and  a fellow  that 
hath  had  loffies,  and  one  that  hath  two  gownes,  and  euery 

thing 
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thing  hanfome  about  him  ; bring  him  away  : O that  I bin 
writ  downc  an  afle  ! Exit* 

Enter  Leonato  and  his  brother. 

Brother,  If  you  go  on  thus,  you  will  kill  your  felfe, 

And  tis  not  wifedome  thus  to  fecond  griete, 

Againfl  your  felfe. 

Leonato,  I pray  thee  ceafe  thy  counfaile. 

Which  falles  into  mine  earcs  as  profitlefTe, 

As  water  in  a fyue  : giue  not  me  counfaile. 

Nor  let  no  comforter  delight  mine  eare, 

But  fuch  a one  whofe  wrongs  doe  fare  with  mine. 

Bring  me  a father  that  fo  lou’d  his  child, 

Whofe  ioy  of  her  is  guer-whelmd  like  mine. 

And  bid  him  fpeake  of  patience, 

Meafure  his  woe  the  length  and  bredth  of  mine. 

And  let  it  anfwer  euery  (traine  for  flraine, 

As  thus  for  thus,  and  fuch  a griefe  for  fuch. 

In  euery  lineament,  branch,  fliape,  and  tonne  : 

If  fuch  a one  will  finite  and  droke  his  beard. 

And  forrow,  wagge,  crie  hem,  when  he  thonld  grone. 

Patch  griefe  with  prouerbes,  make  misfortune  drunke. 

With  candle-waders : bring  him  yet  to  me. 

And  I of  him  will  gather  patience  : 

But  there  is  no  fuch  man,  for  brother,  men 
Can  counfaile,  and  fpeake  comfort  to  that  griefe,  . 

Which  they  themfelues  not  feele,  but  tailing  it. 

Their  counfaile  turtles  to  pallion,  W'hich  before. 

Would  giue  preceptiall  medcine  to  rage. 

Fetter  llroug  madnelTe  in  a filken  thred, 

Charme  ach  with  ayre,  and  agony  with  words, 

No,  no,  tis  all  mens  office,  to  fpeake  patience 
To  thofe  that  wring  vnder  the  loade  of  forrow 
But  no  mans  vertue  nor  fufficiencie 


A 


a 
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To  be  fo  moral! , when  he  (hall  endure 

The  like  himfelfe  : therefore  giue  me  no  counfaile. 

My  griefes  crie  lowder  then  aduertifement. 

Brother.  Therein  do  men  from  children  nothing  differ. 
Leonato.  I pray  thee  peace,  I wil  be  flefh  and  bloud, 

For  there  was  neuer  yet  philofopher, 

That  could  endure  the  tooth-ake  patiently, 

How  euer  they  haue  writ  the  fUle  of  gods, 

And  made  a pufh  at  chance  and  fufferance. 

Brother.  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harme  vpon  your  felfe, 

Make  thofe  that  do  offend  you,  fuffer  too. 

Leonato.  There  thou  fpeakfl  reafon,  nay  I will  do  fo, 

My  foule  doth  tell  me.  Hero  is  belied. 

And  that  fhall  Claudio  know,  fo  fhaii  the  prince. 

And  all  of  them  that  thus  difhonour  her. 

Enter  Prince  and  Claudio. 

Brother.  Here  comes  the  prince  and  Claudio  haflily. 

Prince.  Good  den,  good  den. 

Claudio.  Good  day  to  both  of  you. 

Leonato.  Heare  you  my  lords  ? 

Prince.  We  haue  fome  hafte  Leonato. 

Leonato.  Some  hafie  my  lord  ! well,  fare  you  well  my  lord, 
Are  you  fo  hafty  now  ? wel,  all  is  one. 

Prince.  Nay  do  not  quarrel  with  vs,  good  old  man. 
Brother.  If  he  could  right  himfelfe  with  quarrelling, 

Some  of  vs  would  lie  low. 

Claudio.  Who  wrongs  him  ? 

Leona.  Mary  thou  dofi  wrong  me,  thou  diffembler,  thou : 
Nay,  neuer  lay  thy  hand  vpon  thy  fword, 

I feare  thee  not. 

Claudio,  Mary  befhrew  my  hand. 


If 
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If  It  fliould  glue  your  age  fuch  caufe  of  feare. 

In  faith  my  hand  meant  nothing  to  my  fword. 

Leonato.  Turti,  tu(h  man,  neuer  fleere  and  left  at  me, 

I fpeake  not  like  a dotard,  nor  a foole, 

As  vnder  priuiledge  of  age  to  bragge. 

What  I haue  done  being  yong,  or  what  would  doe, 

« 

Were  I not  old,  know  Claudio  to  thy  head. 

Thou  haft  fo  wrongd  mine  innocent  child  and  me. 

That  I am  forft  to  lay  my  reuerence  by. 

And  with  grey  haires  and  bruife  of  many  dales, 

Do  challenge  thee  to  triall  of  a man, 

I fay  thou  haft  belied  mine  innocent  child. 

Thy  flander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her  heart, 

And  (he  lies  buried  with  her  anceftors  : 

O in  a toomb  where  neuer  fcandal  dept, 

Saue  this  of  hers,  framde  by  thy  villanie. 

Claudio.  My  villany  ? 

Leonato.  Thine  Claudio,  thine  I fay. 

Prince.  You  fay  not  right  old  man. 

Leonato.  My  lord,  my  lord, 
lie  prooue  It  on  his  body  if  he  dare, 

Difpight  his  nice  fence,  and  his  adliue  praflifc, 

His  Maie  of  youth,  and  bloome  of  luftihood. 

Claudio.  Away,  I will  not  haue  to  doe  with  you. 

Leonato.  Canft  thou  fo  daffe  me  ? thou  haft  kild  my  child. 
If  thou  kilft  me,  boy,  thou  (halt  kill  a man. 

Brother.  He  dial  kill  two  of  vs,  and  men  indeed. 

But  thais  no  matter,  let  him  kill  one  firft: 

Win  me  and  weare  me,  let  him  anfwer  me, 

Come  follow  me  boy,  come  (ir  boy,  come  follow  me 
Sir  boy,  He  whip  you  from  your  foyning  fence, 

Nay,  as  I am  a gentleman  I,  will. 

Leonato.  Brother. 

Brother.  Content  your  felf,  God  knowes,  I loued  my  neece. 

And 
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And  Ihe  Is  dead,  ilanderd  to  death  by  villaines. 

That  dare  as  well  anfwer  a man  indeed. 

As  I dare  take  a ferpent  by  the  tongue, 

Boyes,  apes,  braggarts,  lackes,  milke-fops. 

Leonato.  Brother  Anthony. 

Brother.  Hold  you  content,  what  man ! I know  them,  yea 
And  what  they  weigh,  euen  to  the  vtmofl  fcruple, 

Scambling,  out-facing,  fafhion-monging  boles. 

That  lie,  and  cogge,  and  flout,  depraue,  and  flaunder. 

Go  antiquely,  and  fliew  outward  hidioufnefTe, 

And  fpeake  of  halfe  a dozen  dang’rous  words. 

How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies,  if  they  dnrfl:. 

And  this  is  all. 

Leonato.  But  brother  Anthonie. 

Brother.  Come  tis  no  matter. 

Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deale  in  this. 

Prince.  Gentlemen  both,  we  will  not  wake  your  patience. 
My  heart  is  fory  for  your  daughters  death  : 

But  on  my  honour  flie  was  chargde  with  nothing 
But  what  was  true,  and  very  full  of  proofs. 

Leonata.  My  lord,  my  lord. 

Prince.  I will  not  heare  you. 

Leo.  No  come  brother  away,  I wil  be  heard.  Exeunt  amb. 

Bro.  And  flial,  or  fome  of  vs  wil  fmart  for  It. 

Enter  Ben. 

Prince.  See  fee,  heere  comes  the  man  we  went  to  feeke. 

Claud.  Now  fignior  what  news  ? 

Bened.  Good*day  my  lord  : 

Prince.  Welcome  fignior,  you  are  almoft  come  to  parte  al- 
mofl  a fray. 

Claud.  Wee  had  likt  to  haue  had  our^two  nofes  fnapt  off 
with  two  old  men  without  teeth. 
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Prince.  Leonato  and  his  brother  what  thiokll  thou  ? had  wc 
fought,  I doubt  we  fliould  haue  beene  too  yong  for  them. 

‘ Boxed.  In  a falfe  quarrell  there  is  no  true  valour,  I came  to 
feeke  you  both. 

Claud.  We  haue  beene  vp  and  downe  to  feeke  thee,  for  we 
are  high  proofe  melancholic,  and  would  faine  haue  it  beaten 
away,  wilt  thou  vfe  thy  wit  ? 

Bened.  It  is  in  my  fcabberd,  fltal  I draweit  ? 

Prince.  DoefI  thou  weare  thy  wit  by  thy  fide  ? 

Claud.  Neuer  any  did  fo,  though  very  many  haue  been  bc- 
fide  their  wit,  I will  bid  thee  drawe,  as  wee  doe  the  minfirels, 
draw  to  plealure  vs. 

Prince.  As  I am  an  honeft  man  he  lookes  pale,  art  thou 
ficke,  or  angry  ? 

Claud.  What,  courage  man  : what  though  care  kild  a catte, 
thou  hafi  mettle  enough  in  thee  to  kill  care. 

Bened.  Sir,  I fiiall  meete  your  wit  in  the  careere,  and  you 
charge  it  againft  me,  I pray  you  chufe  another  fubie<5h. 

Claud,  Nay  then  giue  him  another  fiafie,  this  lafi:  was  broke 
erode. 

Prince,  By  this  light,  he  chaunges  more  and  more,  I thinkc 
he  be  angry  indeed. 

Claud.  If  he  be,  he  knowes  how  to  turne  his  girdle. 

Bened.  Shall  I fpeake  a word  in  your  eare  ? 

Claud.  God  blefie  me  from  a challenge. 

Bened.  You  are  a villaine,  I ieafi:  not,  I will  make  it  good 
howe  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare,  and  when  you  dare  : doc 
mee  right,  or  I will  protefi:  your  cowardife  : you  haue  killd 
a fweetc  lady,  and  her  death  fiiall  fall  heauie  on  you,  let  me 
heare  fiom  you. 

Claud.  Well  I wil  meet  you,  fo  1 may  haue  good  cheare. 

Prince.  What,  a feafi,  a feafi:  ? 

Claud.  I faith  I tl  lankc  him  he  hath  bid  me  to  a calues  head 
and  a capon,  the  which  if  I doe  not  came  mod  curioufiy,  fay  * 
my  knilFe’s  naught,  fxiall  I not  find  a woodcocke  too  \ 
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Bcned.  Sir  your  wit  ambles  well,  it  goes  eafily. 

Prince.  He  tell  thee  how  Beatrice  praifd  thy  witte  the  other 
day  : I faid  thou  hadfl  a fine  witte,  true  faid  file,  a fine  little 
one  : no  faid  I,  a great  wit  : right  faies  file,  a great  grofife  one: 
nay  faid  I,  a good  wit,  iufl  faid  fhe,  it  hurts  no  body  nay  faid 
I,  the  gentleman  is  wife  : certaine  faid  file,  a wife  gentleman  : 
nay  faid  I,  he  hath  the  tongues : that  I beleeue  faid  fiiee,  for 
he  fwore  a thing  to  mee  on  Munday  night,  which  hee  forfwore 
on  Tiiefday  morning,  theres  a double  tongue  theirs  two  tongues, 
thus  did  fiiee  an  hcure  together  tranf-fhape  thy  particular  ver- 
tues,  yet  at  lafl  fhe  cocluded  with  a figh,  thou  waft  the  pro- 
perft  man  in  Italy. 

Claud.  For  the  which  fiiee  wept  heartily  and  faide  file  ca- 
red not. 

Prince.  Yea  that  file  did,  but  yet  for  all  that,  and  if  file 
did  not  hate  him  deadly,  file  would  loue  him  dearely,  the  old 
mans  daughter  told  vs  all. 

Claud.  All  all,  and  moreouer,  God  fawe  him  when  he  was 
hid  in  the  garden. 

Prince.  But  when  (hall  we  fet  the  fauage  bulks  homes  one 
the  fenfible  Benedicks  head  ? 

Claud.  Yea  and  text  vnder-neath,  here  dwells  Benedick  the 
married  man. 

Bened.  Fare  you  wel,  boy,  you  know  my  minde,  I will 
leaue  you  now  to  your  goffep-like  humor,  you  breake  lefts  as 
braggards  do  their  blades,  which  God  be  thanked  hurt  not : 
my  lord,  for  your  many  courtifies  I thanke  you,  I muft  dif- 
continue  your  company,  your  brother  the  baftard  is  fled  from 
MeJJina  : 5^011  haue  among  you,  kild  a fweet  and  innocent  lady  : 
for  my  lord  lacke-beard,  there  hee  and  I fiial  meet,  and  till 
then  peace  be  with  him. 

Prince.  He  is  in  earneft. 

Claudio.  In  moft  profound  earneft,  and  He  warrant  you,  for 
. the  loue  of  Beatrice. 
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Prince.  And  hath  challengde  thee. 

Claudio.  Mod  fmcerely. 

Prince.  What  a pretty  thing  man  is,  when  he  goes  In  his 
dublet  and  hofe,  and  leaues  off  his  wit  1 

Enter  conftahleSy  Conrade,  and  Borachlo. 

Claud.  He  is  then  a giant  to  an  ape,  but  then  is  an  ape  a 
dofi:or  to  fuch  a man. 

Prince.  But  foft  you,  let  me  be,  plucke  up  my  heart,  and 
be  lad,  did  he  not  fay  my  brother  was  fled  ? 

Conjl.  Come  you  fir,  if  iuflice  cannot  tame  you,  fhe  fliall  nere 
weigh  more  reafons  in  her  ballance,  nay,  and  you  be  a curfing 
hypocrite  once,  you  muft  be  lookt  to. 

Prince.  How  now,  two  of  my  brothers  men  bound  ? Bora* 
chio  one. 

Claudio.  Hearken  after  their  offence  my  lord. 

Prince.  Officers,  what  offence  haue  thefe  men  done  ? 1 

Conjl.  Mary  fir,  they  haue  committed  falfe  report,  moreouer 
they  haue  fpoken  vntruths,  fecondarily  they  are  flanders,  fixt 
and  laflly,  they  haue  belyed  a lady,  thirdly  they  haue  verified 
\miufl:  thinges,  and  to  conclude,  they  are  lying  knaues. 

Prince.  Firfl:  I afl<e  thee  what  they  haue  done,  thirdly  I 
afk  thee  whats  their  offence,  flxt  and  laflly  why  they  are  com- 
mitted, and  to  conclude,  what  you  lay  to  their  charge.' 

Claud:  Rightly  reafoned,  and  in  his  owne  diuiflon,  and  by 
my  troth  theres  one  meaning  wel  futed. 

Prince.  Who  haue  you  offended  maiflers,  that  you  are  thus 
bound  to  your  anfwere  ? this  learned  conflable  is  too  cunning 
to  be  vnder flood,  whats  your  offence  ? 

Bor.  Sweete  prince,  let  me  goe  no  farther  to  mine  anfwere  : 
do  you  heare  me,  and  let  this  counte  kill  me  : I haue  deceiued 
euen  your  very  eyes  : what  yourwifedoms  could  not  difeouer, 
thefe  fhallowe  fooles  haue  broght  to  light,  who  in  the  night 
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ouerheard  me  confefTing  to  this  man,  how  don  lohn  your  bro- 
ther incenfed  me  to  flaunder  the  lady  Hero^  howe  you  were 
brought  into  the  orchard,  and  faw  me  court  Margaret  in  Heroes 
garments,  how  you  difgracde  hir  when  you  fhould  marry  hir : 
my  villany  they  haue  vpon  record,  which  I had  rather  feale 
with  my  death,  then  repeate  ouer  to  my  fhame : the  lady  is 
dead  vpon  mine  and  my  mailers  falfe  accufation  : and  briefely, 
I defire  nothing  but  the  reward  of  a villaine. 

Prince,  Runnes  not  this  fpeech  like  yron  through  your 
blond  ? 

Claud,  I haue  dronke  poifon  whiles  he  vtterd  it. 

Prince.  But  did  my  brother  fet  thee  on  to  this  ? 

Bor,  Yea,  and  paid  me  richly  for  the  pradlife  of  it. 

Prince.  He  is  compofde  and  framde  of  treacherie, 

And  fled  he  is  vpon  this  villanie. 

Claii.  Sweet  HerOy  now  thy  image  doth  appeare 
In  the  rare  femblance  that  I loifld  it  firll. 

Conjl.  Come,  bring  away  the  plaintifFes,  by  this  time  our 
fexton  hath  reformed  lignior  Leonato  of  the  matter  : and  ma- 
ilers, do  not  forget  to  fpecifie  when  time  and  place  Ihal  ferue, 
that  I am  an  afle. 

Con,  2,  Here,  here  comes  mailer  flgnior  Leonato y and  the 
fexton  too. 

Enter  Leonato,  his  brother y and  the  fexton, 

Leonato.  Which  is  the  villaine  ? let  me  fee  his  eies, 

That  when  I note  another  man  like  him, 

I may  auoide  him  ; which  of  thefe  is  he  ? 

Bor.  If  you  would  know  your  wronger,  looke  on  me. 

Leonato.  Art  thou  the  flaue  that  with  thy  breath  hall  killd 
Mine  innocent  child  ? 

Bor.  Yea,  euen  I alone. 


Leo. 
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Leo,  No,  not  fo  villaine,  thou  belieft  thy  felfe. 
Here  fland  a paire  of  honourable  men, 

A third  is  fled  that  had  a-hand  in  it : 

I thanke  you  princes  for  my  daughters  death, 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  worthy  deeds, 

Twas  brauely  done,  if  you  bethinke  you  of  it. 

Clau.  I know  not  how  to  pray  your  pacience. 

Yet  I mufl:  fpeake,  choofe  your  reuenge  your  felfe, 
Impofe  me  to  what  penance  your  inuention 
Can  lay  vpon  my  finne,  yet  finnd  I not. 

But  in  miftaking. 

Prince.  By  my  foule  nor  I, 

And  yet  to  fatisfie  this  good  old  man, 

I would  bend  vnder  any  heauy  waight. 

That  heele  enioyne  me  to. 

Leonato.  I cannot  bid  you  bid  my  daughter  liue. 
That  were  impoflible,  but  I pray  you  both, 
Poflefle  the  people  in  Mcffina  here, 

How  innocent  (he  died,  and  if  your  loue 
Can  labour  aught  in  fad  inuention. 

Hang  her  an  epitaph  vpon  her  toomb. 

And  flng  it  to  her  bones,  f ng  it  to  night : 

To  morrow  morning' come  you  to  my  houfe. 

And  fince  you  could  not  be  my  fon  in  law. 

Be  yet  my  nephew  : my  brother  hath  a daughter. 
Almofl:  the  copie  of  my  child  thats  dead. 

And  fhe  alone  is  heyre  to  both  of  vs, 

Giue  her  the  right  you  fhould  haue  giu’n  her  cofln. 
And  fo  dies  my  reuenge. 

Claudio.  O noble  fir  1 

Your  ouer  kindnelTe  doth  wring  teares  from  me, 

I do  embrace  your  ofler  and  difpofe. 

For  henceforth  of  poore  Claudio. 
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Leonato.  To  morrow  then  I wil  expe6l  your  comming. 

To  night  I take  my  leaue,  this  naughty  man 
Shal  face  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret^ 

Who  I beleeue  was  packt  in  al  this  wrong, 

Hyred  to  it  by  your  brother. 

Bor.  No  by  my  foule  fhe  was  not, 

Nor  knew  not  what  (he  did  when  die  fpoke  to  me. 

But  alwayes  hath  bin  iuff  and  vertuous. 

In  any  thing  that  I do  know  by  her. 

Conji.  Moreouer  fir,  which  indeede  is  not  vnder  white  and 
blacke,  this  plaihfiffe  heere,  the  ofFendour,  did  call  me  affe, 
I befeech  you  let  it  be  remembred  in  his  punilhment,  and  alfo 
^he  watch  heard  them  talke  of  one  deformed,  they  fay  he 
weares  a key  in  his  eare  and  a locke  hanging  by  it,  and  bo- 
rows  monie  in  Gods  name,  the  which  he  hath  vfde  fo  long, 
and  neuer  paied,  that  now  men  grow  hard  hearted  and  wil  lend 
nothing  for  Gods  fake  ; praie  you  examine  him  vpon  that  point. 

Leonato.  I thanke  thee  for  thy  care  and  honed:  paines. 

ConJl.  Your  worfhip  fpeakes  like  a moft  thankful  and  reue- 
rent  youth,  and  I praife  God  for  you. 

Leon.  Theres  for  thy  paines. 

ConJl.  God  faue  the  foundation. 

Leon.  Goe,  I difcharge  thee  of  thy  prifoner,  and  I thanke 
thee. 

ConJl,  I leaue  an  arrant  knaue  with  your  worlhlp,  which  I 
befeech  your  wordiip  to  correff  your  felfe,  for  the  example  of 
others : God  keepe  your  worfliip,  I wifli  your  worfhip  well, 
God  reflore  you  to  health,  J humblie  giue  you  leaue  to  depart 
and  if  a merie  meeting  may  be  wifht,  God  prohibite  it : come 
neighbour.  ' 

Leon.  Vntill  to  morrow  morning,  lords,  farewell. 

Brot.  Farewell  my  lords,  we  looke  for  you  to  morrow. 

Prmce.  We  will  not  faile. 


Claud. 
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Claud.  To  night  He  mourne  with  Hero. 

Leonato.  Bring  you  thefe  fellowes  on,  weel  talkc  with  Mar- 
garet ^ how  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd  felow.  exeunt, 

^ Enter  Benedicke  and  Margaret. 

Bened.  Praie  thee  fw’eete  miftris  Margaret^  deferue  well  at 
my  hands,  by  helping  me  to  the  fpeech  of  Beatrice, 

Mar,  Wil  you  then  write  me  a fonnet  in  praife  of  my  beau- 
tie  ? 

Bote.  In  fo  high  a ftile  Margaret^  that  no  man  liuing  lliall 
come  ouer  it,  for  in  moft  comely  truth  thou  deferuell:  it. 

Mar.  To  haue  no  man  come  ouer  me,  why  fhai  I alwaies 
keep  below  Ifaires. 

Bene.  Thy  wit  is  as  quicke  as  the  grey-hounds  mouth,  it 
catches. 

Mar.  And  your’s,  as  blunt  as  the  fencers  foiles,  which  hit, 
but  hurt  not. 

Bene.  A mofl  manly  witte  Margaret^  it  will  not  hurt  a 
woman  : and  fo  I pray  thee  call  BeatricCy  I giue  thee  the 
bucklers. 

M'arg.  Giue  vs  the  fwordes,  wee  haue  bucklers  of  our 
owne. 

Bene.  If  you  vfe  them  Margarcty  you  muff  putte  in  the 
pikes  with  a vice,  and  they  are  daungerous  weapons  for 
maides. 

Marg.  Well,  I will  call  Beatrice  to  you,  who  I thinke  hath 
Icgges.  Exit  Margarite. 

Bene.  And  therefore  wil  come.  The  god  of  loue  that  fits 
aboue,  and  knowes  mee,  and  knowes  me,  how  pittifull  I de- 
ferue. I meane  in  finging,  but  in  louing,  Lcandcr  the  good' 
fw'immer,  Troilus  the  firff  imploier  of  pandars,  and  a whole 
booke  full  of  thefe  quondam  carpet-mongers,  whofe  names 
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yet  runne  fmoothly  in  the  euen  rode  of  a blanke  verfe,  why 
they  were  neuer  fo  truly  turnd  ouer  and  ouer  as  my  poore  felfe 
in  loue : mary  I cannot  fhew  It  in  rime,  I haue  tried,  I can 
finde  out  no  rime  to  ladie  but  babie,  an  innocent  rime : for 
fcorne,  home,  a hard  rime  : for  fchoole  foole,  a babling  rime : 
very  ominous  endings,  no,  I was  not  borne  vnder  a riming  plan- 
net,  nor  I cannot  wooe  in  feftiuall  termes : fweete  Beatrice 
wouldft  thou  come  when  I cald  thee  ? 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Yea  fignior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me. 

Bene.  O Bay  but  till  then. 

Beat.  Then,  is  fpoken : fare  you  wel  now,  and  yet  ere  I 
goe,  let  me  goe  with  that  I came,  which  is,  with  knowing 
what  hath  pad:  betweene  you  and  Claudio. 

Bene.  Onely  foule  words,  and  therevpon  I will  kiffe  thee. 

Beat.  Foule  words  is  but  foule  wind,  and  foule  wind  is  but 
foule  breath,  and  foule  breath  is  noifome,  therfore  I wil 
depart  vnkiB. 

Bene.  Thou  haB  frighted  the  word  out  of  his  right  fence, 
fo  forcible  is  thy  wit,  but  I muB  tel  thee  plainly,  Claudio  vn- ' 
dergoes  my  challenge,  and  either  I muB  fhortly  heare  from  him, 
or  I will  fubferibe  him  a coward,  and  I pray  thee  now.  tell  me, 
for  which  of  my  bad  parts  didB  thou  firB  fal  in  loue  with 
me  ? 

Beat.  For  them  all  together,  which  maintaind  fo  politique 
a Bate  of  euil,  that  they  will  not  admitte  any  good  part  to  in- 
termingle with  them:  but  for  which  of  my  good  parts  did 
3^11  BrB  fuBer  loue  for  me  ? 

Bene.  Suffer  loue  ! a good  epithite,  I do  fuffer  loue  indeed, 
for  I loue  thee  againB  my  will. 

Beat.  In  fpight  of  your  heart  I thinke,  alas  poore  heart,  if 

you 
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you  rpjght  it  for  my  fake,  I will  fpight  it  for  yours,  for  I wil 
neuer  ioue  that  which  my  friend  hates. 

Bei-he.  Thou  and  1 arc  too  wife  to  wooe  peaceably. 

Beat.  It  appeares  not  in  this  confefTion,  theres  not  one  wife 
man  among  twentie  that  will  praife  himfelfe. 

Bene.  An  old,  an  old  inflance  Beatrice,  that  liu’d  in  the  time 
of  good  neighbours,  if  a man  do  not  erect  in  this  age  his  owne 
toomb  ere  he  dies,  he  Ihall  line  no  longer  in  monument,  then 
the  bell  rings,  and  the  widow  weepcs. 

Beat.'  A\\6.  how  long  is  that  thinke  you  ? 

Bene.  Queflion,  why  an  hower  in  clamour  and  a quarter  in 
rhewme,  therefore  is  it  moft  expedient  for  the  wife,  if  don 
worTne  (his  confcience)  find  no  impediment  to  the  contrary, 
to  be  the  trumpet  of  his  owne  vertues,  as  I am  to  my  felf  fo 
much  for  praifin^  my  felfe,  who  I my  /elfe  will  beare  vritnes 
is  praife  worthie,  and  now  tell  me,  how  doth  your  cofin  ? 

Beat.  Verie  ill. 

Bene.  And  how  do  you  ? 

Beat.  Verie  ill  too. 

Bene.  Seme  God,  loue  me,  and  mend,  there  wil  I leaue  you 
too,  for  here  comes  one  in  haft. 

Enter  Vrfula, 

Vrfula.  Madam,  you  rnuft  come  to  your  vncle,  yonders  old 
coile  at  home,  it  is  prooued  my  lady  Hero  hath  bin  falfcly 
accufde,  the  prince  and  Claudio  mightily  abufde,  and  don 
lohn  is  the  author  of  all,  who  is  lied  and  gone  : will  you  come 
prefently  ? 

Beat.  Will  you  go  heare  this  newes  fignior  ? 

Bene.  I wil  line  irr  thy  heart,  die  in  thy  lap,  and  be  buried 
in  thy  eies ; and  moreouer,  1 wil  go  with  thee  to  thy  vncles. 

Exit 

• 
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Enter  Claudio,  Prince,  and  three  or  foure  with  tapers* 

Claudio.  Is  this  the  monument  of  Leonato  P 
Lord.  It  is  my  lord. 


Epitaph, 

Done  to  death  by  flauderous  tongues. 

Was  the  Hero  that  heere  lies  ; 

Death  in  guerdon  of  her  wronges, 

Giues  her  fame  which  neuer  dies  : 

So  the  life  that  dyed  with  /hame, 

Lines  in  death  with  glorious  fame. 

Hang  thou  there  vpon  the  toomb, 

Praifing  hir  when  lam  dead. 

Claudio.  Now  mufick  found  and  fing  your  folemne  hymne. 

Song. 

Pardon  goddefle  of  the  night, 

Thofe  that  flew  thy  virgin  knight. 

For  the  which  with  fongs  of  woe, 

Round  about  her  tombe  they  goe  : 

Midnight  afiift  our  mone,  help  v's  to  flgh  and  grone. 
Heauily  heauily. 

Graues  yawne  and  yeeld  your  dead. 

Till  death  be  vttered, 

Heauily  heauily. 

Lo.  Now  vnto  thy  bones  good  night,  yeerely  will  I do  this 
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Prince.  Good  morrow  malfters,  put  your  torches  out 
The  wolues  haue  preied,  and  looke,  the  gentle  day 
Before  the  wheeles  of  Phoebus,  round  about 
Dapples  the  drowfie  eafl:  with  fpots  of  grey  : 

Thanks  to  you  al,  and  leaue  vs,  fare  you  well. 

Claudio.  Good  morrow  maflers,  each  his  feuerall  way. 
Prince.  Come  let  vs  hence,  and  put  on  other  weedes. 

And  then  to  Leonatoes  we  will  goe. 

Claudio.  And  Hymen  now  with  luckier  i/Tue  fpeeds. 

Then  this  for  whom  we  rendred  vp  this  woe.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Leonato,  Benedick,  Margaret  Urfula,  old  man,  Frier, 

Hero. 

Frier.  Did  I not  tell  you  fliee  was  innocent  ? 

Leo.  So  are  the  prince  and  Claudio  who  accufd  her, 

Vpon  the  errour  that  5’ou  heard  debated  : 

But  Margaret  was  in  fome  tault  for  this. 

Although  againfl  her  will  as  it  appeares. 

In  the  true  courfe  of  all  the  queflion. 

Old.  Wei,  I am  glad  that  all  things  forts  fowell. 

Bened.  And  fo  am  I,  being  elfe  by  faith  enforfl 
To  call  young  Claudio  to  a reckoning  for  it. 

Leo.  Well  daughter,  and  you  gentlewomen  all. 

Withdraw  into  a chamber  by  your  felues, 

And  when  I fend  for  you  come  hither  malked  : 

The  prince  and  Claudio  promifde  by  this  howre 
To  vifite  me,  you  know  your  office  brother. 

You  mufl:  be  father  to  your  brothers  daughter. 

And  giue  her  to  young  Claudio.  Exeunt  ladies* 

Old.  Which  I will  doe  with  confirmd  countenance. 

Bened.  Frier,  I mufl  intreate  your  paines,  I thinke. 

Frier.  To  doe  what  fignior? 

Bened.  To  bind  me,  or  vndo  me,  one  of  them  : 
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Signlor  LeonatOy  truth  it  is  good  fignior, 

Your  niece  regards  me  with  an  eye  of  fauour. 

Leo.  That  eye  my  daughter  lent  her,  tis  moft  true. 
Bened.  And  I do  with  an  eye  of  loue  requite  her. 

Leo.  The  fight  whereof  I thinke  you  had  from  me. 
From  Claudio  and  the  prince,  but  whats  your  will  I 
Bened.  Your  anfwere  fir  is  enigmaticall. 

But  for  my  wil,  my  will  is,  your  good  will 
May  ftand  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conioynd. 

In  the  ffate  of  honorable  marriage, ' 

In  which  (good  frier)  I fhal  defire  your  help. 

Leo.  My  heart  is  with  your  liking. 

Frier.  And  my  helpe. 

Heere  comes  the  prince  and  Claudio. 

\ 

Enter  Prince,  and  Claudio,  and  two  or  three  other. 

‘ Prince.  Good  morrow  to  this  faire  affembiy. 

Leo.  Good  morrow  prince,  good  morrow  Claudio  : 

We  heere  attend  you,  are  you  yet  determined. 

To  day  to  marry  with  my  brothers  daughter  ? 

Claud.  He  hold  my  mind  were  fne  an  Ethiope. 

Leo.  Call  her  foorth  brother,  heres  the  frier  ready. 

P.  Good  morrow  Be72ed.  why  whats  the  matter  ? 

That  you  haue  fuch  a Februarie  face. 

So  full  of  froH,  of  {forme,  and  clowdineffe. 

Claud.  I thinke  he  thinkes  vpon  the  (auage  bull : 

Tufh  feafenotman,  weele  tip  thy  homes  with  gold, 

And  all  Europa  fhall  reioyce  at  thee. 

As  once  Europa  did  at  luffie  louey 

When  he  would  play  the  noble  beaft  in  loue. 

Bene.  Bull  loue  fir  had  an, amiable  lowe. 

And  fome  fuch  ffrange  bull  leapt  your  fathers  cowc. 

And  got  a calfe  in  that  fame  noble  feate. 

Much  like  to  you,  for  you  bane  iuft  his  bleate. 
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Enter  brother^  Hero,  Beatrice,  Margaret,  Urfula. 

Clan.  For  this  I owe  you  : here  comes  other  recknings. 
Which  is  the  lady  I muft  feize  vpon  ? 

Leo.  This  fame  is  Ihe,  and  I do  giue  you  her. 

• Claud.  Why  then  (hees  mine,  fweet,  let  me  fee  your  face, 
Leon.  No  that  you  fhall  not  till  you  take  her  hand. 

Before  this  frier,  and  fweare  to  marry  hir. 

Claud.  Giue  me  your  hand  before  this  holy  frier, 

I am  your  hufband  if  you  like  of  me. 

Hero.  And  when  I lin’d  I was  your  other  wife. 

And  when  you  loued,  you  were  my  other  hulband. 

- Claud.  Another  Hero. 

Hero.  Nothing  certainer, 

One  Hero  died  defilde,  but  I do  Hue, 

And  furely  as  I Hue,  I am  a maide. 

Prince.  The  former  Hero,  Hero  that  is  dead. 

\ 

Leon.  She  died  my  lord,  but  whiles  her  flaunder  lin’d. 
Frier.  All  this  amazement  can  I qualifie. 

When  after  that  the  holy  rites  are  ended. 

He  tell  you  largely  of  faire  Heroes  death, 

Meane  time  let  wonder  feeme  familiar. 

And  to  the  chappell  let  vs  prefently. 

Ben.  Soft  and  faire  frier,  which  is  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  I anfwer  to  that  name,  what  is  your  will  ? 

Bene.  Do  not  you  loue  me  ? 

Beat.  Why  no,  no  more  then  reafon. 

Bene.  Why  then  your  vncle,  and  the  prince,  and  Claudio, 
Haue  beene  deceiued,  they  fwore  you  did. 

Beat.  Do  not  you  loue  me  ? 

Bene.  Troth  no,  no  more  then  reafon. 

Beat.  Why  then  my  cofin  Margaret  Vrfula 
Are  much  deceiu’d,  for  they  did  fweare  you  did. 
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Bene.  They  fwore  that  you  were  almoft  ficke  for  nie. 

Beat.  They  fwore  that  you  were  welnigh  dead  for  me. 

Bene.  Tis  no  fuch  matter,  then  you  do  not  loue  me. 

Beat.  No  truly,  but  in*  friendly  recompence. 

Leon.  Come  cofln,  I am  fure  you  loue  the  gentleman. 

Clan.  And  He  befworne  vpon’r,  that  he  lones  her, 

For  heres  a paper  written  in  his  hand, 

A halting  fonnet  of  his  owne  pure  braine, 

Falhioned  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.  And  heres  another, 

Writ  in  my  cofins  hand,  flolne  from  her  pocket. 

Containing  her  affeftion  vnto  Benedicke. 

Bene.  A miracle,  heres  our  owne  hands  againfl  our  hearts : 
come  I will  haue  thee,  but  by  this  light  I take  thee  for  pittie. 

Beat.  I would  not  denie  you,  but  by  this  good  day,  I 
yeeld  vpon  great  perfwallon,  and  partly  to  faue  your  life,  for  I 
was  told,  you  were  in  a confumption. 

Leon.  Peace  I will  flop  your  mouth. 

Prince.  How  dofl  thou  Benedicke  the  married  man  ? 

Bene,  lie  tel  thee  what  prince  : a colledge  of  witte-crackers 
cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour,  dofl  thou  think  I care  for  a 
fatyre  or  an  epigramme  ? no,  if  a man  will  be  beaten  with 
braines,  a fhall  weare  nothing  hanfome  about  him  : in  briefe, 
fince  I doe  purpofe  to  marrie,  f will  think  nothing  to  anie  pur- 
pofe  that  the  world  can  faie  againfl  it,  and  therefore  neuer  flout 
at  me,  for  what  I have  faid  againfl  it  : for  man  is  a giddie 
thing,  and  this  is  my  conclufion  : for  thy  part  Claudio^  I did 
thinke  to  haue  beaten  thee,  but  in  that  thou  art  like  to  be  ray 
kinfman.  Hue  vnbruifde,  and  loue  my  coufen. 

Clau.  I had  wel  hopte  thou  wouldfl  haue  denied  Beatrice^ 
that  I might  haue  cudgelld  thee  out  of  thy  Angle  life,  to  make 
thee  a double  dealer,  which  out  of  queflion  thou  wilt  be,  if 
my  coofln  do  not  looke  exceeding  narrowly  to  thee. 


Bene. 


Much  adoe  about  Nothing. 

Bene.  Come,  come,  we  are  friends,  lets  haue  a dance  ere  we 
are  marled,  that  we  may  lighten  our  own  hearts,  and  our 
wiues  heeles. 

Leon.  Weele  haue  dancing  afterward. 

Bene.  Firfl,  of  niy  worde,  therefore  plaie  muficke,  prince, 
thou  art  fad,  get  thee  a wife,  get  thee  a wife,  there  is  no  ftaffe 
more  reuerent  then  one  tipt  with  home. 

Enter  mejjenger. 

Mejf.  My  lord,  your  broilier  lohn  is  tane  in  flight. 

And  brought  with  armed  men  backe  to  MeJJina. 

Bene.  Thinke  not  on  him  till  to  morrow,  He  deuife  thee 
braue  puniOiments  for  hiin  : ftrike  vp  pipers.  Dance. 
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Enter  Anthonio,  Salaryno,  and  Salanlo. 


Anthonio. 


N S O O T H I know  not  why  I am  fo  fad, 

It  wearies  me,  you  fay  it  wearies  you  ; 

1.  But  how  I caught  it,  found  it,  or  came  by  it. 

What  IIufFe  tis  made  off,  * whereof  it  is  borne, 

I am  to  learne  : and  fuch  a want-wit  fadnes  makes  of  me, 
That  I haue  much  adoe  to  know  my  felfe. 

Salarino,  Your  minde  is  tolling  on  the  ocean, 

There  where  your  argofies  with  portly  fayle. 

Like  figniors  and  rich  burgars  on  the  flood. 

Or  as  it  were  the  pageants  of  the  fea, 

Doe  ouer*peere  the  petty  trafflquers 
That  curfie  to  them,  do  them  reuerence 
As  they  flie  by  them  with  their  wouen  wings. 

Sajanio,  Eeleeue  me  flr,  had  I fuch  venture  foorth, 
The  better  part  of  my  afleTions  would 


^of. 


VoL.  I, 


Be 


I 
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Be  with  my  hopes  abroad.  I fliould  be  ftill 
Plucking  the  grafTe,  to  know  where  fits  the  wlnde, 

Piering  * in  maps,  for  ports, /br  f pceres  and  rodes  j 
And  euery  obie^l  that  might  make  me  feare 
Misfortune  to  my  ventures,  out  of  doubt 
Would  make  me  fad 

Salar.  My  winde  cooling  my  broth. 

Would  blow  me  to  an  ague,  when  I ^thought 
What  harme  a winde  too  great  at  fea^  might  do,  J 
I fliould  not  fee  the  fandy  howre-glaffe  runne, 

‘ But  I (hould  thinke  of  fhallowes,  and  of  flats. 

And  fee  my  wealthy  Andrew  dockes  in  fand, 

Veyling  her  high  top  lower  then  her  ribs. 

To  kiffe  her  buriall.  Should  I go  to  church, 

And  fee  the  holy  edifice  of  flone. 

And  not  bethinke  me  flraight  of  dangerous  rockes. 

Which  touching  but  my  gentle  veflels  fide. 

Would  fcatter  all  the  § fpices  on  the  flreame. 

Enrobe  the  roaring  waters  with  my  filkes  ; 

And  in  a word,  but  euen  now  worth  this. 

And  now  worth  nothing  ? fhall  I haue  the  thought 
To  thinke  on  this,  and  fnall  I lacke  the  thought. 

That  fuch  a thing  be* chanc’d  would  make  me  fad  I 
But  tell  not  me,  I know  Anthonio 
Is  fad  to  thinke  vpon  his  merchandize. 

Anth.  Beleeue  me  no  : I thanke  my  fortune  for  it. 

My  ventures  are  not  in  one  bottome  trufted. 

Nor  to  one  place  ; nor  is  my  whole  eflate 
Vpon  the'fortune  of  this  prefent  yeare  : 

Therefore  my  merchandize  makes  me  not  fad. 

Salar,  Then^’^^r^  ||  in  loue.  , 

Anth.  Fie,  fie. 

* P'l'y’tng,  "j"  and,  J might  do  atfea,  | hsr, 

Salar, 
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Salar.  Not  in  loue  neither  ? then  let  vs  fay  you  are  fad, 
®ecaufe  you  are  not  merry  : and  ’twere  as  eafie 
For  you  to  laugh  and  leape,  and  fay  you  are  merry, 

Becaufe  you  are  not  fad.  Now  by  two-headed  lamis. 

Nature  hath  fram’d  Itrange  fellowes  in  her  time  : 

Some  that  will  euermore  peepe  through  their  eies. 

And  laugh  like  parrats  at  a bag-piper. 

And  other  of  fuch  vinegar  afpeft. 

That  they’l  not  fhew  their  teeth  in  way  of  fmlle, 

Though  Nejlor  fweare  the  left  be  laughable. 

Enter  Badanio,  Lorenfo,  and  Gratlano. 

Salan.  Here  comes  Bajfanio  your  moll  noble  kinfman, 
Gratiano  and  Lorenfo  : faryewell, 

We  leaue  you  now  with  better  company. 

Salar.  I would  haue  flaide  till  I had  made  you  merry. 

If  worthier  friends  had  not  preuented  me. 

Anth.  Your  worth  is  very  deere  in  my  regard. 

I take  it  your  owne  bufinede  cals  on  yon. 

And  you  embrace  the  occafton  * to  depart. 

Salar.  Good  morrow  my  good  lords. 

Baff.  Good  figniors  both,  when  (hall  we  laugh  ? fay,  when  ? 
You  grow  exceeding  drange  : mud  it  be  fo  i* 

Salar.  Wee’l  make  our  leyfures  to  attend  on  yours. 

Exeunt  Salarino  and  Sahanio. 

Lor.  My  lord  Bajfanio,  fince  you  haue  found  Antkonio, 

We  two  will  leaue  you  ; but  at  dinner  time 
I pray  you  haue  in  minde  where  we  mud  meete. 

Bajj\  I will  not  faile  you.  Exit. 

Grat.  You  looke  not  well  fgnior  Anthonio, 

You  haue  too  much  refpe6f  vpon  the  world  : 


* tb'  occajion. 
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They  loofe  it  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care, 

Beleeue  me  you  are  meruailoufly  chang’d. 

Ant,  I hold  the  world  but  as  the  world  Gratiano, 

A ftage,  where  euery  one  * mull:  play  a part. 

And  mine  a fad  one. 

Gra.  Let  me  play  the  foole, 

With  mirth  and  laughter  let  old  wrinkles  come, 

And  let  my  liuer  rather  heate  with  wine, 

Then  my  heart  coole  with  mortifying  grones. 

Why  Ihould  a man  whofc  blood  is  warme  within. 

Sit  like  his  grandfirecut  in  alablafter  ? 

Sleepe  when  he  wakes  ? and  creepe  into  the  iaundies 
By  being  peeuifli  ? I tell  thee  what  Anthonioy 
I loue  thee,  and  tis  my  loue  that  fpeakes. 

There  are  a fort  of  men,  whofe  vifages 
Doe  dreams  f and  mantle  like  a Aanding  pond. 

And  do  a wilfull  flilnelTe  entertaine, 

With  purpofe  to  be  drefl  in  an  opinion 
Of  wifedome,  grauity,  profound  conceit. 

As  who  fhould  fay,  I am  fir  oracle. 

And  when  I ope  my  lips,  let  no  dog  barke, 

O my  Anthonioy  I do  know  of  thofe  ± 

That  therefore  onely  are  reputed  wife 

For  faying  nothing ; when  I am  very  fure 

If  they  fhould  fpeake,  would  almofl  dam  § thofe  eares. 

Which  hearing  them  would  call  their  brothers  fooles. 

He  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time. 

But  fifh  not  with  this  melancholy  baite, 

For  this  foole  gudgin,  this  opinion  : 

Come  good  Lorenzo,  farwell  ||  a while, 

He  end  my  exhortation  after  dinner.  ^ . 

Loren.  Well,  we  will  leaue  you  then  till  dinner  time. 

* man.  -j-  crcame,  XS^efe.  § dart,  ||  fare  ye  well. 

I muft 
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I mufl:  be  one  of  rhefe  fame  dumbe  Wife  men, 

For  Cratiario  neuer  lets  rriC  fpcr.ke, 

Gra,  Well,  keepe  me  company  but  two  yeares  moe, 

Thou  Hialt  not  know  the  found  of  thine  owne  tongue. 

Jn.  Farwelly  * He  grow  a talker  for  this  geare. 

Cm.  Thanks  ifaith,  for  filence  is  onely  commendable 
In  a neats  tongue  dried,  and  a.maide  not  vendable. 

Exeunt. 

/In.  It  is  that  any  thing  now. 

Bajf.  Gratiano  fpcakes  an  infinite  deale  of  nothing  more  then 
any  man  in  all  Venice,  his  reafons  are  as  two  graines  of  wheate 
hid  in  two  bulbels  of  chaffe  : you  fhall  feeke  all  day  ere  you 
finde  them,  and  when  you  haue  them,  they  are  not  worth  the 
fearch. 

y^fit.  Well,  tell  me  now  what  lady  is  the  fame 
To  whom  you  fwore  a fecret  pilgrimage, 

That  you  to  day  promifd  to  tell  me  of. 

Baff]  Tis  not  vnknowne  to  you  Ant  homo  y 
How  much  I haue  difabled  mine  eflate, 

By  fomething  (hewing  a more  fwelling  port. 

Then  my  faint  meanes  would  grant  continuance ; 

Nor  do  I now  make  moane  to  be  abridg’d 
From  fuch  a noble  rate,  but  my  cheefe  care 
Is  to  come  fairely  off  from  the  great  debts 
Wherein  my  time  fomething  too  prodigall 
Hath  left  me  gag’d  : to  you  AnthoniQy 
I owe  the  moft  in  money  and  in  loue. 

And  from  your  loue  I haue  a warranty 
To  vnburthen  all  my  plots  and  purpofes 
How  to  get  cleere  of  all  the  debts  I owe. 

Antho.  I pray  you  good  BaJJaniOy  let  me  know  it, 

And  if  it  (land  as  you  your  felfe  (fill  do, 


* Fare  you  •well. 
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Within  the  eye  of  honour,  be  afTured 
My  purfe,  my  perfon,  my  extremeU:  meanes 
Lie  ali  vnlockt  to  5^our  occaiions. 

Bajf,  In  my  fchoole  dayes,  when  I had  loll:  one  lhafr, 
I fhot  his  fellow  of  the  feife-fame  flight 
The  felfe-fame  way,  with  more  aduifed  watch 
To  finde  the  other  foorth,  and  by  aduentring  both, 

I oft  found  both  : I vrge  this  child-hood  proofe, 
Becaufe  what  followes,  is  pure  innocence. 

I owe  you  much,  and  like  a wilfull  youlh, 

That  which  I owe  is  lofl,  but  if  you  pleafe 
Tofhoote  another  arrow  that  felfe  way 
Which  you  did  flioote  the  firfl,  1 do  not  doubt, 

As  I will  watch  the  ayme  or  to  finde  both. 

Or  bring  your  latter  hazard  backe  againe. 

And  thankfully  refl:  debter  for  the  firfl. 

j^nt.  You  know  me  well,  andheerein  fpend  but  time 
To  winde  about  my  loue  with  circumflance. 

And  out  of  doubt  you  do  me  now  more  wrong. 

In  making  queflion  of  my  vttermofl. 

Then  if  you  had  made  wafle  of  all  I haue  : 

Then  do  but  fay  to  me,  what  I Ihould  do. 

That  in  your  knowledge  may  by  me  be  done, 

And  I am  prefl  vnto  it,  therefore  fpeake. 

BaJf.  In  Belmont  is  a lady  richly  left. 

And  Ihe  is  faire,  and  fairer  then  that  word. 

Of  wondrous  vertues.  Sometimes  from  her  eyes 
I did  receiue  faire  fpeechlefle  meflages : 

Ker  name  is  Portia  \ nothing  vnder-valew’d 
To  daughter,  Brutus  Portia. 

Nor  is  the  wide  world  ignorant  of  her  worth, 

For  the  foure  winds  blow  in  from  euery  coaft 
Renowned  futors,  and  her  funny  lockes 
Hang  on  her  temples  like  a golden  fleece, 
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Which  makes  her  feat  of  Belmont ^ Colchos  ftrond, 

And  many  lafons  comes  * in  quefi  of  her. 

0 my  Anthonioy  had  I but  the  meanes 
To  hold  a riuall  place  with  one  of  them, 

1 haue  a minde  prefages  me  fnch  thrift, 

That  I lliould  queflionlelle  be  fortunate. 

Ant.  Thou  knowfl:  that  all  my  fortunes  are  atfea. 

Neither  haue  I money,  nor  commodity, 

To  raife  a prefent  fumme.  Therefore  go  forth, 

Try  what  my  credit  can  in  Venice  do. 

That  fhall  be  rackt  euen  to  the  vttermoft. 

To  furnifh  thee  to  Belmont  to  faire  Portia, 

Go  prefen tly  enquire,  and  fo  will  I 
Where  money  is,  and  I no  queflion  make. 

To  haue  it  of  my  truft,  or  for  my  fake.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Portia  ujith  her  ’waiting  ’woman  NerrilFa. 

Portia.  By  my  troth  N'errijpi,  my  little  body  is  a wearie  of 
this  great  world. 

Ner.  You  would  be  fweet  madam,  if  yoilr  miferies  were  in 
.the  fame  abundance  as  your  good  fortunes  are : and  yet  for 
ought  I fee,  they  are  as  fick  that  furfet  with  too  much,  as 
they  that  flarue  with  nothing ; it  is  no  meane  happinelTe  there- 
fore to  be  feated  in  the  meane,  fuperfluity  comes  fooner  by 
white  haires,  but  competency  lines  longer. 

Portia.  Good  fentences,  and  well  pronounced. 

Ner,  They  would  be  better,  if  well  followed. 

, Por,  If  to  do,  were  as  eafie  as  to  know  what  were  good  to 
do,  chappels  had  beene  churches,  and  poore  mens  cottages, 
'princes  pallaces ; it  is  a good  diuine  that  foliowes  his  owne  in- 
flru(5lions  : I can  ealier  teach  twenty  what  were  good  to  bee 
.done,  then  to  be  one  of  the  twenty  to  follow  mine  owne  teach- 

* 


ame. 
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ing  : thebraine  may  deuife  lawes  for  the  blood,  but  a hot  tem- 
per leapes  ore  a colde  decree,  fuch  a hare  is  madneffe  the 
youth,  to  fl<ip  ore  the  mefhes  of  good  counfell  the  cripple;  but 
this  reafoning  is  not  in  the  fafhion  to  choofe  me  a hufband;  O 
me,  the  word  choofe,  I may  neyther  choofe  who  I would,  nor 
refufe  who  I diflike,  fo  is  the  will  of  a lining  daughter  curbd 
by  the  will  of  a dead  father  : is  it  not  hard  Nerijfa^  that  I 
cannot  choofe  one,  nor  refufe  none. 

Ner.  Your  father  was  euer  vertuous,  and  holy  men  at  their 
death  haue  good  infpirations,  therefore  the  lotiry  that  he  hath 
deuifed  in  thefe  three  chefls  of  gold,  filuer,  and  leade,  whereof 
who  choofes  his  meaning  choofes  you,  no  doubt  yon  wil  neuer^ 
be  chofen  by  any  rightly,  but  one  'who  f fhall  rightly  loue  : 
but  what  warmth  is  there  in  ^J'our  affeclion  towards  any  of 
thefe  princely  futers  that  are  already  come  ? 

Por.  I prethee  ouer-name  them,  and  as  thou  namefl:  them,  I 
will  defcribe  them,  and  according  to  my  defcription,  leuell  at 
my  affeftion. 

Ncr.  Firft,  there  Is  the  Neapolitane  prince. 

Por.  I that’s  a^olt  indeed,  forhee  doth  nothing  but  talke  of 
his  horfe,  and  he  makes  it  a great  appropriation  vnto  | his 
owne  good  parts,  that  he  can  fioo  § himfelfe  : I am  much 
afeard  my  lady  his  mother  plaid  falfe  with  a fmith. 

Ner.  Then  there  is  the  county  Palatine. 

Pori  He  doth  nothing  but  frowne  (as  who  fliould  fay,  if  |j  you 
will  not  haue  me,  choofe ; he  heares  merry  talcs  and  fmiles  not, 
I feare  he  will  prooue  the  weeping  philofopher  whe  he  growes 
old,  being  fo  full  of  vnmannerly  fadneffe  in  his  youth.)  I had 
rather  be  married  to  a deaths  head  with  a bone  in  his  mouth, 
then  to  eyther  of  thefe  : God  defend  me  from  thefe  two. 

Ner.  How  fay  you  by  the  French  lord,  mounfier  le  Boune  P 

Por.  God  made  him,  and  therefore  let  him  pafTe  for  a man, 
in  truth  I know  it  is  a finne  to  be  a mocker,  but  he,  why  he 


* ivill  no  doubt  neuer. 


y’lvboyou  ^ to.  ^ poo  him.  War., 


hath 
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hath  a horfe  better  then  the  Neapolitans,  a better  bad  habitc 
of  frowning  then  the  count  Palatine,  hee  is  euery  man  in  no 
man,  if  a traffell  fing,  hee  fals  Araight  a*capriiig,  hee  will 
fence  with  his  owne  fhadow.  If  I Aiould  marry  him,  I (hould 
marry  twenty  huibands  : if  he  would  dcfpife  me,  I would  for- 
giuc  him,  for  if  he  loue  me  tomadneffe,  I fliall  neuer  requite 
him. 

Ner.  What  fay  you  then  to  Faiiconb ridge,  the  young  baron 
of  England. 

Por.  You  know  I fiy  nothing  to  him,  for  he  vnderAands 
not  me,  nor  I him  : he  hath  neither  Latine,  French,  nor  Italian, 
and  you  will  come  into  the  court  and  fweare  that  I haue  a 
poore  penniworth  in  the  Englijb : he  is  a proper  mans  picture, 
but  alas  who  can  conuerfe  with  a dumbe  fiiow  ? how  odly  he 
is  fured,  I think  he  bought  his  doublet  in  Italy,  his  round 
hofe  in  France,  his  bonnet  in  Germany,  and  his  behauiour 
euery  where. 

Nerijj'a.  What  thinke  you  of  the  Scottijh  lord  his  neigh- 
bour ? 

Por.  That  he  hath  a neighbourly  charity  in  him,  for  he 
borrowed  a boxe  of  the  eaie  of  the  Englijhman,  and  fwore  he 
wold  pay  him  againe  when  he  was  able  : I thinke  the  French- 
man became  his  furety,  and  feald  vnder  for  another. 

Ner.  How  like  you  the  young  Germaine,  the  duke  of  5^x0- 
nephew  ? 

Por.  Very  vll Jely  in  the  morning  when  he  is  fober,  and  moll 
vilely  in  the  afternoone  when  he  is  drunke  : 'when  he  is  befr, 
hee  is  a little  worfe  then  a man,  and  when  he  is  worA  he  is 
little  better  then  a bcaA ; and  the  w'orA  fall  that  euer  fell,  I 
hope  I Aiall  make  Aiift  to  go  without  him. 

Ner.  If  he  Aiould  offer  to  choofe,  and  choofe  the  right  caf- 
ket,  you  Aaould  refufe  to  performc  your  fathers  wil,  if  you 
Aiold  refufe  to  accept  him. 

Por, 
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Por.  Therfore  for  feare  of  the  worfl:,  1 prethee*  fet  a deep 
glafle  of  Reynijh  wine  on  the  contrary  cafket,  for  if  the  diueli 
' bee  within,  and  that  temptation  without,  I know  he  will 
choofe  it.  I will  do  any  thing  Nerijfa^  ere  lie  f be  married  to 
a fpunge. 

Ner,  You  need  not  feare  lady,  the  hauing  any  of  thefe 
lords,  they  haue  acquainted  me  with  their  determinations, 
which  is  indeed  to  returne  to  their  home,  and  to  trouble 
you  with  no  more  fute,  vnlefle  you  may  be  won  by  fome 
other  fort  then  your  fathers  impofitioii,  depending  on  the 
calkets. 

Por,  If  I line  to  be  as  olde  as  Sibilla,  I will  die  as  chafle  as 
Diana,  vnlefle  I bee  obtained  by  the  manner  of  my  fathers 
will  : I am  glad  this  parcell  of  wooers  are  fo  reafonable,  for 
there  is  not  one  among  them  but  I dote  on  his  very  abfence  ; 
and  I pray  God  grant  them  a faire  departure. 

Ner,  Do  you  not  remember  lady  in  your  fathers  ti  ne,  a 
Venetian  fcholler,  and  a fouldior  that  came  hither  in  company 
of  the  marquefle  of  Moiintferrat  P 

Portia,  Yes,  yes,  it  was  BaJ^anio,  as  I thinke  he  was  fo  f 
call’d. 

Ner.  True  maddam,  he  of  all  the  men  that  euer  my  foolifh 
eyes  lookt  vpon,  was  the  beft  deferuing  a faire  lady. 

Por.  I remember  him  well,  and  I remember  him  worthy  of 
thy  praife. 

How  now,  what  newes  ? 

Enter  a feruingrnan, 

Ser.  The  foure  Grangers  feeke  for  you  madame,  to  take  their 
leaue  ; and  there  is  a fore-runner  come  from  a fift,  the  prince 
of  Moroco,  who  brings  word  the  prince  his  mafler  will  be  heere 
to  night. 

* pray  thee,  f J ‘wUl,  J Jo  was  be, 

Por, 

/ 
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Por.  If  I could  bid  the  fift  welcome,  with  fo  good  a heart  ^ 
as  I can  bid  the  other  foure  farwell,  I fhould  be  glad  of  his 
approch  : if  he  haue  the  condition  of  a faint,  and  the  com- 
pledtion  of  a diuell,  I had  rather  he  fhould  fhriue  me  then 
wiue  me.  Come  NerriJJa,  firra  go  before  : whiles  we  fhut  the 
gates  vpon  one  wooer,  another  knocks  at  the  doore.  Exeunt. 

Enter  BafTanio,  with  Shylocke  the  -lew.  » 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  ducats,  well. 

Baff.  I fir,  for  three  months. 

Shy.  For  three  moneths,  well. 

Bajf.  For  the  which  as  I told  you, 

Anthonio  fhall  be  bound. 

Shy.  Anthonio  fhall  become  bound,  well. 

Bajf.  May  you  Head  me  ? will  you  pleafure  me  ? 

Shall  I know  your  anfwere  ? 

Shy  Three  thoufand  ducats  for  three  moneths. 

And  Anthonio  bound. 

BaJJ.  Your  anfwere  to  that. 

Shy.  Anthonio  is  a good  man. 

Bajf.  Haue  you  heard  any  imputation  to  the  contrary  ? 

Shy.  Ho  no,  no,  no,  no  : my  meaning  in  faying  hee  is  a 
good  man,  is  to  haue  you  vnderftand  me,  that  he  is  fufficient, 
yet  his  meanes  are  in  luppofition  : he  hath  an  argofie  bound 
to  TripoliSf  another  to  the  Indies,  I vnderfland  moreouer  vpon 
the  Ryalta,  he  hath  a third  at  Mexico,  a fourth  for  England, 
and  other  ventures  he  hath  fquandred  abroad,  but  fhips  are 
but  boards,  faylers  but  men  ; there  be  land  rats,  and  water 
rats,  water  theeiies,  and  land  theeues,  I meane  pyrats,  and 
then  there  is  the  perill  of  waters,  windes,  and  rockes  : the  man 
is  notwithftanding  fufficient,  three  thoufand  ducats,  I thinks 
X may  take  his  bond. 

* hart. 
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Bajf.  Be  afTured  you  may. 

Shy,  I will  be  alTured  I may  : and  that  I may  be  afTured,  I 
will  bethinke  me,  may  I fpeake  with  Anthonio  ? 

BaJf.  If  it  pleafe  you  to  dine  with  vs. 

Shy,  Yes,  to  fmell  porke,  to  eate  of  the  habitation  which 
your  prophet  the  Nazarite  coniured  the  diuell  into  : I will 
buy  with  you,  fell  with  you,  talke  with  you,  walke  with  you, 
and  fo  following:  but  i will  not  eate  with  you,  drinke  with 
you,  nor  pray  with  you.  What  newes  on  the  RyaltOy  who  is 
he  comes  heere  ? 

Enter  Anthonio. 

Baff.  This  is  figniour  Anthonio, 

Shy.  How  like  a fawning  publican  he  lookes. 

I hate  him  for  he  is  a chriflian  : 

But  more,  for  that  in  lowe  fimplicity 
He  lends  out  mony  gratis,  and  brings  downe 
* The  rate  of  vfance  heere  with  vs  in  Venice. 

If  I can  catch  him  once  vpon  the  hip, 

X will  feed  fat  the  ancient  grudge  I beare  him. 

He  hates  our  facred  nation,  and  he  rayles 
Euen  there  where  merchants  mofl  do  congregate, 

On  me,  my  bargaines,  and  my  well-won  thrift, 

Which  he  cals  intereft : curfed  be  my  tribe 
If  I forgiue  him. 

Bajf.  Shylocke,  do  you  heare. 

Shy.  I am  debating  of  my  prefent  Bore, 

And  by  the  neere  guefle  of  my  memory, 

I cannot  inftantly  raife  vp  the  groffe 

Of  full  three  thoufand  ducats ; what  of  that  ? 

Tiihallj  a wealthy  Hebrew  of  my  tribe, 

. Will  furnifli  me  ; but  foft,  how  many  months 
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Doe  you  defire  ? Reft  you  faire  good  fignior. 

Your  vvorfhip  was  the  laft  mau  in  our  mouthes. 

Ant.  Shylocke^  although  * I neither  lend  nor  borrow, 

By  taking  nor  by  gluing  of  excefle, 

• Yet  to  fupply  the  ripe  wants  of  my  friend. 

He  breake  a cuRome:  are  you  refolu'd^  f 
How  much  he  would  f haue  § ? 

Shy.  I,  I,  three  thoufand  ducats. 

Ant.  And  for  three  moneths. 

Shy.  I had  forgot,  three  months,  you  told  me  fo. 

Well  then,  your  bond  : and  let  me  fee,  but  heare  you, 

Me- thought  you  faid,  you  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
Vpon  aduantage. 

Ant.  I do  neuer  vfe  it. 

Shy.  When  lacoh  graz’d  his  vnckle  Labans  flieepe, 

This  Jacob  from  our  holy  Abram  was 
(As  his  wife  mother  wrought  in  his  behalfe) 

The  third  pofTefTer  ; I,  he  was  the  third. 

Ant.  And  what  of  him,  did  he  take  intereR  ? 

Shy.  No,  not  take  intereR,  not  as  you  would  fay 
Dire6lly  intereR,  marke  what  lacoh  did. 

When  Laban  and  himfelfe  were  compremyzd, 

That  all  the  eanelings  which  were  Rreakt  and  pied, 

Should  fall  as  lacobs  hier,  the  ewes  being  rancke, 

In  th' end  |j  of  autumne  turned  to  the  rams. 

And  when  the  worke  of  generation  was 
Eetweene  thefe  woolly  breeders  in  the  aiRe, 

The  fkilful  fhepheard  pyld  me  certaine  wands, 

And  in  the  doing  of  the  deed  of  klnde. 

He  Rucke  them  vp  before  the  fulfome  ewes. 

Who  then  conceining,  did  in  eaning  time 
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Fall  party-coloured  lambes,  and  thofe  were  Jacobs. 
This  was  a way  to  thriue,  and  he  was  bleft  : 

And  thrift  is  blefling  if  men  fleale  it  not.  - 

Ant.  This  was  a venture  fir,  that  Jacob  fer’ud  for, 

A thing  not  in  his  power  to  bring  to  pa/Te, 

But  fwayd  and  'fafhion’d  by  the  hand  of  heauen. 

Was  this  inferted  to  make  interefl  good  ? 

Or  is  your  gold  and  filuer,  ewes  and  rams  ? ' 

' Shy.  I cannot  tell,  I make  it  breed  as  faff. 

But  note  me  fignior. 

Ant.  Marke  you  this  Baffanio, 

The  diuell  can  cite  fcripture  for  his  purpofe. 

An  euill  foule  producing  holy  witnelTe, 

Is  like  a villaine  with  a fmiling  cheeke, 

A goodly  apple  rotten  at  the  heart. 

O what  a goodly  outfide  falfhood  hath. 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  ducats,  tis  a good  round  fuin 
Three  months  from  twelue,  then  let  me  fee  the  rate. 
Ant.  VJcill  Shylocke^  fliall  we  be  beholding  to  you 
Shy.  Signior  Anthonio,  many  a time  and  oft 
In  the  Ryalto  you  haue  rated  me 
About  my  monies  and  my  vfances : 

Still  haue  I borne  it  with  a patient  Ihrug, 

(For  fufferance  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe) 

You  call  me  milbeleeuer,  cut-throate  dog, 

And  fpet  vpon  my  Jewijh  gaberdine. 

And  all  for  vfe  of  that  which  is  mine  owne. 

Well  then,  it  now  appeares  you  need  my  helpe  ; 

Goe  to  then,  you  come  to  me,  and  you  fay, 

Shylocke,  we  would  haue  monies,  you  fay  fo  : 

You  that  did  voyd  your  rume  vpon  my  beard. 

And  foote  me  as  you  fpurne  a flranger  curre 
Oner  your  threfliold,  money  is  your  fute. 

What  Chould  I fay  to  you  ? fliould  I not  fay. 
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Hath  a dog  money  ? is  it  poflible 
A curre  can  lend  three  thoufand  ducats  ? or 
Shall  I bend  low,  and  in  a bond-mans  key. 

With  bated  breath,  and  whifpring  humblenefle 
Say  this ; faire  fir,  you  fpet  on  me  on  Wendfday  lafl 
You  fpurn’d  me  fuch  a day  another  time. 

You  call’d  me  dog  : and  for  thefe  curtefies 
He  lend  you  thus  much  monies. 

Ant.  I am  as  like  to  call  thee  fo  againe. 

To  fpet  on  thee  againe,  to  fpurne  thee  to. 

If  thou  wilt  lend  this  money,  lend  it  not 
As  to  thy  friends,  for  when  did  friendfhip  take 
A breed  for  barren  mettall  of  his  friend  ? 

But  lend  it  rather  to  thine  enemy. 

Who  if  he  breake,  thou  maifl  with  better  face 
Exafl  the  penalty. 

Shy.  Why  looke  you  how  you  ftorme, 

I would  be  friends  with  you,  and  haue  your  loue. 
Forget  the  fhames  that  you  haue  Hain’d  me  with. 
Supply  your  prefent  wants,  and  take  no  doyte 
Of  vfance  for  my  monies,  and  you’l  not  heare  me. 
This  is  kinde  I offer. 

Baj]'.  This  were  kindneffe. 

Shy,  This  kindneffe  will  I fhow, 

Goe-with  me  to  a notarie,  feale  me  there 
Your  Tingle  bond,  and  in  a merry  fport. 

If  you  repay  me  not  on  fuch  a day 
In  fuch  a place,  fuch  fumme  or  fummes  as  are 
Exprefl  in  the  condition,  let  the  forfeit 
Be  nominated  for  an  equall  pound 
Of  your  faire  flefh,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken 
In  what  part  of  your  body  pleafeth  me. 

Ant.  Content  ifaith,  He  feale  to  fuch  a bond. 

And  fay  there  is  much  kindneffe  in  the  kvi. 
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Bajf.  You  fliall  not  feale  to  fuch  a bond  for  me. 

He  rather  dwell  in  my  necelTity. 

Jn.  Why  feare  not  man,  I will  not  forfet  it, 

Within  thefe  two  months,  that’s  a month  before 
This  bond  expires,  I do  expecl  returne 
Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  this  bond. 

Shy.  O father  Abraniy  what  thefe  chriftians  are, 

Whofe  owne  hard  dealings  teaches  them  fufpeff 
The  thoughts  of  others  : pray  you  tell  me  this, 

If  he  fhould  breake  his  day,  what  iliould  I gaine 
By  the  exaclion  of  the  forfeiture  ? 

A pound  of  mans  flefh  taken  from  a man. 

Is  not  fo  ellimable,  profitable  n'eyther 
As  flefh  of  muttons,  beefes,  or  goats,  T fay. 

To  buy  his  fauour,  I extend  this  friendfliip. 

If  he  will  take  it  fo,  if  not  adiew. 

And  for  my  loue,  I pray  you  wrong  me  not. 

Ant.  Yes  Shylocke^  I will  feale  vnto  this  bond. 

Shy.  Then  meete  me  forthwith  at  the  noteries. 

Glue  him  direflion  for  this  merry  bond. 

And  I will  goe  and  purfe  the  ducats  flraight. 

See  to  my  houfe,  left  in  the  fearefull  guard 
Of  an  vn  thrifty  knaue  ; and  prefently 

He  be  with  you.  Exit, 

Ant.  Hie  thee  gentle  leiu  : the  Hebrew  will  turne  chriftian, 
he’growes  fo  * kinde. 

Bajf.  I like  not  faire  termes,  and  a villaines  minde. 

Ant.  Come  on,  in  this  there  can  be  no  difmay. 

My  fhips  come  home  a month  before  the  day.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Morochus  a tawny  Moore  all  in  white,  and  three  or  four  e 
followers  accordingly,  with  Portia,  NerrifTa,  and  their  traine. 

Moroc.  Miflike  me  not  for  my  complexion. 
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The  fliadowed  liuery  of  the  burnlfht  funne. 

To  whom  I am  a neighbour,  and  neere  bred. 

Bring*  the  faireft  creature  north-ward  borne. 

Where  Phcebus  fire  fcarfe  thawes  the  yficles. 

And  let  vs  make  incifion  for  your  loue, 

To  proue  whofe  blood  is  reddeff,  his  or  mine. 

I tell  thee  lady,  this  afpeft  of  mine 

Hath  fear’d  the  valiant  (by  my  loue  I fweare) 

The  bell:  regarded  virgins  of  our  clime 

I/atb  f lou’d  it  too  : I would  not  change  this  hue, 

Except  to  fleale  your  thoughts  my  gentle  queene. 

Por.  In  termes  of  choife  I am  not  foly  led 
By  nice  direction  of  a maydens  eyes. 

Befides,  the  lottry  of  my  deffiny 

Barres  me  the  right  of  voluntary  choofing  : 

But  if  my  father  had  not  fcanted  me. 

And  hedg’d  me  by  his  wit,  to  yeeld  my  felfe 
His  wife,  who  winnes  me  by  that  meanes  I told  you,* 
Your  felfe  (renowned  prince)  than  flood  as  fairc 
As  any  commer  I haue  look’d  on  yet. 

For  my  affeffion. 

Mor.  Euen  for  that  I thanke  you. 

Therefore  I pray  you  leade  me  to  the  cafkets 
To  try  my  fortune.  By  this  femitaur 
That  flew  the  Sophy ^ and  a Perfian  prince. 

That  wonne  three  fields  of  fultan  Solyman, 

I would  out-flare  the  flernefl  eyes  that  looke ; 
Out-braue  the  heart  mofl  daring  on  the  earth  : 

Plucke  the  young  fucking  cubs  from  the  fhee*beare. 
Yea,  mocke  the  lyon  when  he  rores  for  prey, 

To  win  the  lady.  But  alas,  the  while 
If  Hercules  and  Lychas  play  at  dice 


VoL.  I. 


• Bring  me, 

u 


The  comicall  History  of 

4/  * 

Which  is  the  better  man,  the  greater  throw 
May  turne  by  fortune  from  the  weaker  hand  : 

So  is  Abides  beaten  by  his  rage, 

And  fo  may  I,  blinde  fortune  leading  mee, 

Miffe  that  which  one  vnworthier  may  attaine, 

And  dye  with  greening. 

Portia.  You  mull  take  your  chance, 

And  cither  not  attempt  to  choofe  at  all. 

Or  fwear  before  you  choofe,  if  you  choofe  wrong, 

Neuer  to  fpeake  to  lady  afterward 
In  way  of  marriage,  therefore  be  aduifde. 

Mor.  Nor  will  not,  come  bring  me  to  * my  chance 

Por.  Firfl  forward  to  the  temple,  after  dinner 
Your  hazard  fhall  be  made. 

Mor.  Good  fortune  then. 

To  make  me  blefl,  or  curfedfl:  among  men.  Exeunt, 

Enter  the  Clowne  alone* 

Clowne.  Certainly,  my  confcience  will  ferue  me  to  run  from 
this  lew  my  mafler.  The  fiend  is  at  mine  elbow,  and  tempts 
me  faying  to  mee,  Gobbo,  Lancekt  Gobbo,  good  Lanceletj  or  good 
Gobbo,  or  good  Lancelet  Gobbo,  vfe  your  legges,  take  the  flarte, 
runne  away  : my  confcience  fayes  no  ; take  heed  honell  La7i- 
celetj  take  heede  honefl  Gobbo,  or  as  aforefaide,  honefi:  Launce- 
let  Gobbo,  do  not  runne,  fcorne  running  with  thy  heeles.  Well, 
the  moll:  couragious  fiend  bids  me  packe  fia  fayes  the  fiend, 
away  fayes  the  fiend,  for  the  heauens  roufe  vp  a braue  mind 
fayes  the  fiend,  and  runne.  Well,  my  confcience  hanging 
about  the  neck  of  my  heart,  fayes  very  wifely  to  me  ; my 
honed  friend  Lancelet,  being  an  honed  mans  fonne,  or  rather 
an  honed  womans  fonne,  for  indeede  my  father  did  fomething 
fmack,  fomething  grow  too,  he  had  a kinde  of  tade : well,  my 
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confcience  fayes  bouge  not  ; bouge  faies  the  fiend  ; bouge  not 
faycs  my  confcience.  Confcience  fay  I you  counfell  well ; fiend 
fay  I you  counfell  ill*.  To  be  rul’d  by  my  confcience,  I fhould 
flay  with  the  lew  my  mafter,  who  (God  blelTe  tlie  marke)  is  a 
kinde  of  diuell  \ and  to  runne  away  from  the  Icw^  I fhould 
be  rul’de  by  the  fiend,  who  (failing  your  reuerence)  is  the 
diuell  himfelfe.  Certainly  the  lew  is  the  very  diuell  incarnall\, 
and  in  my  confcience,  my  confcience  is  but  a kinde  of  hard 
confcience,  to  offer  to  counfell  me  to  flay  with  the  lew.  The 
fiende  giues  the  more  friendly  counfaile,  I will  run  fiend,  my 
heeles  are  at  your  command  if,  I will  run. 

Enter  old  Gobbo  with  a basket, 

Cobho.  Mailer  yong  man,  you  I pray  you,  which  is  the  way 
to  mafler  lewes  F 

Lance.  O heauens,  this  Is  my  true  begotten  father,  who  be- 
ing more  then  fand  blind,  high  grauell  blinde,  knowes  me  not, 
I will  try  conclufions  § with  him. 

Gobbo.  Mailer  yong  gentleman,  I pray  you  which  is  the  way 
to  mafler  leaves  P 

La?ice.  Turne  vp  on  your  right  hand  at  the  next  turning, 
but  at  the  next  turning  of  all  on  your  left ; marry  at  the  verie 
nexte  turning  turne  of  no  hand,  but  turne  downe  indireflly 
vnto-the  lewes  houfe. 

Gobbo.  Be  Gods  fonties  twill  bee  a hard  way  to  hit,  can  you 
tell  me  whither  one  Lancelet  that  dwels  with  him,  dwell  with 
him,  or  no  ? 

Lancelet.  Talkeyou  of  young  mafler  Lancelet  P marke  mee 
now,  now  will  I raife  the  waters : 

Talke  you  of  yong  M.  Lancelet  P 

Gobbo.  No  mailer  fir,  but  a poore  mans  fonne. 

PTis  father  (though  I fay  it) 
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Is  an  honefi:  exceeding  poore  man, 

And  God  be  thanked,  well  to  line. 

Lancelet.  Well,  let  his  father  be  what  a will,  we  talk  of 
yong  mafler  Launcelet. 

Gob.  Your  worfhips  friend,  and  Lancelet  fir. 

Lan.  But  I pray  you  ergo  olde  man,  ergo  I befeech  you, 
talke  you  of  yong  M.  Lancelet. 

Cob»  Of  Lancelet  an't  * pleafe  your  majlerjhip  f . 

Lan.  Ergo  mafler  Lancelet,  talke  not  of  maifler  Lancelet  fa- 
ther ; for  the  yong  gentleman  according  to  fates  and  deflinies, 
and  fuch  odd  fayings,  the  fillers  three,  and  fuch  braunches  of 
learning,  is  indeed  deceafedi  or  as  you  would  fay  in  plain  terms, 
gone  to  heauen. 

Gob.  Marry  God  forbid,  the  boy  was  the  verie  flaffe  of  my 
age,  my  very  prop. 

Lance.  Do  I looke  like  a cudgell  or  a houell  pofle,  a flaffe^ 
or  a prop : do  you  know  me  father. 

Gob.  Alacke  the  day,  I know  you  not  yong  gentleman,  But 
I pray  you  tell  mee,  is  my  boy  (GOD  reft  his  foule)  aliue  or 
dead. 

Lance.  Do  you  not  know  me  father  ^ 

Gob.  Alacke  fir,  I am  fand  blinde,  I know  you  not. 

Lan.  Nay,  in  deede  if  you  had  your  eyes  you  might  faile  of 
the  knowing  me  f .•  it  is  a wife  father  that  knowes  his  own 
child.  Well,  olde  man,  I will  tell  you  newes  of  yourfonnc, 
giue  mee  your  blefling  ; trueth  will  come  to  light,  murther 
cannot  be  hidde  long,  a mans  fonn€  may,  but  at  the  lengthy 
trueth  will  out. 

' Gobbo.  Pray  you  fir  ftand  vp,  I am  fure  you  are  not  Laun^ 
celet  my  boy. 

Lance.  Pray  you-  let’s  haue  no  more  fooling  about  it,  but 

* ant  Jbalt.  -j*  •w!>rjhi^.  ;|;  of  me.  ^ in  the  end. 
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glue  me  your  bleifing  ; I am  Lancelot  your  boy  that  was,  your 
fon  that  is,  your  child  that  fnall  be. 

Gob.  I cannot  thinke  you  are  my  fonne, 

Lance*  I know  not  what  I fhall  thinke  of  that,  but  I am 
'Lancelet  the  levjs  man,  and  I am  fure  Margery  your  wife  is  my 
mother. 

Gob.  Her  name  is  Margery  indcede,  lie  be  fworne  if  thou 
bee  Lancelet y thou  art  mine  owne  flefh  and  blood ; Lord  wor- 
fhipt  might  he  be,  what  a beard  haft  thou  got  ? thou  haft  got 
more  haire  on  thy  chin,  then  Dobbin  my  pilhorfe  * has  on 
his  tale. 

Lan.  It  ftiould  feeme  then  that  Dobbins  taile  growes  back- 
ward. I am  fure  he  had  more  haire  of  his  tayle  then  I haue 
of  my  face,  when  I laft  faw  him. 

Gob.  Lord  how  art  thou  chang’d  : how  doeft  thou  and  thy 
mafter  agree  ? I haue  brought  him  a prefent  ; how  agree  you 
nnw  ? 

Lance.  Well,  well,  but  for  mine  owne  part,  as  I haue  fet 
vp  my  reft ‘to  runne  away,  fo  I will  not  reft  till  I haue  run 
•fome  ground*;  mymafter’s  a very  leiVy  giuehim  a prefent,  giue 
him  a halter,  l am  famiftit  in  his  (eruice.  You  may  tell  euery 
finger  I haue  with  my  ribs : father  I am  glad  you  are  come,  giue 
me  your  prefent  to  one  mafter  Bajfanioy  who  indeed  giues  rare 
new  liueries,  if  I feme  not  him,  I will  runne  as  farre  as  God 
has  any  ground.  O rare  fortune,  here  comes  the  man,  to  him 
father,  for  I am  a lezu  if  I ferue  the  lew  any  longer. 

Enter  BafTanio  with  a follower  or  two, 

Bajf,  You  may  doe  fo,  but  let  it  be  fo  hafted  that  fupper  be 
ready  at  the  fartheft  by  fine  of  theclocke  : fee  thefe  letters  de- 
liuered,  put  the  lyueries  to  making,  and  defire  Gratiano  to 
come  anon  to  my  lodgi  ng.  Exit  one  of  his  men, 

* fbllborfe* 
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Lance,  To  him  father. 

Gob,  God  bleffe  your  woi'flilp. 

Bajf,  Gramercy,  wouldfl:  thou  ought  with  me  ? 

Gob.  Here’s  my  fonne  fir,  a poore  boy. 

Lance,  Not  a poore  boy  fir,  but  the  rich  levjes  man  that 
wold  fir,  as  my  father  /hall  fpecifie. 

- Gob.  He  hath  a great  infeftion  fir,  as  one  would  fay  to 
ferue. 

. Lance.  Indeed  the  fhort  and  the  long  is,  I ferue  the  lew, 
and  haue  a defire  as  my  father  fhall  fpecifie. 

Gob.  His  mafler  and  he  (fauing  your  worfhips  reuerence)  are 
fcarfe  catercofins. 

- Lan.  To  be  briefe,  the  very  truth  is,  that  the  lew  hauing 
don  me  wrong,  doth  caufe  me  as  my  father,  being  I hope,  an 
olde  man,  fhall  frutifie  vnto  you. 

Gob.  I haue  heere  a difh  of  doues  that  I would  beflow  vpon 
your  worfhip  : and  my  fute  is 

Lan.  In  very  briefe,  the  fute  is  impertinent  to  my  felfe,  as 
your  .worihip  fhal  know  by  this  honefl  old  man,  and  though 
I fay  it,  though  old  man,  yet  poore  man  my  father. 

. BaJ].  One  fpeake^for  both,  what  would  you  ? 

Lan.  Serue  you  fir. 

. Gob.  That  is  the  verie  defeat  of  the  matter  fir, 

Bajf.  I know  thee  well,  thou  hafl  obtain’d  thy  fute, 

Shylocke  thy  mailer  fpoke  with  me  this  day. 

And  hath  preferr’d  thee,  if  it  be  preferment 
To  leaue  a rich  lewes  feruice,  to  become 
The  follower  of  fo  poore  a gentleman. 

Lan.  The  old  prouerbe  is  very  well  parted  between  my 
mailer  Shylock  and  you  fir,  you  haue  the  grace  of  God  fir,  and 
hee  hath  euough. 

Bajf.  Thou  fpeakfl  it  well.  Go  father  with  thy  fonne, 

Take  leaue  of  thy  old  mafler,  and  enquire 

‘■j  :My 
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My  lodging  out.  Giue  him  a liuery 
More  garded  then  his  fellowes,  fee  it  done. 

Lan,  Father  in,  I dannot  get  a feruice,  no,  \ ha*  nere  a 
tongue  in  my  head.  Well,  if  any  man  in  Italy  haue  a fairer 
table  which  doth  offer  to  fweare  vppon  a booke,  I fhall  haue 
good  fortune.  Go  too,  heere’s  a fimple  line  of  life,  here’s  a 
fmal  trifle  of  wiues  : alas,  fifteene  wiues  is  nothing,  eleuen 
widdowes  and  nine  maids,  is  a fimple  comming  in  for  one 
man,  and  then  to  efcape  drowning  thrice,  and  to  be  in  perill 
of  my  life  with  the  edge  of  a feather-bed,  heere  are  fimple 
fcapes  : well,  if  fortune  bee  a woman,  fliee’s  a good  wench 
for  this  geere.  Father,  come,  He  take  my  leaue  of  the  hvj 
in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  *, 

Exit  Clo-wne, 

Dajf.  I pray  thee  good  Leonardo  thinke  on  this, 

Thefe  things  being  bought,  and  orderly  beflow’d, 

Returne  in  haft,  for  I do  feaft  to  night. 

My  beft  efteem’d  acquaintance,  hie  thee,  go. 

Leon.  My  beft  endeuors  fhall  be  done  heerein.  Exit. 

\ 

• Enter  Gratiano, 

Cra.  Where’s  your  mafter. 

Leon.  Yonder  fir  hewalkes. 

Gra.  Signior  Bajfanlo. 

Bajf,  Gratiano? 

Gra.  I haue  a fute  to  you, 

BaJf.  You  haue  obtain’d  it. 

Gra.  You  inuft  not  deny  me,  .1  muft  go  with  you  to  Rel^ 
mont. 

Bajf.  Why  then  you  muft.  But  heare  Gratiano, 

Thou  art  too  wilde,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  voice. 

Parts  that  become  thee  happily  enough, 

* bavt,  -j-  omitted  in  two  of  the  copies. 
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And  In  fuch  eyes  as  ours  appeare  not  faults,  • ' 

But  where  thou  art  not  knowne.  Why  there  they  fhew* 
Something  too  lib’rall : prethee  take  paine 
To  allay  with  fome  cold  drops  of  modeftie 
Thy  Ikipping  fpirit,  left  through  thy  wilde  behaulour 
I be  mifconftred  in  the  place  I go  to. 

And  lofe  my  hopes. 

Gra.  Signior  Bajfanioy  heare  me  t 
If  I do  not  put  on  a fober  habite, 

Talke  with  refpe^l:,  and  fweare  but  now  and  than  ; 

Weare  prayer  bookes  in  my  pocket,  looke  demurely, 

Nay  more,  while  grace  is  faying,  hood  mine  eies 
Thus  with  my  hat,  and  figh,  and  fay  Amen  : 

Vfe  all  the  obferuance  of  ciuility. 

Like  one  well  ftudied  in  a fad  oftent 
To  pleafe  his  grandam,  neuer  truft  me  more. 

Baff.  Well,  we  (hall  fee  your  bearing. 

Cra.  Nay  but  I barre  to.night,  you  lhall  not  gage  me 
By  what  we  do  to  night. 

BajJ.  No  that  were  pi  tty, 

I would  entreate  you  rather  to  put  on 

Your  boldeft  fute  of  mirth, ‘ for  we  haue  friends 

That  purpofe  merriment  : but  faryewell, 

I haue  fome  bufineffe. 

Gr£L.  And  I muft  to  Lorenzo  and  the  reft. 

But  we  will  vifite  you  at  fupper  time.  Exeunt, 

Enter  leftica  and  the  Clowne. 

$ 

tejjlca,  I am  forry  thou  wilt  leaue  my  father  fo. 

Our  houfe  is  hell,  and  thou  a merry  diuell 
Didft  rob  it  of  fome  tafte  of  tedioufnefle. 

But  fare  thee  well,  there  is  a ducat  for  thee, 

And  Lancelcty  foone  at  fupper  ftialt  thou  fee 
Lorenzo,  who  is  thy  new  mafters  gueft, 
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Giue  him  this  letter,  do  it  fecretly, 

And  fo  farvvell : I would  not  haue  my  father  , 

See  me  in  talhe  with  thee. 

Lance,  Adew,  teares  exhibite  my  tongue,  mofl  beautifull 
Pagan,  moil  fweetc  lew,  if  a Chriftian  doe  not  play  the  knauc 
and  get  thee,  I am  much  deceiued ; but  adew,  thefe  fooli{h 
drops  do  fomething  drowne  my  manly  fpirit ; adieu;  . 

, Exit, 

lejjica,  Farwell  good  Lancelet. 

Alacke,  what  heynous  finne  is  it  in  me, 

To  be  alham’d  to  be  my  fathers  childe. 

But  though  I arn  a daughter  to  his  blood, 

I am  not  to  his  manners  ; O Lorenzo, 

If  thou  keepe  promife,  I (hall  end  this  flrife. 

Become  a Chriftian,  and  thy  louing^wife.  » Exit, 

Enter  Gratiano,  Lorenzo,  Salarinp,  and  Salanio. 

'j 

Loren.  Nay,  we  will  flinke  away  in  fupper  time, 

Pifguife  vs  at  my  lodging,  and  returne  all  in  an  houre. 

Gra,  We  haue  not  made  good  preparation. 

Salar.  We  haue  not  fpoke  vs  yet  of  torch-bearers. 

Salanio,  Tis  vile,  vnlelTe  it  may  be  quaintly  ordered. 

And  better  in  my  minde  not  vndertooke. 

Loren.  Tis  now  but  foure  a clocke,  we  haue  two  houres 


Enter  Lancelet. 

To  furnirii  vs  ; friend  Lancelet,  what’s  the  newes  ? 

Lan.  If  it  pleafe  you  tobreake  vp  this,  it  fhallfeeme  tofignifie, 
Loren.  I know  the  hand,  in  hiith  tis  a faire  hand, 

And  whiter  then  the  paper  it* writ  on, 

Is  the  faire  hand  that  writ. 

Grat,  Loue  newes,  in  faith. 

Lance.  By  your  leaue  fir. 

Loren,  Whither  goefl:  thou  ? ^ 
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Lance,  Marry  fir,  to  bid  my  olde  mafter  the  lew  to  fup  to 
night  with  my  new  mafter  the  Chriflian. 

Loren,  Hold  here  take  this,  tell  gentle  lejjica, 

I will  not  fayle  her,  fpeake  it  priuately. 

Goe  gentlemen,  will  you  prepare  for  this  malke  to  night, 

I am  prouided  of  a torch-bearer.  ' Exit  Clowne. 

Salar,  I marry.  He  be  gone  about  it  firaight. 

Solan.  And  fo  will  I. 

Loren.  Meete  me  and  Gratiano  at  Gratianos  lodging, 

Some  houre  hence. 

Salar.  Tis  good  we  do  fo.  . Exit ^ 

Crat.  Was  not  that  letter  from  faire  lejjica  ? 

Loren.  I mufl  needs  tell  thee  all,  fhe  hath  direfled  , 

How  1 ihall  take  her  from  her  fathers  houfe. 

What  gold  and  iewels  fhe  is  fiirnifht  with, 

What  pages  fute  fhe  hath  in  readineffe. 

If  ere  the  lew  her  father  come  to  heauen, 

It  will  be  for  his  gentle  daughters  fake, 

And  neuer  dare  misfortune  crofTe  her  foote, 

Volefle  Ihe  do  it  vnder  this  excufe, 

That  Ihe  is  ilTue  to  a faithleffc  lew  : 

Come  goe  with  me,  perufe  this  as  thou  goeft, 

Faire  lejjica  fhall  be  my  torch-bearer.  Exit^ 

Enter  the  lew  and  * Lancelet. 

Shy.  Well,  thou  (halt  fee,  thy  eyes  (hall  be  thy  iudge, 
The  diffrerice  of  old  Shyloche  and  Bajfanio ; 

What  lejjica^  thou  lhalt  not  gourmandize 
As’  thou  haft  done  with  me  : what  lejfica  ? 

And  fleepe,  and  fnore,  and  rend  apparrell  out. 

Why  lejjica  I fay. 

Clowne.  Why  lejjica. 


* and  bU  man  that  was  the  Clowne^ 
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Shy,  Who  bids  thee  call  ? I do  not  bid  .thee  call. 

Clo,  Your  worfhip  was  wont  to  tell  me,  that  * I could  do  - 
nothing  without  biding. 

Enter  leflica. 

lef.  Call  you  ? what  is  your  will  ? 

. Shy,  I am  bid  forth  to  fupper  leffica^ 

There  are  my  keyes  ; but  wherefore  fhould  I go  ?' 

I am  not  bid  for  loue,  they  flatter  me, 

But  yet  He  go  in  hate,  to  feede  vpon 
The  prodigall  Chriflian.  lejjicay  my  gyrie, 

Looke  to  my  houfe.  I am  right  loth  to  go. 

There  is  fome  ill  a bruing  towards  my  refl,  . . 

For  I did  dreanie  of  money  bagges  to  night. 

Clowne,  I befeech  yoti  fir  go. 

My  yong  mafter  doth  expecft  your  reproch,. 

Shy,  So  do  I his. 

Clowne,  And  they  haue  confpired  together,  I will  not  Cay 
you  (hall  fee  a mafke ; but  if  you  doe,  then  it  was  not  for 
nothing  that  my  nofe  fell  a bleeding  on  black  Monday  lafl,  at' 
fix  a clock  in  the  morning,  falling  out  that  yeare  on  Afli- 
wenfday  was  foure  yeare  in  th’afternoone. 

Shy,  What,  are  there  malkes  ? Hearem^f  lejjlca  : . . • 

Locke  vp  my  doores,  and  when  you  heare  the  drumme,  I 
And  the  vile  fqueakin^  1 of  the  wry-neckt  fife. 

Clamber  not  you  vp  to  the  cafements  then. 

Nor  thrufl  your  head  into  the  publike  flreete. 

To  gaze  on  Chriflian  fooles  with  varnifht  faces: 

But  flop  my  houfes  eares,  I meane  my  cafements. 

Let  not  the  found  of  fhallow  foppery  enter  ' 

My  fober  houfe.  By  lacobs  flafFc  I fweare, 

I haue  no  minde  of  fcafling  forth  to  night : 

. * that  ooiitted,  ^ you  me,  J j<iuealing. 
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^ But  I will  go.  Go  you  before  me  firra, 

Say,  I will  come.  ^ 

Clo-wne.  I will  go  before  ilr.  . ' . 

Miftrefle  looke  out  at  a window  for  all  this. 

There  will  come  a Chriftian  by, 

Will  be  worth  a lewes  eye,  . , . 

Shy»  What  fays  that  foole  of  H agars  off-fprlng  I ha. 

lef.  His  words-were,  farewell  midris,  nothing  elfe. 

Shy,  The  patch  is  kinde  enough,  but  a huge  feeder, 
Snaile-flow  in  profit,  and  he  fleepes  by  day. 

More  then  the  wilde  cat : drones  hiue  not  with  me. 
Therefore  I part  with  him,  and  part  with  him 
To  one,  that  I would  haue  him  helpe  to  wafle 
His  borrowed  pnrfe.  Well  lejjica  goe  in. 

Perhaps  I will  returne  immediately, 

Do  as  I bid  you,  fhut  doores  after  you, 

Faft  binde,  faft  hnde, 

A prouerbe  neuer  flale  in  thrifty  minde. 

lef.  Farewell,  and  if  my  fortune  be  not  crofi, 

I haue  a father,  you  a daughter  loft. 

Enter  the  majhers,  Gratiano  and  Salarino. 

Gra.  This  Is  the  pent-houfe  vnder  which 
Lorenzo  desir'd  vs  to  make  fiand. 

SaL  His  houre  is  almoff  p iff. 

Gra.  And  it  is  meruaile  he  out-dwels  his  houre, 

For  loners  euer  run  before  the  clocke. 

Sal.  O ten  times  fafter  Fejiiis  pigeons  fl ye 
To  feale  loues  bonds  new  made*  then  they  are  wont 
To  keepe  obliged  faith  vnforfaited. 

Gra,  That  euer  holds  : who  rifetli  from  a feaft 
With  that  keene  appetite  that  he  fits  downe  ? . 

Where  is  the  horfe  that  doth  vntreade  againe 
His  tedious  meafures,  with  the  vnbated  hre 
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That  he  did  pace  them  firft  ? all  things  that  are, 

Are  with  more  fpirit  chafed  then  enloy’d. 

How  like  a younger  or  a prodigall, 

The  fkarfed  barke  puts  from  her  natiue  bay, 

Hugd  and  embraced  by  the  ftrumpet  winde. 

How  like  the  prodigall  doth  fhe  returne 
With  ouer-wetherd  ribs  and  ragged  fayles, 

Leane,  rent,  and  beggerd  by  the  rtrumpet  wind  ? 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Sdl.  Here  comes  Lorenzo,  more  of  this  hereafter. 

Lo.  Sweet  friends,  your  patience  for  my  long  abode 
Not  I,  but  my  affaires  haue  made  you  waite  : 

When  you  flial  pleafe  to  play  the  theeues  for  wiues 
He  watch  as  long  for  you  then : approch. 

Here  dwels  my  father  levj.  Ho,  * whofe  within  ? 

leflica  abone, 

lejf.  Who  are  you  ? tell  me  for  more  certainty, 
Albeit  He  fweare  that  I do  know  your  tongue. 

Lor.  Lorenzo  and  thy  loue. 

leJJ'.  Lore?izo  certaine,  and  my  loue  indeed, 

For  who  loue  I fo  much  ? and  now  who  knowes 
But  you  Lorenzo,  whether  I am  yours  ? 

Lo.  Heauen  and  thy  thoghts  are  witnes  that  thou  art. 
lejf.  Here,  catch  this  cafket,  tis  f worth  the  paines, 

I am  glad  tis  night  you  do  not  looke  on  me, 

For  I am  muchafham’d  of  my  exchange  : 

But  loue  is  blinde,  and  louers  cannot  fee 
The  pretty  follies  that  themfelues  commit. 

For  if  they  could,  6w//Whimfelfe  would  blufh 
To  fee  me  thus  transformed  to  a boy. 
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Lor»  Defcend,  for  you  muft  be  my  torch-bearer. 

Tejf,  What,  muft  I hold  a candle  to  my  (hames,  ’ j 

They  in  themfelues  goodfooih  are  too  too  light.  ] 

Why  tis  an  office  of  difcouery,  loue,  ^ 

And  I ffiould  be  obfcur’d.  \ 

Lor,  So  are  you  fweete, 

Eqen  in  the  louely  garnifh  of  a boy, 

But  come  at  once,  for  the  clofe  night 
Doth  play  the  run-away. 

And  we  are  flaid  for  at  BaJJanios  feafl:. 

lejf,  I will  make  faft  the  doores,  and  guild  my  felfe 
With  fome  mo  ducats,  and  be  with  you  ftraight. 

Grat,  Now  by  my  hood,  a Gentile  * and  no  lew. 

Lor.  Beffirew  me  but  I loue  her  hartily, 

For  (he  is  wife,  if  I can  iudge  of  her. 

And  faire  flie  is,  if  that  mine  eyes  be  true. 

And  true  ffie  is,  as  (he  hath  proo’ud  herfelfe. 

And  therefore  like  herfelfe,  wife,  faire  and  true. 

Shall  flie  be  placed  in  my  conftant  foule. 

Enter  leffica. 

What,  art  thou  come  I on  gentlemen,  away. 

Our  mafking  mates  by  this  time  for  vs  ftay.  ExiK 

Enter  Anthonio. 

Ant.  Who’s  there  ? 

Gra.  Signior  ’Anthonio. 

Ant.  Fie,  fie  Gratiano,  where  are  all  the  refi:  ^ 

Tis  nine  a clocke,  our  friends  all  fiay  for  you. 

No  malke  to  night,  the  winde  is  come  about, 

Bajfanio  prefently  will  goe  aboard,  f 

1 1 am  glad  on’t,  I defire  no  more  delight 

Then  to  bevnder  fayle,  and  gone  to  night.  Exeunt* 

* gentle. 

•j*  Ibaue  fent  tiventy  out  to  feekforycu. 

4.  Crat. 
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Enter  Portia  vjith  Morrocho,  and  both  their  traineSy 

Por,  Goe  draw  afide  the  curtaines,  and  difcouer 
The  feuerall  cafkets  to  this  noble  prince; 

Now  make  your  choife. 

Mor.  The  firft  of  gold,  who  this  infcription  beares, 
Whochoofeth  me,  ihall  gaine  what  many  men  defire. 
The  fecond  filuer,  which  this  promife  carries. 

Who  choofeth  me,  fhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferues. 
This  third,  dull  lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt, 

Who  choofeth  me,  mull:  giue  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
How  (hall  I know  if  I do  ehoofe  the  right  ? 

Por.  The  one  of  them  containes  my  piffure  prince, 

If  you  choofe  that,  then  I am  yours  withall. 

Mor.  Som.e  God  direct  my  iudgement,  let  me  fee, 

I will  furuay  th’  infcriptions  backe  againe, 

What'fayes  this  leaden  cafket  ? 

Who  choofeth  me,  muft  giue  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
Muff  giue,  for  what  ? for  lead,  hazard  for  lead  ? 

This  calket  threatens,  men  that  hazard  all. 

Doe  it  in  hope  of  faire  aduantages  : 

A golden  minde  ftoopes  not  to  fhowes  of  drofTe, 

He  then  nor  give,  nor  hazard  ought  for  lead. 

What  fayes  the  filuer  with  her  virgine  hue  ? 

Who  choofeth  me,  fhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferues. 

As  much  as  he  deferues,  paufe  there  Morocho, 

And  weigh  thy  value  with  an  eeuen  hand. 

If  thou  beefl:  rated  by  thy  eftimation. 

Thou  doff  deferue  enough,  and  yet  enough 
May  not  extend  fo  farre  as  to  the  lady ; 

And  yet  to  be  afeard  of  my  deferuing. 

Were  but  a weake  diflibling  of  my  felfe. 

As  much  as  I deferue,  why  that’s  the  lady, 

I do  in  birth  deferue  hcrj  and.  in  fortunes, 
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In  graces,  and  in  qualities  of  breeding  : 

But  more  than  thefe,  in  loue  I do  deferue. 

What  if  I ftraid  no  farther,  but  chofe  here  ? 

Let’s  fee  once  more  this  faying  grau’d  in  gold  : 

Who  choofeih  me,  fhall  gaine  what  many  men  delire  ; 
Why  that’s  the  lady,  all  the  world  defires  her. 

From  the  foure  corners  of  the  earth  they  come 
To  kiffe  this  Ihrine,  this  mortall  breathing  faint. 

The  Hircanion  deferts,  and  the  vally  wildes 
Of  -Lvide  * Arabia,  are  as  through-fares  now 
For  princes  to  come  view  faire  Portia, 

The  watry  kingdome,  whofe  ambitious  head 
Spets  in  the  face  of  heauen,  is  no  barre 
To  flop  the  forraine  fpirits,  but  they  come 
As  ore  a brooke  to  fee  hiire  Portia, 

One  of  thefe  three  containes  her  heauenly  piflure. 

Is’t  like  that  lead  containes  her,  t’were  damnatioo 

f 

To  thinke  fo  bafe  a thought,  it  were  too  grolTe 
To  rib  her  fere-cloth  in  the  obfcare  graue. 

Or  fhall  I thinke  in  filuer  fnee’s  immur’d, 

Being  ten  times  vnder-valewed  to  tride  gold  ? 

O finfull  thought,  never  fo  rich  a iem 
Was  fet  in  worfe  then  gold.  They  haue  in  England 
A coyne  that  beares  the  figure  of  an  angell 
Stampt  in  gold,  but  that’s  infculpt  vpon: 

But  heere  an  angell  in  a golden  bed 
Lies  all  within.  Deliuer  me  the  key  : 

Heere  do  I choofe,  and  thriue  I as  I may. 

Por.  There  take  it  prince,  and  if  my  forme  lie  there 
Then  I am  yours. 

Mor,  O hell  ! what  haue  we  heere,  a carrion  death  t 
Within  whofe  empty  eye  there  is  a written  fcroule, 

He  reade  the  writing. 

All  that  glijisrs  is  not  gold, 

. Often  haue  you  heard  that  told^ 
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Many  a man  his  life  hath folde^ 

But  my  outfide  to  behold^ 

C uiided  timber  do  ’wormes  infold : 

Had  you  bene  as  'wife  as  boldy 
Toung  in  limbeSj  in  iudgement  old. 

Tour  anfwere  had  not  beene  infcrolde, 

Fare  you  welly  your  fute  is  cold. 

Mor.  Cold  indeed,  and  labour  loft. 

Then  farwell  heate,  and  welcome  froft : 

Portia  adiew,  I haue  too  greeu’d  a heart 
To  take  a tedious  leauc  ; thus  lofers  part. 

Por.  A gentle  riddance,  draw  the  curtaines,  goe. 

Let  all  of  his  complecftion  choofe  me  fo, 

' Enter  Salarino  and  Salanlo. 

Salar.  Why  man,  I faw  Baffanio  vnder  fayle, 

With  him  is  Gratiano  gone  along  ; 

And  in  their  fliip  Ime  * fure  Lorenzo  is  not. 

Salan.  Thevillaine  lew  with  outcries  raifde  the  duke, 
WIk)  went  with  him  to  fearch  Bajjanios  fhip. 

Salar.  He  came  too  late,  the  fnip  was  vnder  faile, 

But  there  the  duke  was  giuen  to  vnderfland, 

That  in  a gondylo  were  feene  together 
Lorenza  and  his  amorous  lejfica. 

Befides  Anthonio  certified  the  duke. 

They  were  not  with  BaJJ'anio  in  his  fhip. 

Salan.  I neuer  heard  a paflion  fo  confufed, 

So  ftrr.nge,  outragious,  and  variable. 

As  the  dog  lew  did  vtter  in  the  ftrcetes, 

* J am. 

VoL.I.  X ^'7 


Exit, 


Exeunt, 
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My  daughter,  O my  ducats,  O my  daughter. 

Fled  with  a Chriftian,  O ray  Chriftian  ducats, 
luftice,  the  law,  my  ducats,  and  my  daughter. 

A fealed  bag,  two  fealed  bags  of  ducats. 

Of  double  ducats,  ftolne  from  me  by  my  daughter, 

And  iewels,  two  ftones,  two  rich  and  precious  ifones, 
Stolne  by  my  daughter  : iuffice,  finde  the  gyrle, 

She  hath  the  ffones  vpon  her,  and  the  ducats. 

Salar.  Why  all  the  boyes  in  Venice  follow  him. 
Crying  his  ffones,  his  daughter,  and  his  ducats. 

Salan,  Let  good  /^nthonio  looke  he  keepe  his  day. 

Or  he  (hall  pay  for  this. 

Salar.  Marry  well  remembred, 

I reafon’d  with  a Frenchman  yelferday. 

Who  told  me,  in  the  narrow  feas  that  part 
The  French  and  EngUJh,  there  mifcarricd 
A velTell  of  our  country  richly  fraught: 

I thought  vpon  Anthonio  when  he  told  me. 

And  whlit  in  filence  that  it  were  not  his. 

Salan.  You  were  bell:  to  itW  Anthonio  what  you  he^re 
Yet  do  not  fodainely,  for  it  may  greeue  him. 

Salar.  A kihder  gentleman  treades  not  the  earth, 

I faw  Bajjanio  and  Anthonio  part : 

Bajj'anio  told  him  he  would  make  fome  fpeede. 

Of  his  returne  : he  anfwered,  do  not  fo. 

Slubber  * not  bufinelTe  for  my  fake  Bajfanio. 

But  flay  the  very  riping  of  the  time, 

And  for  the  leaves  bond  which  he  hath  of  me. 

Let  it  not  enter  in  your  minde  of  loue  : 

Be  merry,  and  employ  your  cheefefl  thoughts 
To  courtihip,  and  fuch  faire  oftents  of  loue. 

As  iliall  conuenieiitly  become  you  there. 
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And  euen  there  his  eye  being  bigge  with  teares. 

Turning  his  face,  he  put  his  hand  behinde  him  ; 

' And  with  afFe<flion  wondrous  fenfible. 

He  wrung  Baffanios  hand,  and  fo  they  parted. 

Sala?i.  I thinke  he  onely  loues  the  world  for  him  : 

I prethee  * let  vs  goe  and  finde  him  out. 

And  quicken  his  embraced  heauinelTe, 

With  fome  delight  or  other. 

Salar.  Do  we  fo.  ^xeunt-, 

' Enter  NerrifTa  and  a fcriiitor, 

AW,  Q^icke,  quicke,  I pray  thee,  draw  the  curtain  ftraltC) 
The  prince  of  Arragon  hath  tane  his  oath. 

And  comes  to  his  eledion  prefently. 

Enter  Arragon,  hh  trainee  and  Portia.' 

For.  Behold,  there  fland  the  cafleets  noble  prince. 

If  you  choofe  that  wherein  I am  contain’d. 

Straight  fhall  our  nuptiall  rights  be  folemniz’d  : 

But  if  you  fade,  without  more  fpeech  my  lord, 

You  muft  be  gone  from  hence  immediately. 

Arra.  I am  enioyn’d  by  oath  to  obferue  three  things. 

Firft,  neuer  to  vnfold  to  any  one 
Which  cafket  twas  I chofe.  Next,  if  I faile 
Of  the'right  cafket,  neuer  in  my  life 
To  woe  a maide  in  way  of  marriage  : 

Laflly,  if  I do  faile  in  fortune  of  my  choife,  ’ 

Immediately  to  leaue  you,  and  be  gone. 

For.  To  thefe  iniun<fl:ions  euery  one  doth  fwearc. 

That  comes  to  hazard  for  my  worthlefTe  felfe. 

Arr.  Andfo  haue  I addrefl  me,  fortune  now 
To  my  hearts  hope  ; gold,  filuer,  and  bafe  lead. 

Who  choofeth  me,  mull  giae  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
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You  /hall  looke  fairer  ere  I glue  or  hazard. 

What  fayes  the  golden  cheft  ? ha,  let  me  fee, 

Who  choofeth  me,  lhall  gaine  what  many  men  defire. 

What  many  men  defire,  that  many  may  be  meant 
By  the  foole-multitude,  that  chafe  by  fhow  : 

Not  learning  more  then  the  fond  eye  doth  teach, 

Which  pries  not  to  th'interioiir  \ *but  like  the  martlet. 

Builds  in  the  weather  on  the  outward  wall, 

Euen  in  the  force  and  rode  of  cafualty. 

I will  not  chufe  what  many  men  defire, 

Becaufe  I will  not  iumpe  with  common  fpirlts, 

And  ranke  me  with  the  barbarous  multitudes. 

Why  then  to  thee  thou  filuer  treafure  houfe. 

Tell  me  once  more  what  title  thou  dofl  beare  : 

Who  choofeth  me  Jhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferues. 

And  well  faid  too,  for  who  fhall  go  about 
To  cofen  fortune,  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  flampe  of  merit,  let  none  prefume 
To  weare  an  vndeferued  dignity  : 

0 that  eflates,  degrees,  and  offices. 

Were  not  deriu’d  corruptly,  and  that  cleare  honor 
Were  purchac’d  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer. 

How  many  then  ffiould  couer,  that  fland  bare  ? 

How  many  be  commanded,  that  command  ? 

How  much  low  pezantry  f would  then  be  gleaned  . 

From  the  true  feedeof  honor  \ And  how  much  h^nor, 

Pickt  from  the  chaffe  and  mine  of  the  times 
To  be  new  verniffi’d  well,  but  to  my  choife, 

V/ho  choofeth  me  Jhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferues. 

1 will  affiume  defert.  Giue  me  a key  for  this. 

And  inflantly  vnlocke  my  fortunes  heere. 

Por.  Too  long  a paufe  for  that  which  you  finde  there. 
^rrag.  What’s  here,  the  portrait  of  a blinking  ideot. 

* th'  inberitsr,  *}*  feajantry,  \ 
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Prcfentlng  me  a fedule  ? I will  reade  it. 

How  much  vnlike  art  thou  to  Portia  ? 

How  much  vnlike  my  hopes,  and  my  deferuings.. 
Who  choofeth  me  Jhall  haue  as  much  as  he  deferues,  , 
Did  I deferue  no  moret  hen  a fooles  head  ? 

Is  that  my  prize  ? Are  my  deferis  no  better? 

Por.  To  offend  and  iudge  are  diflin(5f:  offices. 

And  of  oppofed  natures. 

Jr  rag.  What  f heere  ? 

Hee  reads. 

The Jire feuen  times  tried  this  » 

Seuen  times  tried  that  iiidgement  is. 
That  did  neuer  choofe  amis. 

Some  there  be  that  Jhadou'es  kis. 

Such  haue  but  a Jhadowes  blis  : 

There  be  fooles  aline  I wis. 

Sillier' d o' re,  and fo  'was  this. 

Take  what  wife  you  will  to  bed, 

I will  euer  be  your  head  : 

So  begone,  you  are  fped. 

Still  more  fooje  I fhall  appeere, 

By  the  time  I linger  heere. 

With  one  fooles  head  I came  to  woe,  % 

But  I go  away  with  two. 

Sweet  adieu,  He  keepe  my  oath, 

Patiently  to  beare  my  wroath. 

Portia.  Thus  hath  the  candle  findg’d  the  moth, 
O thefe  deliberate  fooles,  when  they  do  choofe, 
They  haue  their  wifedome,  by  their  wit  to  loofe. 

Ner,  The  ancient  faying  is  no  herefie. 

Hanging  and  wiuing  goes  by  defliny. 

Por,  Come  draw  the  curtaine  Nerrijfa. 

f What  it.  1 1VOO. 
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Enter  a mejjenger, 

« 

MeJJ'.  Where  is  my  lady  ? . 

Per.  Heere,  what  would  my  lord  ? 

Mejf.  Madam,  there  is  a- lighted  at  your  gate 
A yong  Venetian^  one  that  comes  before 
To  fignifie  th’approchiug  of  bis  lord, 

From  whom  he  bringeth  fenfible  regreets  ; 

To  wit  (befides  commends  and  courteous  * breath) 

Gifts  of  rich  valew  ; yet  I haue  not  feene 
So  likely  an  embalTador  of  lone. 

A day  in  Apriil  neuer  came  fo  fweet, 

To  fhew  how  cofily  fummer  was  at  hand. 

As  this  fore-fpurrer  comes  before  his  lord. 

Por»  No  more  I pray  thee,  I am  halfe  a-fear’d 
Thou  wilt  fay  anon  he  is  fome  kin  to  thee. 

Thou  fpendfl  fuch  high  day  wit  in  praifing  him  : 

'Come,  come  Ncrrijfdy  for  I long  to  fee 
Quicke  Cupids  pofi:  that  comes  fo  mannerly. 

Ner.  Bajfanio  lord,  loue  if  thy  will  it  be.  Exit, 

Enter  Salanio  and  Salarino. 

SaJan.  Now,  w^hat  newes  on  the  Ryalto  ? 

Salar.  Why  yet  it  Hues  there  vneheekt,  that  Anthonio  hath 
a Qiip  of  rich  lading  wrackt  on  the  narrowe  feas  ; the  Goodwins 
I thinke  they  call  the  place,  a very  dangerous  flat,  and  fatal, 
wher  the  carkafles  of  many  a tail  fliippe  lie  buried,  as  they  fay, 
if  gojjips  t report  be  an  honefl:  \voman  of  her  word. 

Satan.  I would  fliee  were  as  a lying  gojfippe  i in  that,  as 
euer  knapt  ginger,  or  made  her  neighbors  beleeue  fhe  wept 
for  the  death  of  a third  hufband  : but  it  is  true,  without  any 
flippes  of  prolixity,  or  crofling  the  plaine  highway  of  talk,  that 
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the  good  Anthonioy  the  honell:  Anthonio,  O that  I had  a title 
good  inough  to  keepe  his  name  company. 

Salar.  Come,  the  full  flop. 

Sal.  Ha,  what  faill  thou  ? why  the  end  is,  he  hath  lo/l  a 
/hip. 

Salar^  I would  it  might  proue  the  end  of  his  lolTes. 

Salan.  Let  me  fay  Amen  betimes,  leaft  the  deuill  croITe  my 
prayer,  for  heere  he  comes  in  the  likenelle  of  a leiv. 

Enter  Shylocke. 

How  now  Shylocke,  what  newes  among  the  marchants  ? 

Shy.  You  know,  none  fo  well,  none  fo  well  as  you. 

Of  my  daughters  flight. 

Salar.  That’s  certaine,  I for  my  part  knew  the  taylor 
That  made  the  wings  flie  flew  withall. 

Salan.  And  Shylocke  for  his  owne  part  knew  the  birde  was 
fledg’d  and  then  it  is  the  complexion  of  them  all  to  leaue  the 
dam. 

Shy.  She  is  damn’d  for  it. 

Salar.  That  s certaine,  if  the  diuell  may  be  her  ludge. 

Shy.  My  owne  flerti  and  blood  to  rebell. 

Salan.  Out  vpon  it  old  carrion,  rebels  it  at  thefe  yeares. 

Shy.  I fiy  my  daughter  is  my  flefli  and*  blood. 

Salar.  There  is  more  difference  betweene  thy  flefli  and  hirs, 
then  betWeene  iet  and  iuory  : more  between  your  bloods,  then 
there  is  between  red  wine  and  rennifh  : but  tell  vs,  do  you 
heare,  whether  Anthonio  haue  had  at  lojfe  f a fea  or  no  \ 

Shy.  There  I haue  another  bad  match,  a bankrout,  a pro- 
digal, who  dare  fcarfe  fliew  his  head  on  the  Ryalto,  a begger 
that  was  vfd  to  come  fo  fmug  vpon  the  mart  : let  him  looke  to 
his  bond  : he  was  wont  to  call  me  vfurer,  let  him  looke  to  his 
bond  ; he  was  wont  to  lend  money  for  a Chriflian  curtfie,  let 
him  looke  to  his  bond. 

* aiid  my.  -f-  any  lof:^ 
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Salar.  Why  I am  fure  if  he  forfet,  thou  wilt  not  take  his 
flelh,  what’s  that  good  for  ? 

Shyl.  To  baite  fifli  withall  ; if  it  will  feede  nothing  els  it 
will  feed  my  reuenge : he  hath  difgrac’d  me,  and  hindred  me 
halfe  a million,  laught  at  my  lofles,  mockt  at  my  gaines,  fcorned 
my  nation,  thwarted  my  bargaines,  cooled  my  friendes,  heated 
mine  enemies,  and  what’s  his  reafon,  I am  a lewe.  Hath  not 
a lewe  eyes  ? hath  not  a levj  hands  ? organs,  dimenfions, 
fenfes,  afFe<ftions,  paffions  ? fed  with  the  fame  food  ? hurt  with 
the  fame  weapons  ? fubie^l  to  the  fame  difeafes  ? healed  by 
the  fame  meanes  ? warmed  and  cooled  by  the  fame  winter  and 
fummer,  as  a Chriftian  is  ? If  you  pricke  vs,  do  we  not  bleede  ? 
If  you  tickle  vs,  do  we  not  laugh  ? If  you  poyfon  vs,  do  wee 
not  dye  ? And  if  you  wrong  vs,  (hall  we  not  reuenge  ? If  wee 
are  like  you  in  the  reft,  we  will  refemble  you  in  that.  If  a lew 
wrong  a Chriftian,  what  is  his  humility,  reuenge  ? If  a Chriftian 
wrong  a lewe^  what  fliould  his  fufferance  be  by  Chriftian  ex- 
ample, why  reuenge  ? The  villany  you  teach  me  I will  execute, 

' and  it  fhall  goe  hard,  but  I will  better  the  inflruflion. 

Enter  a man  from  Anthonio. 

Gentlemen,  my  mafter  Anthonio  is  at  his  houfe,  and  defires 
to  fpeake  with  you  both. 

Salar.  We  haue  bene  vp  and  downe  to  feeke  him. 

Enter  Tuball. 

Salan.  Here  comes  another  of  the  tribe,  a third  cannot  bee 
matcht,  vnlelfe  the  diuell  himfeife  turne  lew. 

Ex  emit  gentlemen. 

Shy.  How  now  Tuball,  what  newes  from.  Genowa  P haft  thou 
found  my  daughter  ? 

Tuball.  I often  dame  where  I did  heare  of  her,  but  cannot 
ftnde  her. 

Shy. 
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Shy.  Why  there,  there,  there,  there,  a diamond  gone  coft 
me  twothoufand  ducats  \nFra7ikford.  The  curfe  neuer  fell  vp- 
on  our  nation  till  now,  I neuer  felt  it  till  now  : two  thoufande 
ducats  in  that,  and  other  procious  precious  iewels.  1 would 
my  daughter  were  dead  at  my  foote,  and  the  iewels  in  her 
eare  : O would  fhee  were  hearit  at  my  foote,  and  the  ducats  in 
her  coffin.  No  newes  of  them,  why  fo  : and  I know  not 
whats  fpent  in  the  fearch  : why  thou  lolTe  vpon  Ioffe,  the 
theefe  gone  with  fo  much,  and  fo  much  to  finde  the  theefe, 
and  no  fatisfa^lion,  no  reuenge,  nor  no  ill  lucke  flirring  but 
what  lights  on  my  Paoulders,  no  fighes  but  of  my  breathing, 
no  teares  but  of  my  fhedding. 

Tuball.  Yes,  other  men  haue  ill  luck  too,  Anthoiiio  as  I 
heard  in  G enow  ay. 

Shy,  What,  what,  what  ill  lucke,  ill  lucke  ? 

Tuball,  Hath  an  argofie  caft  away  comming  from  Tripolis, 

Shy.  I thanke  God,  I thanke  God,  iji  * true  i ?fi*  true  ? 

. Tuball.  I fpoke  with  fome  of  the  faylers  that  efcaped  the 
wracke. 

Shy.  1 thanke  the  good  Tuball^  good  newes,  good  newes  : 
ha  ha,  heerc  in  Ge noway. 

Tuball.  Your  daughter  fpent  in  Genoway^  as  I heard,  in  one  f 
night,  fourefcore  ducats. 

Shy.  Thou  flick’A  a dagger  in  me,  I fliall  neuer  fee  my  golde 
againe  ; fourefcore  ducates  at  a fitting  ! fourefcore  ducats  ! 

Tuball,  There  came  diuers  of  Anthonios  creditours  in  my 
company  vnto  Venice,  that  fweare  that  hee  cannot  choofe  but 
breake. 

Shy.  I am  very  glad  of  it.  He  plague  him,  He  torture  him, 
I am  glad  on’t. 

TiibalL  One  of  them  (hewed  me  a ring  that  hee  had  of  your 
daughter  for  a monkey. 

• u it,  d" 

Shy. 
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Shy.  Out  vpon  her : thou  tortur’fl:  me  Tiiball,  it  was  my 
turkies,  I had  it  of  Leah  when  I was  a batcheilor,  I would 
aot  haue  giuen  it  for  a wilderneffe  of  monkies. 

Tuball.  But  Anthonio  is  certainly  vndone. 

Shy.  Nay,  that’s  true,  that’s  very  true  : go  Tuball^  fee  mee 
an  ofRcer,  befpeake  him  a fortnight  before,  I will  haue  the 
heart  of  him  if  he  forfeit.  For  were  he  out  of  Venice  I can 
make  what  merchandize  I willed?*  .*  go  Tuball,  and  meete 
me  at  our  fynagogue,  go  good  Tiiball,  at  our  fynagogue  Tuball. 

Exeunt, 

Enter  Baflanio,  Portia,  Gratiano,  and  all  their  traines. 

For.  I pray  you  tarry,  paufe  a day  or  two 
Before  you  hazard  : for  in  choofing'wrong 
1 loofe  your  company,  therefore  forbeare  a while, 

There’s  fomething  tels  me  (but  it  is  not  loue) 

I would  not  lofe  you,  and  you  know  your  felfe. 

Hate  counfels  not  in  fuch  a quality. 

But  leall  you  fliould  not  vnderRand  me  well, 

And  yet  a maiden  hath  no  tongue,  but  thought, 

I would  detaine  you  hecre  fome  moneth  or  two 
Before  you  venture  for  me.  I could  teach  you 
How  to  choofe  right,  but  lam  then  f forfworne. 

So  will  I neuer  be,  fo  may  yon  muTe  me. 

But  if  you  do,  you’!  make  me  wiih  a finne, 

That  I had  bene  forfworne.  Belhrew  your  eyes. 

They  haue  ore-lookt  me,  and  diuided  me. 

One  halfe  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  halfe  yours. 

Mine  ownel  would  fay ; but  if  mine  then  yours. 

And  fo  ail  yours.  O thefe  naughty  rimes 
Puts  barres  betweene  the  owners  and  their  rights. 

And  fo  though  yours,  not  yours '(proue  it  fo) 

Let  fortune  go  to  hell  for  it,  not  I. 

* go  omitted  t ^ 
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I fpeake  too  long,  but  tls  to  pelze  the  time. 

To  eck  it,  i and  to  draw  out  1 in  length. 

To  flay  you  from  election. 

BaJ/l  Let  me  choofe. 

For  as  I am,  I liue  vpon  the  rackc. 

Por.  Vpon  the  racke  Bajfanio,  then  confefTe 
What  treafon  there  is  mingled  with  your  loue. 

BaJJ.  None  but  that  vgly  treafon  of  miflruff. 

Which  makes  me  feare  th’inioying  of  my  louc, 

There  may  as  well  be  amity  and  life 
Tweene  fnow  and  fire,  as  treafon  and  my  loue. 

Por,  I but  I feare  you  fpeake  vpon  the  racke. 

Where  men  enforced  do  fpeake  any  thing. 

Bajf.  Promife  me  life,  and  He  confefTe  the  truth, 

Por.  Well  then,  confefle  and  liue. 

BaJf.  ConfefTe  and  loue, 

Had  bene  the  very  fum  of  my  confeflion  : 

O happy  torment,  when  my  torturer 
Doth  teach  me  anfweres  for  deliuerance  : 

Put  let  me  to  my  fortune  and  the  cafkets. 

Portia.  Away  then,  I am  lockt  in  one  of  them. 

If  you  do  loue  me,  you  will  findeme  out. 

Nerrijj'a  and  the  reft,  ftand  all  aloofe, 

Let  muficke  found  while  he  doth  make  his  choife. 

Then  if  he  lofe,  he  makes  a fwan-like  end. 

Fading  in  muficke.  That  the  comparifon 
May  ftand  more  proper,  my  eye  ihall  be  the  flreame 
And  watry  death- bed  for  him  : he  may  win. 

And  what  is  muficke  then  ? Then  muficke  is 
Euen  as  the  flourifh,  when  true  fubiedfs  bow 
To  a new  crownd  * monarch  : fuch  it  is. 

As  are  thofe  dulcet  founds  in  breake  of  day, 

J it  cut,  * crcKvmd, 

That 
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That  creepe  into  the  dreaming  bridegroomes  eare. 

And  fummon  him  to  marriage.  Now  he  goes 
- With  no  lefTe  prefence,  but  with  much  more  louc 
Then  young  Alcides,  when  he  did  redeeme 
The  virgin  tribute,  payd  by  howling  Troy^ 

To  the  fea-monfter  : I fland  for  facrifice. 

The  red  aloofe  are  the  Dardanian  wiues. 

With  bleared  vifages  come  foorth  to  view 

The  iffue  of  th’exploit  : Goe  Hercules j 

Liue  thou,  I liue  with  much  * more  difmay 

To  t view  the  fight,  then  thou  that  mak’ft  the  fray. 

A Song,  the  •whUJl  Baffanio  comments  on  the  caskets  tp 

himfelfe. 

Tell  me  where  is  fancy  bred^ 

Gr  in  the  heart,  pr  in  the  head  ? 

How  begot,  how  nourijhed  P Replie,  reply. 

It  is  engendered  in  the  eye. 

With  gazing  fed,  and fancie  dies  : 

In  the  cradle  where  it  lyes. 

Let  vs  all  ring  fancies  knelL 
He  begin  it. 

, Ding  dong  bell. 

All,  Din^,  dong,  bell. 

Bajf.  So  may  the  outward  fliowes  be  lead  thefelues 
The  world  is  dill  deceiu’d  with  ornament. 

In  law,  what  plea  fo  tainted  and  corrupt. 

But  being  feafon’d  with  a gracious  voice, 

Obfcures  the  fhow  of  euill.  In  religion 
What  damned  error  but  fome  fober  brow 
Will  bleffe  it,  and  approue  it  with  a text. 

Hiding  the  grofenes  with  faire  ornament : 

* much  much*  d J. 

There 
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There  is  no  voice  fo  fimple,  but  afTames 
Some  of*  vertue  on  his  outward  parts  ; 

How  many  cowards  whofe  hearts  are  all  as  falfe 
As  ftaiers  offand,  weare  yet  vpon  their  chins 
The  beards  of  Hercules^  and  frowning  Mars, 

Who  inward  fearcht,  haue  lyuers  white  as  milke. 

And  thefe  affume  but  valours  excrement. 

To  render  them  redoubted.  Looke  on  beauty. 

And  you  (hall  fee  tis  purchafl  by  the  weight. 

Which  therein  works  a miracle  in  nature, 

Making  them  lighted  that  weare  mod  of  it : 

So  are  thofe  crifped  fnaky  golden  locks 

Which  maketh  f fuch  wanton  gambals  with  the  wind, 

Vpon  fuppofed  faireneffe,  often  knowne 
To  be  the  dowry  of  a fecond  head, 

The  dcull  that  bred  them  in  the  fepulcher. 

Thus  ornament  is  but  the  guiled  fhore 

To  a mod  dangerous  fea  : the  beau tious  fear fe 

Vailing  an  Indian  beauty  ; in  a word, 

The  feeming  truth  which  cunning  times  put  on 
To  intrap  the  wifed.  Therefore  thou  J gaudy  gold. 

Hard  foode^  for  Midas ^ I will  none  of  thee. 

Nor  none  of  thee,  thou  pale  and  common  drudge 
Tweene  man  and  man  : but  thou,  thou  meager  lead. 

Which  rather  threatned  then  dod  promife  ought. 

Thy  palenede  moues  me  more  then  eloquence. 

And  heere  choofe  I,  ioy  be  the  confequence. 

Por.  How  all  the  other  paflions  fleet  to  ayre. 

As  doiibtfull  thoughts,  and  rafh  imbrac’d  defpaire  : 

And  fhyddring  feare,  and  greene-eyed  iealoufie. 

O lone  be  moderate,  allay  thy  extafie, 

In  mcafure  range  ||  thy  ioy,  fcant  this  excefle, 

^ Seme  mark  •f'  make.  J then  thou.  k^foole,  jj  rein^  faire. 

I feele  ’ 
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I feele  too  much  thy  blefTing,  make  it  lefle. 

For  feare  I furfet. 

Bajf,  What  linde  I heere  ? 

Faire  Portias  counterfeit.  What  demy  God 
Hath  come  fo  neere  creation  ? moue  thefe  eyes  ? 

Or  whither  riding  on  the  ball’s  of  mine 
Seeme  they  in  motion  ? heere  are  feuerd  lips 
Parted  with  fuger  breath,  fo  fweet  a barre 
Should  funder  fuch  fweet  friends : heere  in  her  haires 
The  painter  playes  the  fpider,  and  hath  wouen 
A golden  meQi  t’intrap  the  hearts  of  men 
Fader  then  gnats  in  cobwebs,  but  her  eyes, 

How  could  he  fee  to  do  them  hauing  made  one. 

Me- thinks  it  fnould  haue  power  to  deale  both  his, 

And  leaue  itfelfe  vnfurniilit  : yet  looke  how  farre 
The  fubftance  of  my  praife  doth  wrong  this  fnadow 
In  vnderprizing  it,  fo  farre  this  fliadow 
Doth  limpe  behind  the  fubdance.  Heer’s  the  fcroule. 
The  continent  and  fummary  of  my  fortune. 

You  that  choofe  not  by  the  viezv^ 

Chance  as  faire,  and  choofe  as  true  .• 

Since  this  fortune  fals  to  you. 

Be  content,  and  feeke  no  new.  ■ 

If  you  be  well  pleas'd  with  this. 

And  hold  your  fortune  for  your  blijfe, 

Turne  you  where  your  lady  is, 

And  claim  her  with  a louing  kijfe, 

A gentle  fcroule:  fair  lady,  by  your  leaue, 

I come  by  note  to  glue,  and  to  receiue , 

Like  one'  of  two  contending  in  a prize, 

That  thinks  he  hath  done  well  in  peoples  eyes  ; 
Hearing  applaufe  and  vniuerfall  diout. 

Giddy  in  fpirit,  dill  gazing  in  a doubt. 


Whether 
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Whether  thofe  pearles  * of  praife  be  his  or  no. 

So  thrice  fair^  lady,  (land  I euen  fo. 

As  doubtfull  whether  what  I fee  be  true, 

Vntill  confirm’d,  fign’d,  ratified  by  you. 

Por,  You  fee 'me  lord  Bajfanio  where  I (land. 

Such  as  I am  ; though  for  my  felfe  alone 
I would  not  be  ambitious  in  my  v/ifh, 

To  wifh  my  felfe  much  better,  yet  for  you, 

I would  be  trebled  twenty  times  my  felfe, 

A thoufand  times  more  faire,  ten  thoufand  times 
More  rich,  that  onely  to  (land  high  in  your  account, 
I might  in  vertues,  beauties,  liuings,  friends. 
Exceed  account : but  the  full  fumme  of  me 
Is  fumme  of  fomething  ; which  to  terme  in  grofle. 

Is  an  vnleflbn’d  gyrle,  vnfchool’d,  vnpra^lifed, 

Happy  in  this,  fhe  is  not  yet  fo  old 
But  file  may  learne : happier  then  this. 

She  is  not  bred  fo  dull,  but  Hie  can  learne; 

Happieft  of  ail,  is  that  her  gentle  fpirit 
Commits  it  felfe  to  yours,  to  be  directed 
As  from  her  lord,  her  gouernor,  her  king. 

. My  felfe,  and  what  is  mine,  to  you  and  yours 
Is  now  conuerted.  But  now  I was  the  lord 
Of  this  faire  manfion,  mafler  of  my  feruants, 

Queene  ore  my  felfe  ; and  euen  now,  but  now. 

This  houfe,  thefe  feruants,  and  this  fame  my  felfe 
Are  yours,  my  lord,  f I glue  them  with  this  ring. 
Which  when  you  part  from,  lofe,  or  giue  away. 

Let  it  prefage  the  mine  of  your  loue. 

And  be  my  vantage  to  exclaime  on  you. 

Bajf,  Madame,  you  haue  bereft  me  of  all  words, 
Onely  my  blood  fpeakes  to  you  in  my  veines. 
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And  there  is  fuch  confufion  in  my  powers, 

As  after  fome  oration  fairely  fpoke 
By  a beloued  prince,  there  doth  appearc 
Among  the  buzzing  pleafed  multitude. 

Where  euery  fomething  being  blent  together, 

Turnes  to  a wilde  of  nothing,  faue  of  ioy 
Expreft,  and  not  exprefl  : but  when  this  ring 
Parts  from  this  finger,  then  parts  life  from  hence, 

0 then  be  bold  to  fay  Bajfanio  is  * dead, 

IVer.  My  lord  and  lady,  it  is  now  our  time 

That  haue  flood  by  and  ieene  our  wilhes  profper. 

To  cry  good  ioy,  good  ioy  my  lord  and  lady. 

Gra,  My  lord  BaJJanio,  and  my  gentle  lady, 

1 wiQi  you  all  the  ioy  that  you  can  widi: 

For  I am  fure  you  can  wifh  none  from  me: 
z^Lnd  when  your  honours  meane  to  folemnize 
The  bargaine  of  your  faith  : I do  befeech  you 
Euen  at  that  time  I may  be  married  to. 

Ba([.  With  all  my  heart,  fo  thou  canfl  get  a wife. 

Gra.  I thanke  your  lordfhip,  you  haue  got  me  one, 

My  eies  my  lord,  can  looke  as  fwift  as  yours ; 

You  faw  the  miftrelTe,  I beheld  the  maid  ; 

You  lou’d,  I lou’d  for  intermiflion. 

No  more  pertaines  to  me  my  lord  then  yon. 

Your  fortune  flood  vpon  the  caiket  there. 

And  fo  did  mine  too,  as  the  matter  fals  : 

For  wooing  heere  vntill  I fwet  againe. 

And  fwearing  till  my  very  roofe  was  dry, 

With  oathes  of  loue,  at  lafl,  if  promife  lafl 
I got  a promife  of  this  faire  one  here. 

To  haue  her  loue  : prouided  that  your  fortur^ 

Atchieu’d  her  miflris. 

Por,  Is  this  true,  Ncrrijpi  ? 

Ner.  Maddam  it  is,  fo  you  Hand  pleas’d  withall, 

* Baffaniis, 

Bajj\ 
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Bajj'.  And  do  you  Gratiano  meane  good  faith  i 
Cra.  Yes  faith  my  lord. 

Bajf,  Our  feafl  ihall  be  much  honoured  in  your  marriage. 
Cra.  Wee’l  play  with  them  the  firll  boy  for  a thoufand  ducats 
Ner.  What,  and  ftake  downe  ? 

Cra.  No,  we  lhall  nere  win  at  that  fport  and  ftake  downe. 
But  who  comes  heere,  Lorenzo  and  his  infidell  ? 

What,  and  my  olde  Venetian  friend,  Salerio  P ' 

Enter  Lorenzo,  leftica,  and  Salerio  a mejjengerfrom  Venice; 

Bajf.  Lorenzo  and  Salerio^  welcome  hither. 

If  that  the  youth  of  my  new  intreft  heere 
Haue  power  to  bid  you  welcome  : by  your  leaue 
I bid  my  very  friends  and  countrymen 
Sweete  Portia  welcome. 

For.  So  do  I my  lord,  they  are  entirely  welcome,’ 

Lor.  I t'hanke  your  honour,  for  my  part  my  lord. 

My  purpofe  was  not  to  haue  feene  you  heere. 

But  meeting  with  Salerio  by  the  way. 

He  did  entreate  me  paft  all  faying  nay. 

To  come  with  him  along. 

Sal.  I did  my  lord. 

And  I haue  reafon  for  it.  Signior  Anthonio 
Commends  him  to  you. 

Baff.  Ere  I ope  his  letter, 

I pray  you  tell  me  how  my  good  friend  doth. 

Sal.  Not  fteke  my  lord,  vnlefte  it  be  in  minde, 

Nor  well,  vnlefte  in  minde : his  letter  there 
Will  fticw  you  his  eftate. 

He  opens  the  letter.  * 

Cra.  NerriJpij  cheere  yon  ftranger,  bid  her  welcome.’ 


VoL.  I. 


* open  the  letter. 
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Your  hand  Salerio,  what’s  the  newes  from  Venice  f 
How  doth  that  royall  merchant,  good  Anthmio  ? 

I know  he  will  be  glad  of  our  fucceffe, 

We  are  the  lafom^  we  haue  won  the  fleece. 

. Sal.  I would  you  had  won  the  fleece  that  he  hath  loft, 
Por.  There  are  fome  flarewd  contents  In  yon  fame  papcr^ 
That  fleales  the  colour  from  Bajfamos  cheeke, 

Some  deare  friend  dead,  elfe  ^nothing  in  the  world 
Could  turne  fo  much  the  conflitution 
of  any  conflant  man  : what  worfe  and  vvorfe  ? 

With  leaue  BaJfaniOj  I am  halfe  your  felfe. 

And  I mufl  freely  haue  the  halfe  of  any  thing  ' 

That  this  fame  paper  brings  you. 

Bajf.  O fweete  Portia^ 

Heere  are  a few  of  the  vnpleafantfl:  words 
That  euer  blotted  paper.  Gentle  lady, 

When  I did  firfl  impart  my  loue  to  you, 

1 freely  told  you  all  the  wealth  I had 
Ran  in  my  veines,  I was  a gentleman, 

And  then  I told  you  true  : and  yet  deere  lady. 

Rating  my  felfe  at  nothing,  you  (hall  fee 
How  much  I was  a braggart,  when  I told  you 
My  Rate  was  nothing,  I fliould  then  haue  told  yoii 
That  I was  worfe  then  nothing  ; for  indeed 
I haue  ingag’d  my  felfe  to  a deere  friend, 

Ingag’d  my  friend  to  his  meere  enemy  ' 

To  feed  my  meanes.  Heers  * a letter  lady, 

The  paper  as  the  body  of  my  friend. 

And  euery  word  in  it  a gaping  wound,  ^ 

Ifluing  life  blood.  But  is  it  true  Salerio  P 
Hath  all  his  ventures  faild  ? what,  not  one  hit, 

From  TripoliSy  from  Mexico,  and  England, 

* here  is*  . 
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From  Lisbon^  Barbary,  and  India, 

And  not  one  vedell  Tcape  the  dreadfull  touch 
Of'  merchant- marring  rocks  ? 

Sal.  Not  one  my  lord. 

Befides,  it  Jfhould  appeare,  that  if  he  had 
The  prefent  money  to  difcharge  the  lew. 

He  would  not  take  it : neuer  did  I know 
A creature  that  did  beare  the  fhape  of  man. 

So  kecne  and  greedy  to  confound  a man. 

He  plies  the  duke  at  morning  and  at  night, 

And  doth  impeach  the  freedome  of  the  Hate 
If  they  deny  him  iuflice.  Twenty  merchants, 

' The  duke  himfelfe,  and  the  magnificoes 
Of  greatefl  port  haue  all  perfwaded  with  him, 

But  none  can  driue  him  from  the  enuious  plea 
Of  forfeytnre,  of  iuflice,  and  his  bond. 

lejfica.  When  I was  with  him,  I haue  heard  him  fwear® 
ToTiihall  and  to  Chus,  his  country-men, 

That  he  would  rather  haue  Anthonios  fleOi, 

Then  twenty  times  the  value  of  the  fumme 
That  he  did  owe  him  l rind  I know  my  lord, 

If  law,  authority,  and  power  deny  not. 

It  will  go  hard  with  poore  Anthonio.' 

For.  Is  it  yourdeare  friend  that  is  thus  In  trouble  ? 

Bajf.'  The  deerefl  friend  to  me,  the  kindeflman. 

The  befl  condition’d  and  vnwearied  fpirit 
In  doing  courtefies  : and  one  in  whom 
The  ancient  Romane  honour  more  appeares. 

Then  any  that  drawes  breath  in  Italy. 

For.  What  fumme  owes  he  the  lew  P , 

BaJf.  For  me  three  thoufand  ducats. 

For.  Wnat  no  more,  pay  him  fix  thoufand  and  deface  the 
bond,  ^ / 

Double  fixe  thoufand,  and  then  treble  'that, 
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Before  a friend  of  this  defcription 
Shall  lofe  a haire  through  Baffamos  fault. 

Firfl  go  with  me  to  church,  and  call  me, wife. 

And  then  away  to  Venice  to  your  friend  ; / 

For  neuer  fliall  you  lye  by  Portias  fide 
With  an  vnquiet  foule.  You  lhall  hauc  gold 
To  pay  the  petty  debt  twenty  times  ouer. 

When  it  is  paid,  bring  your  true  friend  along  ; 

My  maide  Nerrijfa,  and  my  felfe  meane  time 
Will  liue  as  maides  and  widdowes ; come  away. 

For  you  ihall  hence  vpon  your  wedding  day. 

Bid  your  friends  welcome,  fhew  a merry  cheere. 

Since  you  are  deere  bought,  I will  loue  you  deere. 

But  let  me  heare  the  letter  of  your  friend. 

Sweet  BafTanio,  My  flips  haue  all  mifcarried,  my  creditors 
grow  cruelly  my  ejlate  is  very  low  : my  bond  to  the  lew  is  for* 
fety  and  fince  in  paying  ity  it  is  impojfible  I flould  Huey  all  debts 
are  cleered  betweene  you  and  I if  I might  but  fee  you  at  my 
death.  JSJotwithJiandmgy  vfe  your  pleafure  •,  if  your  loue  doe 
not  perfwade  you  to  comey  let  not  my  letter. 

0 loue  I difpatch  all  bufineffe,  and  be  gone. 

Bajf.  Since  I haue  your  good  ieaue  to  go  away, 

1 will  make  haft.  But  till  I come  againe. 

No  bed  ftiall  ere  be  guilty  of  my  ftay. 

No  reft  be  interpofer  twixt  vs  twaine.  Exeunt, 

Enter  the  lew,  and  Salarino,  and  Anthonio,  and  the  lay  hr, 

lew.  lay  lor,  looke  to  him,  tell  not  me  of  mercy. 

This  is  the  foole  that  lent  out  money  gratis, 
lay  lor,  looke  to  him. 

An.  Heare  me  yet  good  Shylocke. 
lew.  He  haue  my  bond,  fpeake  not  againft  my  bond  : 

I haue  fworne  an  oath,  that  1 will  haue  my  bond. 
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Thou  cald’fh  me  dogge  before  thou  hadfl  a caufe, 

But  fince  I am  a dogge,  beware  my  fangs. 

The  duke  (hall  grant  me  iu fhce  : I do  wonder 
Thou  naughty  iaylor  that  thou  art  fo  fond 
To  come  abroad  with  him  at  his  requefl. 

An.  I prethee  * heare  me  fpeake. 

lew.  He  haue  my  bond,  I will  not  heare  thee  fpeake ; 

He  haue  my  bond  ; and  therefore  fpeake  no  piore, 

He  not  be  made  a foft  and  dull  ey’d  foole. 

To  Ihake  the  head,  relent,  and  figh,  and  yeeld 
To  Chriflian  interceffors  ; follow  not. 

He  haue  no  fpeaking,  I will  haue  my  bond. 

Exit  lew, 

Sol.  It  is  the  moll:  impenetrable  curre 
That  euer  kept  with  men. 

Ant.  Let  him  alone. 

He  follow  him  no  more  with  bootleffe  prayers, 

He  feekes  my  life,  his  reafon  well  I know  : 

I oft  deliuer’d  from  his  forfeitures 

Many  that  haue  at  times  made  mone  to  mee. 

Therefore  he  hates  me. 

Sal.  I am  fure  the  duke  will  neuer  grant 
This  forfeyture  to  hold. 

An.  The  duke  cannot  deny  the  courfe  of  law  ; 

For  the  commodity  that  Ifrangers  haue 
With  vs  in  Fefiice,  if  it  be  denied. 

Will  much  impeach  the  iuftice  of  his  f Hate, 

Since  that  the  trade  and  profit  of  the  city 
ConfiHeth  of  all  nations.  • Therefore  goe, 

Thefe  greefes  and  lofles  haue  fo  bated  me. 

That  I fhall  hardly  fpare  a pound  of  flefh 
To  morrow,  to  my  bloody  creditor. 

* fray  tlet,  the, 

Y 3 Well 


/ 


The  comicall  History  of 


Well  iaylor  on,  pray  God  BaJfa7iio  come 

To  fee  me  pay  his  debt,  and  then  I care  not.  Exeunt^ 

Enter  Portia,  NerrifTa,  Lorenzo,  leffica,  and  a man  of  Portias, 

Lor.  Madam,  although  I fpeake  it  in  your  prefence. 

You  haue  a noble  and  a true  conceite 

Oi  god  like  *'  amity,  which  appeares  moft  flrongly, 

In  bearing  thus  the  abfence  of  your  loK>d, 

But  if  you  knew  to  whom  you  fliew  this  honour. 

How  true  a gentleman  you  fend  releefe. 

How  deere  a louer  of  my  lord  your  hufband, 

I know  you  would  be  prouder  of  the  worke, 

Then  cuflomary  bounty  can  enforce  you. 

For.  I neuer  did  repent  for  doing  good, 

Nor  fhall  not  now ; for  in  companions 
That  do  conuerfe  and  wafle  the  time  together, 

Whofe  foules  do  beare  an  equall  f yoke  of  loue, 

There  muff  be  needs  a like  proportion 
Of  lineaments,  of  manners,  and  of  fpirit  : 

Which  makes  me  thinke,  that  this  Anthonio 
(Being  the  bofome-louer  of  my  lord) 

Mu  ft  needs  be  like  ray  lord.  If  it  be  fo. 

How  little  is  the  cofl  I haue  bellowed 
In  purchailng  the  femblance  of  my  foule. 

From  out  theflate  of  hellifli  mifery.  J 
This  comes  too  neere  the  praifing  of  my  felfe, 

Therefore  no  more  of  it : heere  other  things 
Lorenzo  I commit  into  your  hands. 

The  hufbandry  and  manage  of  my  houfe, 

Vntill  my  lords  returne.  For  mine  owne  part, 

I haue  toward  heauen  breath’d  a fecret  vow, 

To  liue  in  prayer  and  contemplation, 
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Onely  attended  by  Nerrijfa  heere, 

Vntill  her  hufband,  and  my  lords  returne. 

There  is  a.monaftery  two  miles  off^ 

And  there  'will  'lue  ^ abide.  I do  defire  you, 

Not  to  deny  this  impofition, 

The  which  my  loue,  and  fome  neceflity 
Now  layes  vpon  you. 

Lor.  Madame,  with  all  my  heart, 

I fliall  obey  you  in  all  faire  commands. 

Por.  My  people  do  already  know  my  mind. 

And  will  acknowledge  you  and  lejjicay 
In  place  of  lord  Bajfanio  and  my  felfe. 

And  fo  farewell  till  we  fhall  meete  againe. 

Lor.  Faire  thoughts  and  happy  hours  attend  on  you. 
lef.  I wifii  your  lady-fiiip  all  hearts  content. 

Por.  I thanke  you  for  your  wifh,  and  am  well  pleafd 
To  wifii  it  backe  on  you  : farewell  f lejfica.  Exeunt. 

Now  Balthafer,  as  I haue  euer  found  thee  honed  true, 

So  let  me  finde  thee  dill  : take  this  fame  letter, 

And  Vfe  thou  all  th’indeuour  of  a man 
In  fpeede  to  Mantua  : fee  thou  render  this 
Into  my  cofins  hands,  doflor  Belario, 

And  looke  what  notes  and  garments  he  doth  glue  thee. 

Bring  them  I pray  thee  with  imagin’d  fpeede 
Vnto  the  trane(d:,  to  the  common  ferry 
Which  trades  to  Venice  : wade  no  time  in  words, 

But  get  thee  gone,  I fhall  be  there  before  thee. 

Bal.  Madam  I go  with  all  conuenient  fpeede.  Exit. 

Por,  Come  on  Nerrijfa,  I haue  worke  in  hand 
That  you  yet  know  not  of.  Wee’i  fee  our  hufbands 
Before  they  thinke  of  vs. 

Ner,  Shall  they  fee  vs  ? 

Por,  They  diall  Nerrijfa  : but  in  fuch  a habite, 

* wt  iv'ilU  fare yiu  vielt, 
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That  they  (hall  thinke  we  are  accomplifhed 
With  that  we  lacke.  lie  hold  thee  any  wager. 

When  we  are  both  apparreld  * like  yong  men, 

He  prone  the  prettier  fellow  of  the  two. 

And  weare  my  dagger  with  the  brauer  grace. 

And  fpeake  betweene  the  change  of  man  and  boy. 

With  a reede  voice,  and  turne  two  mincing  fleps 
Into  a manly  ftride  ; and  fpeake  of  frayes 
Like  a fine  bragging  youth  ; and  tell  quaint  lyes. 

How  honourable  ladies  fought  my  loue, 

Which  I denying,  they  fell  ficke  and  dyed  : 

I could  not  doe  withall.  Then  He  repent, 

And  wdfli  for  all  that,  that  I had  not  kill’d  them ; 

And  twenty  of  thefe  punie  lies  He  tell. 

That  men  fliall  fweare  I haue  difcontinued  fchoole 
Aboue  a twelue- month.  I haue  within  my  minde 
A thoufiind  raw  trickes  of  thefe  bragging  iackes, 

WMch  I will  pracfife. 

Ner.  Why,  fhall  we  turne  to  men  ? 

Par.  Fie,  what  a quefiion’s  that, 

If  thou  wert  nere  a lewd  interpreter  : 

But  come.  He  tell  thee  all  my  whole  deuice 
When  I am  in  my  coach,  which  flayes  for  vs 
At  the  parke  gate  ; and  therefore  hafl  away, 

For  we  mufl  meafure  twenty  miles  to  day.  ^ Exmint* 

Enter  Clowne  and  leffica, 

CIo.  Yes  trul}^  for  looke  y^ou,  the  finnes  of  the  father  are 
to  be  laid  vpon  the  children,  therefore  I promife  ye  I feare  you^ 
I was  alwayes  plaine  with  you,  and  fo  now  I fpeake  my  agita- 
tion of  the  matter : therefore  be  § good  cheere,  for  truly  I think 
vou  are  damn’d,  ther  is  but  one  hope  in  it  that  can  do  you 
any  good,  and  that  is  but  a kind  of  baftard  hope  neither. 

* accouteis^i,  ^ e/t 


THE  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Icf.  And  what  hope  Is  that  I pray  thee  ? 

Clo,  Marry  you  may  partly  hope  that  your  father  got  you 
not,  that  you  are  not  the  levjes  daughter. 

lejjl.  That  were  a kind  of  baftard  hope  indeede,  fo  the 
fins  of  my  mother  (hould  be'  vifited  vpon  me. 

Clo.  Truely  then  I feare  you  are  damn’d  both  by  father  and 
mother : thus  when  I fhun  Scilla  your  father,  I fal  into  Cha- 
ribdis  your  mother  ; well,  you  are  gone  both  wayes. 

lef,  I (hall  be  fau’d  by  my  hufband,  he  hath  made  me  a 
Chriftian. 

Clo.  Truly  the  more  to  blame  he  : we  were  ChrifUans  enow 
before,  e'ne  * as  many  as  could  well  hue  one  by  another  : this 
making  of  Chrihians  will  raife  the  price  of  hogs,  if  we  grow 
all  to  be  porke-eaters,  we  fliall  not  fliortly  haue  a rafher  on 
the  coles  for  money. 


Lorenzo. 

le/.  He  tel  my  hufband  Lancelet  what  you  fay,  here  he  comes. 

Lor.  I (hall  grow  iealous  of  you  fhortly  Lancelet ^ if  you 
thus  get  my  wife  into  corners. 

lef.  Nay,  you  neede  not  feare  vs  Lorenzo,  Launcelet  and  I are 
out ; he  tels  me  flatly,  there’s  no  mercy  for  me  in  heauen, 
beecaufe  I am  a lewes  daughter  : and  he  fayes  you  are  no  good 
meber  of  the  common-wealth,  for  in  conuerting  lewes  to 
Chriflians,  you  raife  the  price  of  porke. 

Lor.  I fhall  anfvvere  that  better  to  the  common-wealth  than 
you  can  the  getting  vp  of  the  negros  belly  ; xhe.  Moore's  f 'with 
childe  by  you  Lancelet  ? 

Clowne.  It  is  much  that  the  Moore  ' (how\&  be  more  then 
reafon  : but  if  fhe  be  lefle  then  an  honeft  woman,  fhce  is  in-  ■ 
deede  more  then  I tooke  her  for. 

Lor,  How  euery  foole  can  play  vpon  the  word,  I thinke 

♦in,  Moore  is 
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the  beH:  grace  of  wit  will  fliortly  turne  into  filence,  and  dif- 
courfe  grow  commendable  in  none  onely  but  parrats.  Go  in 
lirra,  bid  them  prepare  for  dinner  ? 

Clow,  That  is  done  lir,  they  haue  all  ftomackes. 

Lor.  Goodly  lord  what  a wit-fnapper  are  you  : then  bid 
the  prepare  dinner. 

Clo.  That’s  done  to  fir,  onely  couer  is  the  word. 

Lor.  Will  you  couer  than  fir  ? 

Clo.  Not  fo  fir  neither,  I know  my  duty. 

Lor,  Yet  more  quarrelling  with  occalion,  wilt  thou  fhewe 
the  whole  wealth  of  thy  witte  in  an  infiant.^  I pray  thee  vnder- 
fiand  a plaine  man  in  his  plaine  meaning  : goe  to  thy  fellowes, 
' bid  them  couer  the  table,  ferue  in  the  meate,  and  we  will  come 
in  to  dinner. 

Clo.  For  the  table  fir,  it  fiiall  be  feru’d  in,  for  the  meate  fir 
it  lliall  be  couered,  for  your  comming  in  to  dinner  fir,  why 
let  it  be  as  humors  and  conceits  Ihall  gouerne. 

Exit  Clowne, 


Lor.  O deere  diferetion,  how  his  words  are  futed, 
Thefoole  hath  planted  in  his  memory 
An  army  of  good  words,  and  I do  know 
A'many  fooles  that  fiand  in  better  place, 

Garnifti’d  like  him,  that  for  a trickfie  word 
Defie  the  matter  : how  far'Jl*  thou  lejjica  ? 

And  now  good  fweet  fity  thy  opinion, 

Kow  dofl  thou  like  the  lord  Bajfanios  wife  ? 

Jef.  Pafi:  all  exprefiing,  it  is  very  meete 
The  lord  Bajfanio  liue  an  vpright  life, 

For  bailing  fuch  ablefiing  in  his  lady, 

Hefindes  the  ioyes  of  heauen  heere  on  earth. 

And  if  on  earth  he  doe  not  meane  it,  then  f 
In  reafon  he  fiioiild  neuer  come  to  heauen. 

Why,  if  two  gods  fhould  play  fome  heauenly  match, 

* cheerjl,  f 
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And  on  the  wager  lay  two  earthly  women, 

And  Portia  one  : there  mu  ft  be  fome  thing  elfe 
Pawn’d  with  the  other ; for  the  poore  rude  world 
Hath  not  her  fellow. 

Lor.  Euen  fuch  a hulband  haft  thou  of  me, 

As  ftie  is  for  wife. 

lef.  Nay,  but  afke  my  opinion  to  of  that. 

Lor.  I will  anon,  firft  let  vs  go  to  dinner. 

Icf.  Nay,  let  me  praife  you  while  I haue  a ftomacke. 

Lor.  No  prethee,  let  it  ferue  for  table  talke. 

Then  howfoere  * thou  fpeakft  mong  other  things, 

I fliall  difgeft  it. 

lef.  Well,  He  fet  you  forth.  Exit. 

» 

Enter  the  Dujve,  the  magnificosy  Anthonlo,  BafTanio,  ana 

Grutiano. 

Duke.  What,  is  Anthonio  heere  ? 

An.  Ready,  fo  pleafe  your  grace. 

Duke.  I am  forry  for  thee,  thou  art  come  to  anfwer  • 

A ftony  aduerfary,  an  inhumane  wretch, 

Vncapeable  of  pitty,  voide  and  empty 
From  any  dram  of  mercy. 

An.  I haue  heard, 

Your  grace  hath  tane  great  paines 
To  qualifie  his  rigorous  courfe  : 

But  fince  he  ftands  obdurate. 

And  that  no  lawfull  meanes  can  carrie  mec 
Out  of  his  enuies  reach,  I do  oppofe 
My  patience  to  his  furie,  and  am  arm’d 
To  fufFer  with  a quietnefle  of  fpirit. 

The  verie  tiranny  and  rage  of  his. 

Duke.  Go  one  and  call  the  lew  into  the  court. 

SaL  He  is  ready  at  the  doore,  he  comes  my  lord. 

"fhowjomrg. 
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Enter  Shylocke. 

Dw.  Make  roome,  and  let  him  Hand  before  our  face. 
Shylocke  the  world  thinkes,  and  I thinke  fo  to. 

That  thou  but  leadeft  this  fafhion  of  thy  malice 
To  the  laft  houre  of  adf,  and  then  tis  thought 
Thou ’It  fhew  thy  mercie  and  remorfe  more  flrange. 
Then  is  thy  Grange  apparant  cruelty  : 

And  where  thou  now  exaffs  the  penalty, 

(Which  is  a pound  of  this  poore  merchants  flefh) 

Thou  wilt  not  onely  loofe  the  forfeiture. 

But  touch’d  with  humane  gentlenefTe  and  loue, 

Forgiue  a moity  of  the  principall ; 

Glancing  an  eie  of  pittie  on  his  Ioffes, 

That  haue  of  late  fo  hudled  on  his  backe. 

Enow  to  preffe  a royall  merchant  downe. 

And  plucke  commilTeration  of  his  Jlate  |j 
From  braflie  bofomes,  and  rough  hearts  of  flint. 

From  flubborne  TitrkeSy  and  Tartars  neuer  train’d 
\To  offices  of  tender  curtefie  ; 

We  all  expefl  a gentle  anfwer  lew. 

lew.  I haue  poffefl:  your  grace  what  I purpofe, 
And  by  our  holy  fabbath  haue  I fworne 
To  haue  the  due  and  forfet  of  my  bond. 

If  you  deny  it,  let  the  danger  light 

Vpon  your  charter,  and  your  citties  freedome, 

You’l  afke  me  why  I rather  choofe  to  haue 
A weight  of  carrion  flefh,  then  to  receiue 
Three  thoufand  ducats  ? lie  not  anfwer  that. 

But  fay  it  is  my  humor,  is  it  anfwered  ? 

What  If  my  houfe  be  troubled  with  a rat, 

And  I be  pleas’d  to  glue  ten  thoufand  ducats 
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To  haue  it  baind  ? what,  are  you  anfwered  yet  ? 

Some  men  Uiere  are  loue  not  a gaping  pig  : 

Some  that  are  mad  if  they  behold  a cat  ; 

And  others  when  the  bagpipe  fings  i’th  nofe. 

Cannot  containe  their  vrine  for  affedfion. 

Mailers  of  pafTion  fwayes  it  to  the  mood 
Of  what  it  likes  or  loathes  : now  for  your  anfwere. 

'As  there  is  no  firme  reafon  to  be  rendred. 

Why  he  cannot  abide  a gaping  pig  ? 

Why  he  a harmleffe  neceflary  cat  ? 

Why  he  a woollen  bagpipe  ; but  of  force 
Mufl:  yeeld  to  fuch  ineuitable  fhame, 

As  to  offend,  himfelfe  being  offended  : 

So  can  I giue  no  reafon,  nor  I will  not. 

More  then  a lodged  hate,  and  a certaine  loathing 
I beare  Anthomo^  that  I follow  thus 
A loflng  fute  againfl  him  ; are  you  anfwered  ? 

' Bajf,  This  is  no  anfwer,  thou  vnfeeling  man. 

To  excufe  the  currant  of  thy  cruelty. 

Shy.  I am  not  bound  to  pleafe  thee  with  my  anfwere. 

Bajf.  Do  all  men  kill  the  things  they  do  not  loue  ? 

Shy.  Hates  any  man  the  thing  he  would  not  kill  ? 

BaJf,  Euery  offence  is  not  a hate  at  firfl. 

m 

Shy,  What  wouldfl  thou  haue  a ferpent  fling  thee  twice? 
Ant,  I pray  you  thinke  you  qaeflion  with  the  lew^ 

You  may  as  well  go  (land  vpon  the  beach. 

And  bid  the  maine  flood  bate  his  vfuall  height. 

You  may  as  well  vfe  queflion  with  the  wolfe, 

Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  bleake  ||  for  the  lambe  ; 

You  may  as  well  forbid  the  mountaine  of  pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  and  to  make  no  noife 
When  they  are  fretten  with  the  gulls  of  heauen  i 
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You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  moft  hard, 

As  feeke  to  foften  that,  then  which  what’s  harder ; 

His  leivijh  heart  ? therefore  I do  befeech  you 
Make  ho  moe  offers,  vfe  no  farther  meanes. 

But  with  all  briefe  and  plaine  conueniency 
Let  me  haue  iudgement,  and  the  lew  his  will. 

Bajf.  For  thy  three  thoufand  ducats  here  is  fixe. 
lew.  If  euery  ducat  in  fix  thoufand  ducats 
Were  in  fixe  parts,  and  euery  part  a ducat, 

I would  not  draw  them,  I would  haue  my  bond. 

Du.  How  fhalt  thou  hope  for  mercy,  rendring  none  ? 
lew.  What  iudgment  fliall  I dread,  doing  no  wrong 
You  haue  among  you  many  a purchaft  flaue. 

Which  like  your  affes,  and  your  dogs  and  mules. 

You  vfe  in  abiecl  and  in  flauifh  parts, 

Becaufe  5^ou  bought  them,  fhall  I fay  to  you. 

Let  them  be  free,  marry  them  to  your  heires  ? 

Why  fweat  they  vnder  burthens,  let  their  beds 
Be  made  as  foft  as  yours,  and  let  their  pallats 
Be  feafon’d  with  fuch  viands  ; you  will  anfwer^ 

The  flaues  are  ours,  fo  do  I anfwer  you; 

The  pound  of  flcfh  which  I demand  of  him, 

Is  deerely  bought,  tis  f]  mine  and  I will  haue  it : 

If  you  deny  me,  fie  vpon  3^our  law, 

There  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Venice  : 

I Band  for  iudgment,  anfwer,  fhall  I haue  it  ? 

Duke.  Vpon  my  power  I may  difmilTe  this  court, 
Vnleffe  Bellario  a learned  doflor. 

Whom  I haue  fent  for  to  determine  this. 

Come  heere  to  day. 

Baler.  My  lord,  heere  flayes  without, 

A meffenger  with  letters  from  the  dodlor. 

New  come  from  Padua. 
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Duke.  -Bring  vs  the  letters,  call  the  meflenger/ 

Bajf.  Good  cheere  Anthonio,  what  man,  courage  yet: 
The  Iciv  /hall  haue  my  fle/h,  blood,  bones  and  all, 

Ere  thou  flialt  lofe  for  me  one  drop  of  blood. 

Antho.  I am  a tainted  weather  of  the  flocke, 

Meete/l  for  death,  fhe  weakeft  kinde  of  fruitc 
Drops  earlie/l  to  the  ground,  and  fo  let  me  ; 

You  cannot  better  be  imployd  Bajfanio, 

Then  to  line  /liil  and  write  mine  epitaph. 

Enter  Nerri/Ta. 

Duke.  Came  you  from  Padua  from  Bellario  ? 

Ner,  From  both,  my  L.  Bellario  greetes  your  grace. 

Baff.  Why  doft  thou  whet  thy  knife  fo  carne/lly  ? 
leije.  To  cut  the  forfeiture  from  that  bankrout  there. 

Gra.  Not  on  thy  foule  : but  on  thy  foule  harlh  le'iu 
Thou  mak’fl:  thy  knife  keene  ; but  no  mettali  can. 

No,'  not  the  hangmans  axe  beare  halfe  the  keenene/Te 
Of  thy  /harpe  enuy  : can  no  prayers  pierce  thee  ? 
le^dj.  No, 'none  that  thou  hafl  wit  enough  to  make, 

Gra.  O be  thou  damn’d,  inexecrable  dog,  ^ 

And  for  thy  life  let  iuAice  be  accufJe  ; 

Thou  almoft  mak’/l  me  wauer  in  my  faith. 

To  hold  opinion  with  Pythagoras,  '■  ’ 

That  foules  of  animals  infufe  themfelues 
Into  the  trunks  of  men:  thy  curri/h  fpirit 
Gouern’d  a wolfe,  who  hang’d  for  humane  /laughter, 

Euen  from  the  galiowes  did  his  fell  foule  /ieete, 

And  whil/1:  thou  layeft  in  thy  vnhallowcd  dam, 

Infufde  it  felfe  in  thee  : for  thy  defires 
Are  wolui/h,  bloody,  /laru’d  and  rauenous.  ' 

lew.  Till  thou  can/l  raile  the  feale  from  ofF  my  bond. 
Thou  but  offefld/l  thy  lungs  to  fpeake  fo  loud  : 

Repalrc 
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Repalre  thy  wit,  good  youth,  or  it  will  fall 
To  curelefTe  mine.  I ftand  heere  for  law. 

Duke.  This  letter  from  Bellario  doth  commend 
A young  and  learned  doflor  to  our  court ; 

Where  is  lae  ? 

Ner.  He  attendeth  heere  hard  by. 

To  know  your  anfvvere,  whether  you’l  admit  him.” 

Duke,  With  all  my  heart ; fome  three  or  foure  of  you 
Goe  giue  him  courteous  condu£l  to  this  place. 

Meane  time  the  court  lliall  heare  Bellarios  letter. 

Tour  grace  Jhall  vnderjlandj  that  at  the  receite  of  your  letter 
I am  very  ficke  ; but  in  the  infant  that  your  mejfenger  came, 
in  louing  vifitation  was  with  me  a young  doUor  ^Rome,  his 
name  is  Balthazer : / acquainted  him  with  the  caufe  in  contro- 
uerfie  hetweene  the  lew  and  Anthonio  the  merchant ; we  turned 
ore  many  bookes  together,  hee  is furnifoed  with  my  opinion,  which 
bett red  with  his  owne  learning,  the  greatnejfe  whereof  I cannot 
enough  commend,  comes  with  him  at  my  importunity,  tofll  vp 
your  graces  requefi  in  7ny  flead.  I befeech  you,  let  his  lacke  of 
years  be  no  impediment  to  let  him  lacke  a reuerend  efimatioii 
for  Ineuer  knew fo  young  a body  with  fo  olde  a head : I Icatie  him 
to  your  gracious  acceptance,  whofe  triall  fiall  better  publijh  his 
commendation. 

Enter  Portia  for  Balthazer. 

Duke.  You  heare  the  learn’d  Bellario  what  he  writes. 

And  heere  I take  it  is  the  doflor  come. 

Giue  me  your  hand,  come  you  from  old  Bellario  ? 

For.  I did  my  lord. 

Duke.  You  are  welcome,  take  your  place  : 

Are  you  acquainted  with  the  difference 
That  holds  this  prefent  queftion  in  the  court, 

Pori 
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Por.  I am  enformed  throughly  of  the  caufe : 

Which  is  the  merchant  heere  ? and  which  the  lew  P 
Duke,  Anthonio  and  olde  Shylocke^  both  ftand  foorth. 
Por.  Is  your  name  Shylocke  ? 
lew.  Shylocke  is  my  name. 

Por.  Of  a firange  nature  is  the  fute  you  follow. 

Yet  in  fuch  rule,  that  the  Venetian  law 
Cannot  impunge  * you  as  you  do  proceed. 

You  Hand  within  his  danger,  doe  ye  not  ? 

Ant.  I,  fo  he  fayes. 

Por.  Do  you  confefle  the  bond  ^ 

Ant.  I do. 

Por.  Then  muff  the  lew  be  mercifull. 

Shy.  On  what  compulfion  muff  I,  tell  me  that, 

Por.  The  quality  of  mercy  Is  not  drain’d, 

It  droppeth  as  the  gentle  raine  from  heauen 
' Vpon  the  place  beneath  : it  is  twice  bleft. 

It  blefleth  him  that  giues,  and  him  that  takes, 

Tis  mightief:  in  the  mightielf,  it  becomes 
The  throned  monarch  better  then  his  crowne. 

His  feepter  ihcwes  the  force  of  temporall  power, 

The  attribute  to  awe  and  maiefty, 

Wherein  doth  fit  the  dread  and  feare  of  kings : 

But  mercy  is  aboue  this  feeptred  fway. 

It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  kings, 

It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himfelfe  ; 

And  earthly  power  doth  then  fhew  likeft  Gods, 

When  mercy  feafons  iuftice  : therefore  lew^ 

'though  iuftice  be  thy  plea,  conhder  this. 

That  in  the  courfe  of  iuflice,  none  of  vs 
Should  fee  faluation  : we  do  pray  for  mercy, 

And  that  fame  prayer,  doth  teach  vs  all  to  render 
The  deeds  of  mercy.  I haue  fpoke  thus  much 

impugn, 
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To  mitigate  the  iuftice  of  thy  plea, 

Which  if  thou  follow,  this  ilriff  court  of  Venice 
Mufl  needs  giue  fentence  gainft  the  merchant  there. 

Shy.  My  deeds  vpon  my  head,  I craue  the  law, 
The  penalty  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 

For.  Is  he  not  able  to  difcharge  the  money  ? 

Bajf.  Yes,  heere  I tender  it  for  him  in  the  court, 
Yea  twice  the  fumme,  if  that  will  not  fuffice, 

I will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  ore, 

On  forfeit  of  my  hands,  my  head,  my  heart  : 

If  this  will  not  fuffize,  it  muH  appeare 

That  malice  beares  downe  truth.  And  I befeech  you 

Wrefl  once  the  law  to  your  authority. 

To  do  a great  right,  do  a little  wrong, 

And  curbe  this  cruell  diuell  of  his  will. 

For.  It  muff  not  be,  there  is  no  power  in  Venice 
Can  alter  a decree  efiablifhed  : 

Twill  be  recorded  for  a precedent, 

And  many  an  errour  by  the  fame  example. 

Will  rulh  into  the  flate,  it  cannot  be. 

Shy.  A Daniel  come  to  iudgement : yea  a Daniel, 
O w'/e  young  iudge,  how  I do  honour  thee. 

For.  I pray  you  let  me  looke  vpon  the  bond. 

Shy,  Heere  tis  moft  reuerend  do6for,  here  it  Is. 
For.  Shylocke^  ther’s  thrice  thy  money  ofFred  thee. 
Shy.  An  oath,  an  oath,  I haue  an  oath  in  heauen, 
Shall  I lay  perlury  vpon  my  foule  ? 

No,  not  for  Venice. 

For.  Why  this  bond  is  forfeit, 

And  lawfully  by  this  the  leiu  may  claime 
A pound  of  flefh,  to  be  by  him  cut  off 
Neereft  the  merchants  heart ; be  mercifull. 

Take  thrice  thy  money,  bid  me  teare  the  bond. 
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Shy,  When  it  is  paid,  according  to  the  tenour,  * 

It  doth  appeare  you  are  a worthy  iudge, 

You  know  the  law,  yonr  expofitlon 

Hath  bene  moll:  found  : I charge  you  by  the  law, 

Whereof  you  are  a well  deferuing  pillar,  * 

Proceed  to  iudgement  : by  my  foule  I fwearc. 

There  is  no  power  in  the  tongue  of  man 
To  alter  me,  I flay  heere  on  my  bond. 

j^nt.  Mofl  heartily  I do  befeech  the  court 
To  giue  the  iudgement. 

Por,  Why  then  thus  it  is. 

You  mufl  prepare  your  bofome  for  his  knife. 

Shy,  O noble  iudge,  O excellent  young  man. 

Por,  For  the  intent  and  pnrpofe  of  the  law. 

Hath  full  relation  to  the  penalty. 

Which  heere  appeareth  due  vpon  the  bond. 

Shy,  Tis  very  true  : O wife  and  vpright  iudge,  ^ 

How  much  more  elder  art  thou  then  thy  lookes. 

Por,  Therefore  lay  bare  your  bofome. 

Shy.  I,  his  breafl. 

So  fayes  the  bond,  doth  it  not  noble  iudge  ? 

Neereft  his  heart,  thofe  are  the  very  words. 

Por.  It  is  fo,  are  there  ballance  here  to  weigh  the  liefh  ? 
Shy.  I haue  them  ready. 

Por.  Haue  by  fome  furgeon  Shylockc  on  your  charge. 

To  flop  his  wounds,  leaf!:  he  do  bleed  to  death. 

Shy.  Is  it  fo  nominated  in  the  bond  ? 

Por.  It  is  not  fo  exprefl,  but  what  of  that  ? 

Twere  good  you  do  fo  much  for  charity. 

Shy.  I cannot  finde  it,  lis  not  in  the  bond. 

Por.  You  merchant,  haue  you  any  thing  to  fay  ? 

Jnt.  But  little  ; I am  arm'd  and  well  prepar’d, 

Giue  me  your  hand  Tar.  you  well, 

Creeue  not  that  I am  falne  to_this  foi  y'ou  : 

* ttnure. 
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For  heeroin  fortune  fhewes  her  felfe  more  kinde 
Then  is  her  cuftome  : it  is  flill  her  vfe 
To  let  the  wretched  man  out-liue  his  wealth, 

To  view  with  hollow  eye  and  wrinckled  brow, 

An  age  of  pouerty  : from  which  lingring  pennance 
Of  fuch  mifery  doth  fhe  cut  me  off. 

Commend  me  to  your  honourable  wife. 

Tell  her  the  procefle  of  Anthonios  ende. 

Say  how  I lou’d  you,  fpeake  me  faire  in  death  : 

And  when  the  tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  iudge, 

Whether  Bajfanio  had  not  once  a loue ; 

Repent  but  you  that  you  fhall  lofe  your  friend, 

, And  he  repents  not  that  he  payes  your  debt. 

For  if  the  lew  do  cut  but  deepe  enough. 

He  pay  it  prefently  with  all  my  heart. 

Bajf.  Anthoniot  I am  married  to  a wife. 

Which  is  as  deare  to  me  as  life  it  felfe, 

But  life  it  felfe,,  my  wife,  and  all  the  world. 

Are  not  with  me  efteem’d  aboue  thy  life. 

I would  lofe  all,  I facrifize  them  all 
Heere  to  this  diuell,  to  deliuer  you. 

Per.  Your  wife  would  giue  you  little  thanks  for  that 
If  fhe  were  by  to  heare  you  make  the  offer. 

Gra.  I haue  a wife,  who  I protefl  I loue, 

I would  file  were  in  heauen,  fo  fhe  could 
Entreate  fome  power  to  change  this  currifh  lew. 

Ner.  Tis  well  you  offer  it  behinde  her  backe. 

The  wifh  would  make  elfe  an  vnquict  houfe. 

lew.  Thefe  be  the  Chriflian  hiifbands,  I haue  adaughter,. 
Would  any  of  theffocke  of  Barrabas 
Had  bene  her  hufband,  rather  then  a Chriflian. 

We  trifle  time,  I pray  thee  purfue  fentence. 

For.  A pound  of  that  fame  merchants  flefh  is  thine, 

The  court  awards  it,  and  the  law  doth  giue  it. 

lew,. 
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lew.  Mofl  rjghtfull  judge. 

Par.  And  you  mufl  cut  this  flefh  from  off  his  breaft. 
The  law  allowes  it,  and  the  court  awards  it. 

lew.  Moft  learned  iudge,  a fentence,  come  prepare. 
Por.  Tarry  a little,  there  is  fomething  elfe. 

This  bond  doth  giue  thee  here  no  iote  of  blood, 

The  words  expreily  are  a pound  of  flelh : 

But  in  the  cutting  it,  if  thou  doll  died 
One  drop  of  Chriftian  blood,  thy  lands  and  goods 
Are  by  the  lawes  of  Venice,  confifcate 
Vnto  the  flare  of  Venice. 

Gra.  O vpright  iudge, 

Marke  lew,  O learned  iudge. 

S/^y.  Is  that  the  law  ? 

Por.  Thy  felfe  fhalt  fee  the  : 

For  as  thou  vrgefl  iuflice,  be  afTur’d 

Thou  fhalt  haue  iuflice,  more  then  thou  defirefl. 

Gra.  O learned  iudge,  marke  /ew,  a learned  iudge, 
lew.  I take  this  offer  then,  pay  the  bond  thrice. 

And  let  the  Chriflian  go. 

Bajf.  Heere  is  the  money. 

Por.  Soft,  the  lew  fhall  haue  all  iuflice,  foft  no  haft 
He  fhall  haue  nothing  but  the  penalty. 

Gra.  O lew,  an  vpright  iudge,  a learned  iudge. 

Por. . Therefore  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  theflefli. 

Shed  thou  no  blood,  nor  cut  thou  lefle  nor  more. 

But  iuft  a pound  of  flefli  : if  thou  cutji  * more 
Or  leffe  then  a iuft  pound,  be  it  but  fo  much 
As  makes  it  light  or  heauy  in  the  fubftance. 

Or  the  diuifion  of  the  twentith  part 

Of  one  poore  fcruple  ; nay,  if  the  fcale  do  turne 

Butin  the  eftimationof  a haire, 

Thou  dyeft,  and  all  thy  goods  are  confifcate. 
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Gra.  A fecond  Daniel^  a Daniel 
Now  infidell  I haue  you  on  the  hip. 

Por.  Why  doth  the  lew  paufe,/  take  thy  forfeyturc. 
Shy.  Giue  me  my  prindpall,  and  let  me  go. 

Bajf.  I haue  it  ready  for  thee,  heere  it  is. 

Por,  He  hath  refufd  it  in  the  open  court, 
j^nd  * fnall  haue  meerely  iuftice  and  his  bond. 

Gra.  A Daniel  ftill  fay  I,  a fecond  Daniel, 

I thanke  thee  lew  for  teaching  me  that  word. 

Shy.  Shall  I not  haue  barely  my  principall  ? 

Por.  Thou  fhalt  haue  nothing  but  the  forfeyture. 
To  be  fo  taken  at  thy  perill  Jew. 

Shy.  Why  then  the  deuill  giue  him  good  of  it : 
lie  flay  no  longer  heere  in-\  queflion. 

Por.  Tarry  lew, 

The  law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you. 

It  is  enadled  in  the  lawes  of  Venice, . 

If  it  be  proued  againft  any  f alien, 

.That  by  dired,  or  indirect  attempts. 

He  feeke  the  life  of  any  citizen, 

The  party  gainfl  the  which  he  doth  contriue. 

Shall  feize  on  halfe  his  goods ; the  other  halfe 
Comes  to  the  priuy  cojter  § of  the  flate, 

And  the  offenders  life  lies  in  the  mercy 
Of  the  duke  onely,  gainfl  all  other  voyce. 

In  which  predicament  I fay,  thou  ffandff  : 

For  it  appeares  by  manifefl:  proceeding, 
That'indireflly,  and  diredly  to 
Thou  haff  contriued  gainft  the  very  life 
Of  the  defendant  : and  thou  ha/f  incurd 
The  danger  formerly  by  me  rehearff. 

Downe  therefore,  and  beg  mercy  of  the  duke. 

* He,  "f  bare  in  omitted.  J an.  § ce^er* 
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Gra.  Beg  that  thou  maifi:  haue  leaue  to  hang  thy  felf, 
And  yet  thy  wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  date, 

Thou  haft  not  left  the  value  of  a cord, 

Therefore  thou  muft  be  hangd  at  the  Bates  charge. 

Duke.  That  thou  (halt  fee  the  diffrence  of  our  fpirits, 
I pardon  thee  thy  life  before  thou  afkc  it  : 

For  halfe  thy  wealth,  it  is  Anthomos, 

The  other  halfe  comes  to  the  generall  Bate, 

Which  humblenefTe  may  driue  vnto  a fine. 

Por.  I for  the  Bate,  not  for  Anthonio. 

Shy.  Nay,  take  my  life  and  all,  pardon  not  that, 

You  take  my  houfe,  when  you  do  take  the  prop 
That  doth  fuBaine  my  houfe  : you  take  my  life 
When  you  do  take  the  meanes  wherby  I liue. 

Por.  What  mercy  can  you  render  him,  Anthonio  ? 

Cra.  A halter  gratis,  nothing  elfe  for  Gods  fake. 

An.  So  pleafe  my  lord  the  duke,  and  all  the  court, 
To  quit  the  fine  for  one  halfe  of  his  goods, 

I am  content ; fo  he  will  let  me  haue 
The  other  halfe  in  vfe,  to  render  it 
Vpon  his  death  vnto  the  gentleman 
That  lately  Bole  his  daughter. 

Two  things  prouided  more,  that  for  this  fauour 
'-He  prefently  become  a ChriBian  : 

The  other,  that  he  do  record  a gift 
Heere  in  the  court,  of  all  he  dies  poBeB 
Vnto  his  fonne  Lorenzo  and  his  daughter, 

Duke.  He  fhall  do  this,  or  elfe  I do  recant 
The  pardon  that  I late  pronounced  heere. 

Por.  'Art  thou  contented  lew  ? \vhat  doB  thou  fay  ? 

Shy.  I am  content. 

Por.  Clearke,  draw  a deed  of  gift. 

Shy.  I pray  you  giue  me  leaue  to  go  from  hence, 

Z4 
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I am  not  well,  fend  the  deed  after  me. 

And  I will  figne  it. 

Duke,  Get  thee  gone,  but  do  it. 

Gra.  * In  chriflning  (halt  thou  haue  two  godfathers. 

Had  I bene  iudge,  thou  fhouldfl  haue  had  ten  more. 

To  bring  thee  to  the  gallowes,  not  the  font.  Exit, 

Duke,  Sir,  I intreate  you  home  with  me  to  dinner, 

Por»  I humbly  defire  f your  grace  of  if  pardon, 

I mufl  away  this  night  toward  Padua, 

And  it  is  meete  I prefen tly  fent  forth. 

Duke.  I am  forry  that  your  leyfure  ferues  you  not, 

Anthonio,  gratifie  this  gentleman. 

For  in  my  minde  you  are  much  bound  to  him. 

Exit  Duke  and  his  traine, 

Baff.  Moll  worthy  gentleman,  I and  my  friend 
Haue  by  your  wifedome  bene  this  day  acquired 
Of  greeuous  penalties,  in  lew  whereof. 

Three  thoufand  ducats  due  vnto  the  lew. 

We  freely  cope  your  courteous  paines  withall. 

Ant,  And  Hand  indebted  ouer  and  aboue 
In  loue  and  feruice  to  you  euermore. 

Por,  He  is  well  paid,  that  is 'well  fatisfied. 

And  I deliuering  you,  am  fatisfied, 

And  therein  do  account  my  felfe  well  paid. 

My  miride  was  neuer  yet  more  mercinary. 

I pray  you  know  me  when  we  meete  againe, 

I wifh  you  well,  and  fo  I take  my  leaue. 

Bajf.  Deere  fir,  of  force  I muft  attempt  you  further. 

Take  fome  remembrance  of  vs  as  a tribute. 

Not  as  ^2  § fee  : grant  me  two  things  I pray  you. 

Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 

Shy.  do  dtjire.  X graces,  § <2  omitted. 

Per, 
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Por.  You  prefTe  me  farre,  and  therefore  I will  yeeld, 

Giue  me  your  gloues.  He  weare  them  for  your  fake, 

And  for  your  loue,  He  take  this  ring  from  you. 

Do  not  draw  backe  your  hand,  He  take  no  more. 

And  you  in  loue  fliall  not  deny  me  this. 

Bajf.  This  ring  good  fir,  alas  it  is  a trifle, 

I will  not  fhame  my  felfe  to  giue  you  this. 

Por.  I will  haue  nothing  elfe  but  onely  this. 

And  now  methinkes  I haue  a minde  to  it. 

BaJ[.  There’s  more  then  this  defxends  vpon  the  valeuj  : * 

The  dearefl  ring  in  Venice  I 'will  f giue  you. 

And  finde  it  out  by  proclamation, 

Onely  for  this  I pray  you  pardon  mee  ? 

Por.  I fee  fir  you  are  liberall  in  offers. 

You  taught  me  firft  to  begge,  and  now  me  thinkes 
You  teach  me  how  a begger  fhould  be  anfwer’d. 

Bajf.  Good  fir,  this  ring  was  giuen  me  by  my  wife. 

And  when  fhe  put  it  on,  flie  made  me  vow. 

That  I fhould  neither  fell,  nor  giue,  nor  loofe  it. 

Por.  That  fcufe  ferues  many  men  to  faue  their  giftes. 

And  if  your  wife  be  not  a mad  woman. 

And  know  how  well  I haue  defcru’d  the  ± ring 
She  would  not  hold  out  enemy  for  euer, 

'For  giuing  it  to  me  : well,  peace  bee  with  you.  Exeunt, 

An.  My  lord  BaJfaniOj  let  him  haue  the  ring, 

Let  his  deferuings  and  my  loue  withall. 

Be  valew’d  gainfl  your  wiues  commandemcnt. 

BaJf.  Go  GratianOy  runne  and  ouertake  him, 

Giue  him  the  ring,  and  bring  him  if  thou  canfl 
Vnto  Anthonios  houfe,  away,  make  hall. 

Exeu?it*  Cratiand, 

Come  you  and  I will  thither  prefently, 

* depends  on  thli  than  on  the  •vale^f}.  •will  /.  J thU,  § Exit. 

And 
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And  in  the  morning  early  will  vve  both 

Fly  toward  Belmont^  come  AnthoniQ.  Exeunt, 

Enter  NerrifTa. 

Por,  Enquire  the  Jewes  houfe  out,  glue  him  this  deede. 
And  let  him  figne  it,  wee’l  away  to  night. 

And  be  a day  before  our  hufbands  home  : 

This  deede  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenzo, 

Enter  Gratiano. 

Cra,  Faire  fir,  you  are  well  ore-tane, 

My  lord  Bajfanio  vpon  more  aduice. 

Hath  fent  you  heere  this  ring,  and  doth  intreate 
Your  company  at  dinner. 

Por,  That  cannot  be, 

This  * ring  I do  accept  mofi:  thankefully, 

Andfo  I pray  you  tell  him.  Furthermore, 

I pray  you  fliew  my  youth  old  Shylockes  houfe. 

Cra.  That  will  I do. 

Ner.  Sir,  I would  fpeake  with  you. 
lie  fee  if  I can  get  my  hufband’s  ring. 

Which  I did  make  him  fweare  to  keepe  for  euer. 

Por,  Thou  maifl:  I warrant,  we  fliall  haue.old  fwearing 
That  they  did  giue  the  rings  away  to  men. 

But  weele  out-face  them,  and  out-fweare  them  too. 

Away,  make  hall,  thou  know ’ft  where  I will  tarry. 

Ner.  Come  good  fir,  will  you  (hew  me  to  this  houfe  ? 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  leftica*. 

Lor,  Tlie  moone  ftilnes  bright. 

In  fuch  a night  as  this. 


* Hif. 
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When  the  fweet  winde  did  gently  kifle  the  trees. 
And  they  did  make  no  noyfe,  in  fuch  a night, 
Troylus  me-thinks  mounted  the  Troyan  wals. 

And  figh’d  his  foule  toward  the  Grecian  tents 
Where  CreJJada  * lay  that  night. 

lefjica.  In  fuch  a night 
Did  Thisbie  fearefuliy  ore-trip  the  dew. 

And  faw  the  lyons  fhadow  ere  himfelf'e. 

And  ranne  difinayed  away. 

Loren.  In  luch  a night 
Stood  Dido  with  a willow  In  her  hand 
Vpon  the  wilde  fea  banks,  and  waft  her  loue 
To  come  againe  to  Carthage, 
lejfica.  In  fuch  a night, 

Medea  gathered  the  inchanted  hearbs 
That  did  renew  old  Efon. 

Loren,  In  fuch  a night 
Did  leJfica  Ileale  from  the  wealthy  lew, 

And  with  an  vnthrift  loue  did  runne  from  Venice, 
As  farre  as  Belmont, 
lejjlca.  In  fuch  a night 

Did  young  Lorenzo  fweare  he  loued  her  well. 
Stealing  her  foule  with  many  vowes  of  faith. 

And  nere  a true  one. 

Loren,  In  fuch  a night 
Did  pretty  lejjica  (like  a little  Ihrew) 

Slander  her  loue,  and  he  forgaue  it  her. 

lejfica.  I would  out -night  you  did  nobody  come 
But  hearke,  I heare  the  footing  of  a man. 

Enter  a mejfenger. 

Lor.  Who  comes  fo  fall  in  filence  of  the  night  ? 
Mejf.  A friend. 


• CreJTeid. 
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Loren.  A friend,  what  friend,  your  name  I pray  you  friend. 

Mejfen.  Stephano  is  my  name,  and  I bring  word 
My  miftris  will  before  the  breake  of  day 
Be  heere  at  Belmont,  (he  doth  ft  ray  about 
By  holy  croftes  where  (he  kneeles  and  prayes 
For  happy  luedlockes  * houres. 

Loren.  Who  comes  with  her  ? 

Mejfen.  None  but  a holy  hermit  and  her  maid  : 

I pray  you  is  my  mafter  yet  returned  ? 

Loren.  He  is  not,  nor  we  haue  not  heard  from  him. 

But  goe  we  in  I pray  thee  lejfica. 

And  ceremonioufty  let  vs  prepare 
Some  welcome  for  the  miftris  of  the  houfe. 

Enter  Clowne. 


Clowne.  Sola,  fola  : wo  ha,  ho  fola,  fola. 

Loren.  Who  calles  ? 

Clown.  Sola,  did  you  fee  M.  Lorenzo,  M.  Lorenzo,  fola,  fola. 

Loren.  Leaue  hollowing  man,  heere. 

Clown.  Sola,  where,  where  ? 

Loren.  Heere. 

Clown.  Tell  him  there’s  a poft  come  from  my  mafter,  with 
his  home  full  of  good  newes,  my  mafter  will  be  heere  ere 
morning,  fvveete  foule. 

Loren.  Let’s  in,  and  there  expert  their  comming. 

And  yet  no  matter  ; why  ftiould  we  go  in  ? 

My  friend  Stephano  f fignifie  I pray  you 
Within  the  houfe,  your  miftris  is  at  hand. 

And  bring  your  muficke  foorth  into  the  ayre. 

How  fvveete  the  moone-light  fleepes  vpon  this  banke, 

Heere  will  we  fit,  and  let  the  founds  of  muficke 
Creepe  in  our  eares  foft  ftilneffe,  and  the  night 


• ’tvedlock.  "f  Stephen, 
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Become  the  tutches  of  fweete  harmony  : 

Sit  lejfica,  looke  how  the  floore  of  heauen 
Is  thicke  inlayed  with  patients  * of  bright  gold, 

There’s  not  the  fmalleft  orbe  which  thou  beholdlf. 

But  in  his  motion  like  an  angell  fings, 

Still  quiring  to  the  young  eide  cherubins  ; 

Such  harmony  is  in  immortall  foules, 

But  whilft  this  muddy  vedureof  decay 
■fDoth  grolTely  clofe  in  it  f,  we  cannot  heare  it. 

Come  hoe,  and  wake  Diana  with  him  a hymne  J 
With  fweetefl  touches  pierce  your  miffris  eare. 

And  draw  her  home  with  muficke. 

Muftcke  plays  §. 

lef.  I am  neuer  merry,  when  I heare  fweete  mu/ick; 

Lor.  The  reafon  is,  your  fpirits  are  attentiue  : 

For,  do  but  note  a wilde  and  wanton  heard, 

Or  race  of  youthful!  and  vnhandled  colts, 

Fetching  mad  bounds,  bellowing  and  neighing  lowd. 

Which  is  the  hot  condition  of  their  blood, 

If  they  perchance  but  heare  ||  a trumpet  found, 

Or  any  aire  of  muficke  touch  their  eares. 

You  fhall  perceiue  them  make  a mutuall  ftand. 

Their  fauage  cies  turn’d  to  a modeA  gaze. 

By  the  fweete  power  of  muficke.  Therefore  the  poet 
Did  fain'e  that  Orpheus  drew  trees,  Aones,  and  floods. 

Since  nought  fo  Aockifli  hard  and  full  of  rage. 

But  muficke  for  the  time  doth  change  his  nature  : 

The  man  that  hath  no  muficke  in  himfelfe, 

Nor  is  not  moou’d  with  concord  of  fweete  founds. 

Is  fit  for  treafons,  Aratagems,  and  fpoyles, 

The  motions  of  his  fpirit  are  dull  as  night,. 

* fattens,  -j-  it  in.  | v^itb  a hjmne.  § play  mujicke.  j|  hut  hrare  perchance. 

And 
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And  his  afFe<5i:ions  darke  as  Terebus  * .* 

Let  no  fuch  man  be  trufted.  Marke  the  muficke. 

■ Enter  Nerri/Ia  and  Portia. 

Por.  That  light  we  fee  is  burning  in  my  hall  : 

How  farre  that  little  candle  throwes  his  beames, 

So  Ihines  a good  deede  in  a naughty  world. 

Ner,  When  the  moone  (hone  we  did  not  fee  the  candle.  " 
Por.  So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  thelelfe. 

A fubflitute  fhines  brightly  as  a king, 

Vntill  a king  be  by,  and  then  his  ftate 
Empties  it  felfe,  as  doth  an  in-land  brooke 
Into  the  maine  of  waters  ; muficke,  harke. 

Ner,  It  is  your  muficke  madam  of  the  houfe. 

Por.  Nothing  is  good  I fee  without  refpe^f, 

Methinkes  it  founds  much  fweeter  then  by  day. 

Ner.  Silence  beffowes  that  vertue  on  it  madam. 

Por.  The  crow  doth  fing  as  fweetly  as  the  iarke. 

When  neither  is  attended  : and  I thinke 
The  nightingale  if  fhe  fhould  ling  by  day  ' * 

When  euery  goofe  is  cackling,  would  be  thouglit 
No  better  a mufitian  then  the  vjreii  f . 

How  many  things  by  feafon,  feafon’d  are 
To  their  right  praife,  and  true  perfection. 

Peace,  how  the  moone  fleepes  with  Endimioiiy 
And  would  not  be  awak’d. 

hor.  That  is  the  voice,  • 

Or  I am  much  deceiu’d  of  Portia. 

Por.  He  knowcs  me  as  the  blinde  man  knowes 
The  cucko,  by  the  bad  voyce. 

Lor.  Deere  lady,  welcome  home. 

Por.  We  haue  bln  praying  for  our  hiijhand  health  t, 

* TetiehrU,  rer.ne,  + h'^Jhsitdi 

Wliich 
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Which  fpeed  we  hope  the  better  for  our  words. 

Are  they  return’d  ? 

Loren.  Madam,  they  are  not  yet : 

But  there  is  come  a mefTenger  before, 

To  fignifie  their  comming. 

Por.  Go  in  Nerriffa, 

Giue  order  to  my  feruants,  that  they  take 
No  note  at  all  of  our  being  abfent  hence. 

Nor  you  Lorenzo y lejp.ca  nor  you. 

Lor.  Your  hulband  is  at  hand,  I heare  his  trumpet, 

We  are  no  tell-tales  madame,  feare  you  not. 

Por.  This  night  me  thinkes  is  but  the  day  light  ficke, 
Itlookes  a little  paler,  tis  a day, 

Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  funne  is  hid. 

Enter  BalTanio,  Anthonio,  Gratiano,  and  their  folloivers. 

Bajf.  We  would  hold  day  with  the" Antipodes, 

If  you  would  walke  in  abfence  of  the  funne. 

Por.  Let  me  giue  light,  but  let  me  not  be  light, 

For  a light  wife  doth  make  a heauy  hufband. 

And  neuer  be  Bajjanio  fo  for  me, 

But  God  fort  all : y'are  * welcome  home  m^  lord. 

Bajf.  I thanke  you  madame,  glue  welcome  to  my  friend. 
This  is  the  man,  this  is  Atithonio, 

To  whom  I am  fo  infinitely  bound. 

Por.  You  fhould  in  all  fence  be  much  bound  to  him. 

For  as  I heare,  he  was  much  bound  for  you. 

Ant.  No  more  then  I am  well  acquitted  of. 

Por.  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  houfe. 

It  mud  appeare  in  other  wayes  then  words. 

Therefore  I fcant  this  breathing  curtefie.  , 

Cra.  By  yonder  moone  I fweare  you  do  me  wrong, 

^you  ars* 
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Infaith  I gaue  it  to  the  iudges  clarke, 

Would  he  were  gelt  that  had  it  for  my  part, 

Since  you  do  take  it  (loue)  fo  much  at  hart. 

Por.  A quarrell  hoe  already,  what’s  the  matter  r 
Gra,  About  a hoope  of  gold,  a paltry  ring 
That  {he  did  giue  me,  whofe  poefie  was 
For  all  the  world  like  cutlers  poetry 
Vpon  a knife,  Loue  vie^  and  leaue  me  not, 

Ner.  What  talke  you  of  the  poefie  or  the  value ; 

You  fwore  to  me  when  I did  giue  it  you. 

That  you  would  weare  it  till  your  houre  of  death. 

And  that  it  fliould  lye  with  you  in  your  graue, 

Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  vehement  oathes. 

You  fhould  haue  beene  refpeftiue,  and  haue  kept  it. 
Gaue  it  a iudges  clarke  ; no  God’s  my  judge, 

The  clarke  will  nere  weare  haire  on’^s  face  that  had  it. 

I 

Cra,  He  will,  and  if  he  liue  to  be  a man. 

Ner.  I,  if  a woman  liue  to  be  a man. 

Gra,  Now  by  this  hand  I gaue  it  to  a youth, 

A kinde  of  boy,  a little  ferubbed  boy. 

No  higher  then  thy  felfe,  the  iudges  clarke, 

A prating  boy  that  begd  it  as  a fee, 

I could  not  for  my  heart  deny  it  him. 

Por,  You  were  too  blame,  I mull:  be  plains  with  you 
To  part  fo  flightly  with  your  wiues  firid  gift, 

A thing  ftucke  on  with  oaths  vpon  your  finger. 

And  fo  riueted  with  faith  vnto  your  flefh. 

I gaue  my  loue  a ring,  and  made  him  fwearc 
Neuer  to  part  with  it,  and  heere  he  flands  ; 

I dare  be  fworne  for  him  he  would  not  leaue  it. 

Nor  plucke  it  from  his  finger,  for  the  wealth 
That  the  world  maflers.  Now  in  faith  Gratiano, 

You  giue  your  wife  too  vnkinde  a caufe  of  greefe, 

And  twere  to  me  I fhould  be  mad  at  it. 
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Baff.  Why  I were  bell:  to  cut  my  left  hand  o0'. 
And  fweare  I lofl:  the  ring  defending  it. 

Gra.  My  lord  Bajfanio  gaue  his  ring  away 
Vnto  the  iudge  that  begd  it,  and  indeed 
Deferu’d  it  to  : and  then  the  boy  his  clarke 
• - That  tookc  fome  paines  in  writing,  he  begd  mine, 
And  neither  man  nor  mafter  would  take  ought 
But  the  two  rings. 

Por.  What  ring  gaue  you  my  lord  ? 

Not  that  I hope  which  you  receiu’d  of  me. 

Bajf.  If  I could  adde  a lye  vnto  a fault, 

I would  deny  it : but  you  fee  my  finger 
Hath  not  the  ring  vpon  it,  it  is  gone. 

Par,  Euen  fo  void  is  your  falfe  heart  of  truth. 
By  heauen  I will  nere  come  in  your  bed, 

Vntill  I fee  the  ring. 

Ner.  Nor  I in  yours, 

Till  I againe  fee  mine. 

BaJf.  Sweet  Portia y 

If  you-  did  know  to  whome  I gaue  the  ring, 

If  you  did  know  for  whom  I gaue  the  ring. 

And  would  conceiue  for  what  I gaue  the  ring, 
And  how  vnwillingly  I left  the  ring. 

When  nought  would  be  accepted  but  the  ring. 
You  would  abate  the  firength  of  your  difpleafure.. 

Por.  If  you  had  knowne  the  vertue  of  the  ring 
Of  halfe  her  worthinefie  that  gaue  the  ring. 

Or  your  owne  honor  to  containe  the  ring. 

You  would  not  then  haue  parted  with  the  ring. 
What  man  is  there  fo  much  vnreafonable. 

If  you  had  pleafd  to  haue  defended  it 
With  any  termes  of  zeale,  wanted  the  modefiy 
To  vrge  the  thing  held  as  a ceremony  i 
Nerrijj'a  teaches  me  what  to  beleeuci> 
lie  die  for’t,  but  fame  woman  had  the  ring. 

VoL.  I.  A a 
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Ba[f,  No  by  my  honor  madam,  by  my  foule 
No  woman  had  it,  but  a ciuill  doftor. 

Which  did  refufe  three  thoufand  ducates  of  me. 

And  begd  the  ring,  the  which  I did  deny  him, 

And  fuffer’d  him  to  go  away  difpleafd*^ 

Euen  he  that  did  vpbold  f the  very  life 

Of  my  deere  friend.  What  fhould  I fay  fweet  lady  ? 

I was  enforc’d  to  fend  it  after  him: 

I was  befet  with  fliame  and  courtelie. 

My  honour  would  not  let  ingratitude 
So  much  befmeare  it.  Pardon  me  good  lady, 

For  by  thefe  bleffed  candles  of  the  night. 

Had  you  bene  there,  I thinke  you  would  haue  bsgd 
The  ring  of  me,  to  giue  the  worthy  dodlor. 

For,  Let  not  that  do^for  ere  come  neere  my  houfe. 

Since  he  hath  got  the  iewell  that  I loued. 

And  that  which  you  did  fweare  to  keepe  for  me, 

I will  become  as  liberall  as  you. 

He  not  deny  hinfi  any  thing  I haue. 

No,  not  my  bodie,  nor  my  hufbands  bed  : 

Know  him  I lhall,  I am  well  fure  of  it. 

Lye  not  a night  from  home  : watch  me  like  Jrgos  J, 

If  you  do  not,  if  I be  left  alone. 

Now  by  mi.ne  honor,  which  is  yet  mine  owne. 

He  haue  that  doiftor  for  my  § bed-fellow. 

Ner.  And  I his  clarke  : therefore  be  well  aduifd 
How  you  do  leaue  me  to  mine  owne  protecfion. 

Cra.  Well  do  you  fo : let  not  me  take  him  then. 

For  if  I do,  He  marre  the  yong  clarkes  pen. 

Jn,  I am  th’vnhappy  fubie6l  of  thefe  quarrels. 

For.  Sir,  greeue  not  you,  you  are  w^elcome  notwithfranding. 

Ba(f.  Fortia,  forgiue  me  this  enforced  wrong, 

* dijpkajd  away.  *1*  bad  held  u^.  t ^ mine. 

And 
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And  in  the  hearing  of  thefe  many  friends 
I fweare  to  thee,  euen  by  thine  owne  faire  eyes, 
Wherein  I fee  my  felfe, 

Por.  Marke  you  but  that. 

In  both  my  eyes  he  doubly  fees  himfelfe  : , 

In  each  eye  one,  fweare  by  your  double  felfe, 

And  there’s  an  oath  of  credite. 

Baf.  Nay,  but  heare  me, 

Pardon  this  fault,  and  by  my  foule  I fweare, 

I neuer  more  will  breake  an  oath  with  thee. 

An»  I once  did  lend  my  body  for  his  wealth. 

Which  but  for  him  that  had  your  husband  f ring, 

Had  quite  mifearried.  I dare  be  bound  againe. 

My  foule  vpon  the  forfet,  that  your  lord 
Will  neuer  more  breake  faith  aduifedly. 

Por,  Then  you  fliall  be  his  furety  ; giue  him  this. 
And  bid  him  keepe  it  better  then  the  other. 

An,  Heere  lord  Bajfanio,  fweare  to  keepe  this  ring. 

Baf^  By  heauen  it  is  the  fame  I gaue  the  doiflor. 

Por,  I had  it  of  him  ; pardon  me  Bajfanio, 

For  by  this  ring  the  dodtor  lay  with  me. 

Ner,  And  pardon  me  my  gentle  Gratiano, 

For  that  fame  ferubbed  boy  the  dodlors  clarke. 

In  lieu  of  this,  lafl:  night  did  lie  with  me. 

Cra.  Why  this  is  like  the  mending  of  high  wayes 
In  fummer,  where  the  wayes  are  faire  enough, 

What,  are  we  cuckolds  ere  we  haue  deferu’d  it  ? 

Por.  Speake  not  fo  groffely,  you  are  all  amaz’d  5 
Heere  is  a letter,  reade  it  at  your  leifure, 

It  comes  from  Padua  from  Beliarioy 
There  you  fhall  finde  that  Portia  was  the  doftor, 
Nerrijfa  there  her  clarke.  Lorenzo  heere 
Shall  witnefTe  I fet  foorth.as  foone  as  you, 

•f  bttjhar.ds, 
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And  euen  but  now  return’d ; I haue  not  yet 
Entred  my  houfe..  Anthonio,  you  are  welcome, 

And  I haue  better  newes  in  flore  for  you 
Then  you  expefl ; vnfeale  this  letter  foone, 

There  you  (hall  finde  three  of  your  argofies 
Are  richly  come  to  harbour  fodainly. 

You  fhall  not  know  by  what  flrange  accident 
I chanced  on  this  letter. 

Ant.  1 am  dumbe. 

Bajf.  Were  you  the  doftor,  and  I knew  you  not  ? 

Gra.  Were  you  the  clarke  that  is  to  make  me  cuckold  ? 

Ner.  I,  but  the  clarke  that  neuer  meanes  to  do  it, 

Vnlefle  he  hue  vntill  he  be  a man. 

(Sweete  doTor)  you  fhall  be  my  bed-fellovv’, 

When  I am  abfent,  then  lie  with  my  wife. 

An.  Svveet  lady,  you  haue  giuen  me  life  and  lining  ; 
For  heere  I reade  for  certaine,  that  my  (hips 
Are  fafely  come  to  rode. 

Por.  How  now  Lorenzo, 

My  clarke  hath  fome  good  comforts  too  for  you. 

Ner.  I,  and  lie  giue  them  him  without  a fee. 

There  do  I giue  to  you  and  lejfica 
From  the  rich_/<?ii;,  a fpeciall  deed  of  gift 
After  his  death,  of  all  he  dies  pOiTeO:  off 

Loren.  Faire  ladies,  you  drop  manna  in  the  way 
Of  flamed  people. 

Por.  It  is  almofl  morning, 

And  yet  Ime  J.fure  you  are  not  fatished 
Of  thefe  euents  at  full.  Lefs  § go  in. 

And  charge  vs  there  vpon  iiitergotories, 

And  we  will  anfwer  all  things  faithfuily. 

Gra.  Let  it  be  fo,  the  fiifl  intergotory 
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That  my  Ncrrijfa  fliall  be  fworne  on,  is. 

Whether  till  the  next  night  (he  had  rather  (lay, 

Or  go  to  bed  now,  being  two  houres  to  day : 

But  were  the  day  come,  I (hould  widi  it  darke, 
That  § I were  couching  with  the  ||  clarke. 

Well,  while  I Hue,  He  feare  no  other  thing 
So  fore,  as  keeping  fafe  Nerrijfas  ring. 

^ T!/,  Ij  the  doHon, 
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ACTUS  PRIMUS. 


Enter  Ferdinand  king  of  Nauarre,  Berowne,  Longauill,  and 

Du  mane. 

Ferdinand. 

ET  fame,  that  all  hunt  after  In  their  Hues, 

LIue  regiftred  vpon  our  brazen  tombes. 

And  then  grace  vs  in  the  difgrace  of  death  : 

^ When  fpight  of  cormorant  deuouring  time, 
Th’endeuorof  this  prefent  breath  may  buy  : 

That  honour  which  (hall  bate  his  fyihes  kecne  edge,  . 

And  make  vs  heyres  of  all  eternitie. 

Therefore  braue  conquerors,  for  fo  you  are. 

That  warre  againft  your  owne  affeffions. 

And  the  huge  armie  of  the  worlds  defires. 

Our  late  ediff  ftiall  ftrongly  ftand  in  force, 

Nauar  ftiall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world. 

Our  court  ftiall  be  a little  academe. 

Still  and  contemplatiue  in  lining  art. 

You  three,  Berowne,  Dumaine,  and  Longauill, 

Haue  fworne  for  three  yeeres  terme,  to  Hue  with  me  : 

My  fellow  fchollers,  and  to  keepe  thofe  ftatutes 
That  are  recorded  in  this  fcedule  heere. 


Your 
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Your  oathes  are  pafl,  and  now  fiibfcribe  your  names 
That  his  owne  hand  may  ftrike  his  honour  downe, 
That  violates  the  fmallefl:  branch  herein  : 

If  you  are  arm’d  to  doe,  as  fworne  to  doe, 

Subfcribe  to  your  deepe  oathes  and  keepe  it  to. 

LongauilL  I am  refolu’d,  ’tis  but  a three  yeeres  faft  : 
The  minde  fhall  banquet,  though  the  body  pine, 

Fat  paunches  haue  leane  pates  : and  daintie  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  banquerout  the  wits. 

Diimane.  My  louing  lord,  Diimane  is  mortified. 

The  grofTer  manner  of  thefe  worlds  delights, 

He  throwes  vpcn  the  groffe  worlds  bafer  flaues  : 

To  loue,  to  wealth,  to  pompe  I pine  and  die. 

With  all  theie  liuing  in  philofophie. 

Berowne.  I can  but  fay  their  proteflation  ouer, 

So  much,  deere  liege,  I haue  already  fworne, 

That  is,  to  liue  and  ftiidy  heere  three  yeeres. 

But  there  are  other  fl:ri61:  obferuances  : 

As  not  to  fee  a woman  in  that  terme. 

Which  I hope  well  is  not  enrolled  there. 

And  one  day  in  a weeke  to  touch  no  food  : 

And  but  one  meale  on  euery  day  befide  : 

The  which  I hope  is  not  enrolled  there. 

And  then  to  fleepe  but  three  houres  in  the  night, 

And  not  be  feene  to  winke  of  all  the  day. 

When  I was  wont  to  thinke  no  harme  all  night, 

And  make  a darke  night  too  of  halfe  the  day  : 

Which  I hope  well  is  not  enrolled  there. 

O,  thefe  are  barren  tafkes,  too  hard  to  keepe, 

Not  to  fee  ladyes,  fludy,  faft,  not  fleepe. 

Ferd,  Your  oath  is  pafl,  to  pafTe  away  from  thefe. 
Berow.  Let  me  fay  no  my  Hedge,  and  if  you  pleafe, 
I onely  fwore  to  fludy  with  your  grace, 

And  flay  heere  in  your  court  for  three  yeeres  fpace. 
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Longa,  You  fwore  to  Berowney  and  to  the  reft. 

Beroiv.  By  yea  and  nay  fir,  then  I fwore  in  left. 

What  is  the  end  of  ftudy,  let  me  know  ? 

Fer,  Why  that  to  know  which  elfe  we  ftiould  not  know. 
Ber.  Things  hid  and  bard  (you  meane)  fr-om  common  fenle. 
Ferd.  I,  that  is  ftudies  god-like  recompence. 

Bero.  Come  on  then,  I will  fweare  to  ftudy,  fo, 

To  know  the  thing  I am  forbid  to  know : 

As  thus,  to  ftudy  where  I well  may  dine, 

When  I too  faft  expreffely  am  forbid. 

Or  ftudy  where  to  meete  fome  miftrefte  fine, 

When  miftrefles  from  common  fenfe  are  hid. 

Or  hauing  fworne  too  hard  a keeping  oath, 

Studie  to  breake  it,  and  not  breake  my  troth. 

If  ftudies  gaine  be  thus,  and  this  be  foe, 

Studie  knowes  that  which  yet  it  doth  not  know, 

Sweare  me  to  this,  and  I will  nee’re  fay  no. 

Ferd.  Thefe  be  the  ftops  that  hinder  ftudie  quite,  ’ '• 
And  traine  our  intellecffs  to  vaine  delight. 

Ber.  Why?  all  delights  are  vaine,  and  that  moft  vaine 
Which  with  paine  purchas’d,  doth  inherit  paine. 

As  painefully  to  poare  vpon  a booke. 

To  feeke  the  light  of  truth,  while  truth  the  while 
Doth  falfely  blinde  the  eye-fight  of  his  looke : 

Light  feeking  light,  doth  light  of  light  beguile 
So  ere  you  finde  where  light  in  darkenefte  lies. 

Your  light  growes  darke  by  loohng  of  your  eyes. 

Studie  me  how  to  pleafe  the  eye  indeede, 

By  fixing  it  vpon  a fairer  eye. 

Who  dazling  lo,  that  eye  ihall  be  his  heed, 

And  giue  him  light  that  it  was  blinded  by, 

Studie  is  like  the  heauens  glorious  funne. 

That  will  not  be  deepe  fearch’d  with  fawcy  lookes  : 

Small  haue  continuall  plodders  cuer  wonne, 

Saue  bafe  authority  from  others  bookes. 
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Thefe  earthly  godfathers  of  heauens  lights, 

That  glue  a name  to  enery  fixed  flarre, 

Hane  no  more  profit  of  their  fliining  nights, 

Then  thofe  that  walke  and  wot  not  what  they  are, 

Too  much  to  know,  is  to  know  nought  but  fame  : 

And  euery  godfather  can  giue  a name. 

Fer.  How  well  hee’s  read,  to  reafon  again  ft  reading. 

D urn.  Proceeded  well,  to  flop  all  good  proceeding. 

Lon.  He  weedes  the  come,  and  flill  lets  grow  the  weeding. 
Ber.  The  fpring  is  neare  when  greene  geeffe  are  abreeding. 
Dum.  How  followes  that  ? 

Ber.  Fit  in  his  place  and  time. 

Dum.  In  reafon  nothing. 

Ber.  Something  then  in  rime. 

Ferd.  Berowne  is  like  an  enuious  fneaping  frolh, 

That  bites  the  firfl  borne  infants  of  the  fpring. 

Ber.  Well,  fay  I am,  why  fhould  proud  fummer  boait. 
Before  the  birds  haue  any  caufe  to  fing? 

Why  fhould  I ioy  in  any  abortiue  birth  ? 

At  Chriftmas  I no  more  defire  a rofe, 

Then  wifh  a fnow  in  Mayes  newfangled  fhowes  : 

But  like  of  each  thing  that  in  feafon  growes. 

So  you  to  fludie  now  it  is  too  late. 

That  w^ere  to  clymbe  ore  the  houfe  to  vnlocke  the  gate, 

Fer.  Well,  fit  you  out,  go  home  Berowne  : adue, 

Ber.  No  my  good  lord,  I haue  fworhe  to  flay  with  you  : 
And  though  I haue  for  barbarifme  fpoke  more, 

Then  for  that  angell  knowledge  you  can  fay. 

Yet  confident  lie  keepe  what  I haue  fwoine. 

And  bide  the  penance  of  each  three  yeares  daye. 

Giue  me  the  paper,  let  me  reade  the  fame. 

And  to  the  flri6lefl  decrees  He  write  my  name. 

Fer,  How  well  this  yeelding  refeues  thee  from  fhame. 
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Ber.  Item.  That  no  woman  fliall  come  withjn  a mile  of  my 
court. 

Hath  this  beene  proclaimed  ? 

Lo?i.  Foure  dayes  agoe. 

Ber.  Let’s  fee  the  penaltie, 

On  paine  of  loofing  her  tongue. 

Who  deuis’d  this  penaltie  ? ^ 

Lon.  Marry  that  did  I. 

• Ber.  Sw'eece  lord,  and  why  ? 

Lon.  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread  penaltie, 

A dangerous  law  againft  gentilitie. 

Itcniy  If  any  man  be  feene  to  talke  with  a woman  within  the 
tearmeof  three  yeeres,  he  (hall  endure  fuch  publike  fliame,  as 
the  reft  of  the  court  ftiall  pcftibly  deuife. 

Ber.  This  article  my  hedge  your  felfe  muft  breake, 

For  well  you  know  here  comes  in  embaftie 

The  French  king’s  daughter,  with  your  felfe  to  fpeake  : 

A maide  of  grace  and  compleate  maieftie. 

About  furrender  vp  of  Aquitaine  : 

To  her  decrepit,  ficke,  and  bed-rid  father, 

Therefore  this  article  is  made  in  vaine. 

Or  vainely  comes  th’admired  princefte  hither. 

Fer.  What  fay  you  lords  \ 

Why,  this  was  quite  forgot. 

Ber.  So  ftudie  euermore  is  ouerfhot. 

While  it  doth  ftudy  to  haue  what  it  would. 

It  doth  forget  to  doe  the  thing  it  ftibuld  : 

And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  moft, 

'Tis  won  as  townes  with  fire,  fo  won,  fo  loft. 

Fer.  Wee  muft  of  force  difpence  with  this  decree. 

She  muft  lye  here  on  meere  neceffitv. 

Ber.  Neceftity  will  make  vs  both  forfworne 
Three  thoufand  times  within  this  three  yeeres  fpace  : 

For  cuery  man  with  his  affedls  is  borne, 


Not 
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Not  by  might  maftred,  but  by  fpeciall  grace. 

If  I brcake  faith,  this  word  fhall  breake  for  me, 

I am  forfworne  on  mecre  neceffitie. 

So  to  the  lawes  at  large  I write  my  name. 

And  he  that  breakes  them  in  the  lead  degree. 

Stands  in  attainder  of  eternall  fhame. 

Suggeflions  are  to  others  as  to  mee  : 

But  I beieeue  although  I feeme  fo  loth, 

I am  the  lad:  that  will  laft  keepe  his  oth. 

But  is  there  no  quicke  recreation  granted  ? 

Fer.  1 that  there  is,  our  court  you  know  is  ban  ted 
With  a refined  trauailer  of  SpainCy 
A man  in  all  the  worlds  new  fadiion  planted, 

That  hath  a mint  of  phrafes  in  his  braine  : 

One,  who  the  muficke  of  his  owne  vaine  tongue. 

Doth  rauilli  like  inchanting  harmonic  : 

A man  of  complements  whom  right  and  wrong 
Haue  chofe  as  vmpire  of  their  mutinie. 

This  childe  of  fancie  that  Armado  bight. 

For  interim  to  our  ftudles  fhall  relate- 
In  high-borne  words  the  worth  of  many  a knight : 

From  tawny  Spaine  loft  in  the  worlds  debate. 

How  you  delight  my  lords  I know  not  I, 

But  I proteft  I loue  to  heare  him  lie, 

* And  I will  vfe  him  for  my  minftrelfie. 

Bero.  Armado  is  a rnoft  illuftrious  wight, 

A man  of  fire,  new  words,  fafhions  owne  knight. 

Lon.  Cqfiard  the  fwaine  and  he,  fhall  be  our  fport. 

And  fo  to  ftudle,  three  yeeres  is  but  fhort. 

Enter  a confiahh  with  Coftard  with  a letter* 

Conft.  Which  is  the  dukes  owne  perfon  ? 

Ber.  This  fellow,  what  would’ft  I 

Con.  I my  felfe  reprehend  his  owne  perfon,  for  I am  his  graces 

tharborough : 
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tharborough : but  I would  fee  his  owue  perfon  in  flefh  and 
blood.  , 

Ber.  This  is  he. 

Con,  Signeor  Anne^  Anne  commends  you  : 

There’s  villanie  abroad,  this  letter  will  tell  you  more. 

Clow.  Sir  the  contempts  thereof  are  as  touching  mee. 

Fer.  A letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 

Ber,  How  low  foeuer  the  matter,  I hope  in  God  for  high 
words. 

Lon.  A high  hope  for  a low  heauen,  God  grant  vs  patience.' 

Ber.  To  heare  or  forbeare  hearing. 

Lon  To  heare  meekely  fir,  and  to  laugh  moderately,  or  to 
forbeare  both. 

Ber.  Well  fir,  be  it  as  the  flile  fhall  giue  vs  caufe  to  clime 
in  the  merrinefle. 

Clow.  The  matter  is  to  me  fir,  as  concerning  laquenetta. 
The  manner  of  it  is,  I was  taken  witli  the  manner. 

Ber.  In  what  manner  ? 

Clow.  In  manner  and  forme  following  fir,  all  thofe  three.  I 
was  feene  with  her  in  the  mannor  houfe,  fitting  with  her  vpon 
the  forme,  and  taken  following  her  into  the  parke  : which  put 
together  is  in  manner  and  forme  following.  Now  fir  for  the 
manner ; it  is  the  manner  of  a man  to  fpeake  to  a woman,  for 
the  forme  in  forne  forme. 

Ber.  For  the  following  fir. 

Clow.  As  it  fliall  follow  in  my  correffion,  and  God  defend 
the  right.' 

Fer.  Will  you  heare  this  letter  with  attention  ? 

Ber.  As  wee  would  heare  an  Oracle. 

Clc.  SucJi  is  the  fimplicitie  of  man  to  harken  after  the 
fiefli. 

Ferdinand, 

Great  deputie,  the  Welkins  vicegerent^  and  foie  dominator  cf 
Nauar,  myjbules  earths  Gody  and  bodies  f oft  ring  patrons  : 

' Cod, 
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Cojl.  Not  a word  of  Cojlard  yet. 

Ferd.  So  it  is. 

§0 

CoJl.  It  may  be  fo  : but  if  he  fay  it  is  fo,  he  is  in  telling-true ; 
but  fo. 

Ferd.  Peace. 

Clow.  Be  to  me,  and  euery  man  that  dares  not  fight. 

Ferd.  No  words. 

Clow.  Of  other  mens  fecrets  I befeech  you. 

Ferd.  So  it  is  befieged  with  fable  coloured  melancholy y I did 
epmmend  the  blacke  opprejfmg  humour  to  the  mojl  wholefome  phy  • 
Jicke  of  thy  health -giumg  ay  re  : and  as  I am  a gentleman  y be- 
teoke  my  felfe  to  walke  : the  time  when  P about  the  Jixt  houre, 
when  beojis  mofl  grafey  birds  bejl  pecke,  and  men  fit  downe  to 
that  nourijhment  which  is  called  /upper  : fo  much  for  the  time 
when.  Now  for  the  ground  which  P %uhich  I meane  I walkt  vp^ 
oily  it  is  yclipedy  thy  parke.  Then  for  the  place  where  P where 
1 meane  1 did  encounter  that  obfeene  andmof  prepoferous  euent 
that  draweih  from  my  fnew-white  pen  the  ebon  coloured  inkcy 
which  heere  thou  viewefj  beholdef,  furueyefy  or  feefl.  But  to 
the  place  where  P It  fandeth  north  north-eaf  and  by  eafi  from 
the  wefl  corner  of  thy  curious  knotted  garden  ; there  did  1 fee 
that  low  fpirited  fwainey  that  bafe  minow  of  thy  myrthy 

Clow.  Mee  ? 

that  vnlettered fmall  knowing  foule, 

Clow.  Me  ? 
that  fhallow  vafj'all 

Clow.  Still  mee  ? 

which  as  I remember,  hight  Coflard, 

Clow.  O me. 

forted  and  conforted  contrary  to  thy  efablifhed  proclaimed  ediFt 
and  continent  cannon  ; which  with,  6 with,  but  with  this  1 
paffion  to  fay  wherewith  : 

Clo.  With  a wench. 

Fer.  fFith  a childe  of  our  grandmother  Eue,  a female ; or 

for 
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for  thy  more  fweete  vnderftanding  a woman  : him,  I (as  my 
euer  ejlcemed  duty  prickes  me  on ) haiic  fent  to  thee,  to  receiue 
the  meed  of  punijhment  by  thy  fweete  graces  officer  Anthony 
Dull,  a man  of  good  repute,  carriage,  bearing,  and  eftimation, 

Anth.  Me,  an’t  lhall  pleafe  you  ? I am  Anthony  Dull. 

Ferd.  For  laquenetta  {fo  is  the  weaker  veffel  called ) which 
I apprehended  zuith  the  aforefaid  fwaine,  I keepe  her  as  a veffell 
of  thy  lawes  fiirie^  and  Jhall  at  the  leaf  of  thy  fweet  notice, 
bring  her  to  triall.  Thine  in  all  complements  of  denoted  and 
heart ‘burning  heat  of  diitie. 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 

Ber.  This  is  not  fo  well  as  I looked  for,  but  the  bell  that 
euer  I heard. 

Fer.  I the  beft  for  the  worft.  But  firra,  what  fay  you  to 
this  ? 

Clow.  Sir  I confe/Te  the  wench. 

Fer.  Did  you  heare  the  proclamation  ? 

Clo.  I doe  confelTe  much  of  the  hearing  it,  but  little  of  the 
marking  of  it. 

Fer.  It  was  proclaimed  a yeeres  imprifonment  to  be  taken 
with  a wench. 

Clow.  I was  taken  with  none  fir,  I was  taken  with  a da- 
mofell. 

Fer.  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  damofell. 

Clow.  This  was  no-damofell  neyther  fir,  fae  was  a virgin. 

Fer,  It  is  fo  varied  too,  for  it  was  proclaimed  virgin. 

Clozo.  If  it  were,  I denic  her  virginity  ; I was  taken  with  a 
maide. 

Fer.  This  maid  fhall  not  ferue  your  turne  fir. 

Clow.  This  maide  will  ferue  my  turne  fir. 

Kin.  Sir  I will  pronounce  your  fentcnce  : you  fiiall  fafi  a 
weeke  with  branne  and  water. 

Clow.  I had  rather  pray  a moneth  with  mutton  and  por- 
ridge. 

VoL.  I.  B b Kku 
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Kin.  And  don  Armado  (liall  be  your  keeper. 

My  lord  Berowne^  fee  him  deliuer’d  ore. 

And  goe  we  lords  to  put  in  pradlice  that, 

.Which  each  to  other  hath  foflrongly  fworne. 

/ 

Eero.  He  lay  my  head  to  any  good  mans  hat, 

Thefe  oathes  and  lawes  will  proue  an  idle  fcorne. 

Sirra  come  on. 

Clo-w.  I fuffer  for  the  truth  fir  : for  true  it  is,  I was  taken 
with  laquenetta,  and  laquenetta  is  a true  girle,  and  therefore 
welcome  the  fowre  cup  of  profperitie,  afflidlion  may  one  day 
fmile  againe,  and  vntiil  then  fit  downe  forrow.  Exit. 

Enter  Armado  and  Moth  his  page. 

Arma.  Boy,  what  figne  is  it  when  a man  of  great  fpirit 
growes  melancholy  ? 

Boy.  A great  figne  fir,  that  he  will  looke  fad. 

Brag.  Why  ? fadneffe  is  one  and  the  felfe-fame  thing  deare 
impe. 

Boy.  No  no,  O Lord  fir  no. 

Brag.  How  canH:  thou  part  fadneffe  and  melancholy  my 
tender  iuuenall  ? 

Boy.  By  a familiar  demonflration  of  the  working,  my  tough 
figneur. 

Brag.  Why  tough  figneur  ? Why  tough  figneur  ? 

Boy.  Why  tender  iuuenall  ? Why  tender  iuuenall  ? 

Brag.  I fpoke  it  tender  iuuenall,  as  a congruent  apathaton, 
appertaining  to  thy  yong  daies,  which  we  may  nominate 
tender. 

Boy.  And  I tough  figneur,  as  an  appertinent  title  to  your 
olde  time,  which  we  may  name  tough. 

Brag.  Pretty  and  apt. 

Boy.  How  meane  you  fir,  I pretty,  and  my  faying  apt  ? or 
I apt,  and  my  faying  pretiie  ? 

Brag.  Thou  prettie  becaufe  little. 

Boy. 
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Boy. Little  pretty,  becaufe  little  : wherefore  apt? 

Bra^.  And  therefore,  becaufe  quicke. 

Boy.  Speake  you  this  in  my  prayfe  mafter  ? 

Brag.  In  thy.  condigne  praife. 

Boy.  I will  praife  an  eele  with  the  fame  praife. 

Brag.  What  ? that  an  eele  is  ingenuous. 

Boy.  That  an  eele  is  quicke. 

Brag.  I doe  fay  thou  art  quicke  in  anfwers.  Thou  heat’ll 
my  bloud. 

Boy.  I am  anfwer’d  fir. 

Brag.  I louc  not  to  be  croft. 

Boy.  He  fpeakes  the  meere  contrary,  erodes  loue  not  him. 

Br,  I haue  promis’d  to  ftudy  iij.  yeeres  with  the  duke. 

Boy.  You  may  doe  it  in  an  houre  fir. 

Brag.  Impodible. 

Boy.  How  many  is  one  thrice  tolde  ? 

Bra.  I am  ill  at  reckning,  it  fits  the  fpirit  of  a tapfter. 

Boy.  You  are  a gentleman  and  a gainefter  fir. 

Brag.  I confede  both,  they  are  both  the  varnifh  of  a com- 
pleat  man. 

Boy.  Then  I am  fare  you  know  how  much  the  grode  funa 
of  deuf-ace  amounts  to. 

Brag.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  then  two. 

Boy.  Which  the  bafe  vulgar  call  three. 

Br.  True. 

Boy.  Why  fir  is  this  fuch  a peece  of  ftudy  ? Now  beer’s 
three  ftudied,  ere  you’ll  thrice  wink,  and  how  eafie  it  is  to 
put  yeeres  to  the  word  three,  and  ftudy  three  yeeres  in  two 
words  the  dancing  horfe  will  tell  you. 

Brag.  A moft  fine  figure. 

Boy.  To  proue  you  a cypher. 

Brag.  I will  hereupon  confede  I am  in  loue  : and  as  it  is 
bafe  forafouldier  to  loue  ; fo  am  I in  loue  with  a bafe  wench. 
If  drawing  my  fword  againft  the  humour  of  affe(ftion,  would 
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deliuer  me  from  the  reprobate  thought  of  it,  I would  take  de- 
fire  prifoner,  and  ranfome  him  to  any  French  courtier  for  a new 
deuis’d  curtfie.  I thinke  fcorne  to  figh,  me  thinks  I fhould 
out-fweare  Cupid.  Comfort  mee  boy,  what  great  men  haue 
beene  in  loue  ? 

Boy.  Hercules  mailer. 

Brag.  Moll  fweet  Hercules  : more  authoritie  deere  boy, 
name  more  ; and  fweet  my  childe  let  them  be  men  of  good 
repute  and  carriage. 

Boy.  Sampfon  mailer  he  was  a man  of  good  carriage,  great 
carriage,  for  he  carried  the  towne- gates  on  his  backe  like  a por* 
per  : and  he  was  in  loue.  ^ 

Brag.  O well  knit  Sampfoity  flrong  ioynted  Sampfon  ; I doe 
excell  thee  in  mv  rapier,  as  much  as  thou  didlt  mce  in  carrying 
gates.  I am  in  loue  too.  Who  was  Sampfons  loue  my  dcarc 
Moth.  ' 

Boy.  A woman,  mailer. 

Brag.  Of  what  complexion  1 

Boy.  Of  all  the  foure,  or  the  three,  or  the  two,  or  one  of 
the  foure. 

Brag.  Tell  mee  precifely  of  what  complexion  I 

Boy  Of  the  fea-water  greene  fir. 

Brag.  Is  that  one  of  the  foure  complexions  ? 

Boy.  As  I haue  read  fir,  and  the  befl  of  them  too. 

Brag.  Greene  indeed  is  the  colour  of  louers : but  to  hau^e  a 
loue  of  that  colour,  me  thinkes  Sampfon  had  fmall  reafon  for  it. 
He  furely  affefled  her  for  her  wit. 

Boy.  It  was  fo  fir,  for  Ihe  had  a greene  wit. 

Brag.  Me  loue  is  mod  immaculate  white  and  red. 

Boy.  Molt  immaculate  thoughts  mailer,  are  malk’d  vnder 
fuch  colours. 

Brag.  Define,  define,  well  educated  infant. 

Boy.  My  fathers  witte,  and  my  mothers  tongue  afiid  mee.^ 

Brag. 
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Brag.  Sweet  Inuocation  of  a childe,  mofl:  pretty  and  pathe- 
tlcall. 

Boy.  If  (he  be  made  of  white  and  red, 

Her  faults  will  nere  be  knowne  : 

For  blufli-in  cheekes  by  faults  are  bred, 

And  feares  by  pale  white  fhowne  : 

Then  If  (he  feare,  or  be  to  blame, 

By  this  you  (hall  not  know, 

For  ftill  her  cheekes  polTelTe  the  fame, 

Which  natiue  (he  doth  owe  : 

A dangerous  rime  mailer  againll  the  reafon  of  white  and  red. 

Brag.  Is  there  not  a ballet  boy,  of  the  king  and  the  beggef-  ? 

Boy.  The  world  was  very  guilty  of  fuch  a ballet  feme  three 
ages  fince,  but  I thinke  now  ’tis  not  to  be  found  : or  it  it 
were,  it  would  neither  feme  for  the  writing,  nor  the  tune. 

Brag.  I will  haue  that  fubie(5l  newly  writ  ore,  that  I may 
example  my  digrelTion  by  fome  mighty  prefident.  Boy,  I doe 
loue  that  countrey  girle  that  I tooke  in  the  parke  with  the  ra- 
tionallhinde  Cojiard  ; (he  deferues  well. 

Boy.  To  be  whip’d  ; and  yet  a better  loue  then  my  mailer. 

Brag.  Sing  boy,  my  fpirit  growes  heauy  in  loue. 

Boy,  And  that’s  great  maruell,  louing  a light  wench. 

Brag.  I fay  fing. 

Boy,  Forbeare  till  this  company  be  pall. 

Enter  Clowne,  Conllable,  and  Wench. 

Conji.  Sir,  the  dukes  pleafure,  is  that  you  keepe  Cojiard 
fafe,  and  you  mull  let  him  take  no  delight,  nor  no  penance, 
but  hee  mull  fall  three  dayes  a weeke  : for  this  damfell,  I mull 
keepe  her  at  the  parke,  (he  is  alowd  for  the  day- woman.  Fare 
you  well.  Exit. 

Brag.  I doe  betray  my  felfe  with  blulhing  i maide. 

Maid.  Man. 
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Brag.  I will  vifit  thee  at  the  lodge. 

Maid.  That’s  hereby. 

Brag.  I know  where  it  is  fituate. 

Mai.  Lord  how  wife  you  are. 

Brag.  I will  tell  thee  wonders. 

l\^a.  With  what  face  ? 

Brag.  I loue  thee. 

Mai.  So  I heard  you  fay. 

Brag.  And  fo  farewell. 

Mai.  Faire  weather  after  you. 

Clo,  Come  laquenetta,  away.  Exeunt. 

Brag.  Villaine,  thou  fhalt  fafl:  for  thy  offences  ere  thou  be 
pardoned. 

Clo.  Well  fir,  I hope  when  I doe  it,  I fhall  doe  it  on  a full 
flomacke. 

Brag.  Thou  fhalt  be  heauily  punifhed. 

Clo,  I am  more  bound  to  you  then  your  fellowes,  for  they 
are  but  lightly  rewarded. 

Brag.  Take  away  this  villaine,  fhut  him  vp. 

Boy.  Come  you  tranfgrefling  flaue  away. 

Clow.  Let  me  not  be  pent  vp  fir,  I will  fafl  being  loofe. 

Boy,  No  fir,  that  were  fall:  and  loofe : thou  fhalt  to  prifon. 

Clow.  Well,  if  euer  I doe  fee  the  raerrie  dayes  of  defolation 
that  I haue  feene,  feme  fhall  fee. 

Boy.  What  fhall  fome  fee  ? 

Clow.  Nay  nothing,  mafter  Moth,  but  what  they  looke  vp- 
on.  It  is  for  prifoners  to  be  filent  in  their  words,  and  there- 
fore I will  fay  nothing  : I thanke  God,  I hane  as  little  patience 
as  another  man,  and  therefore  I can  be  quiet.  Exit, 

Brag.  1 doe  afFe(5l  the  very  ground  (which  is  bafe)  where 
lier  fhooe  (which  is  bafer)  guided  by  her  foote  (which  isbafeft) 
doth  tread.  . I fliall  be  forfworne  (which  is  a great  argument 
<>f  falfhood)  if  I loue.  And  how  can  that  be  true  loue,  which 
is  falfeiy  attempted  ? loue  is  a familiar,  loue  is  a diuell.  There 
0^  no  euiil  angell  but  loue,  yet  Sampfon  was  fo  tempted,  and  he 

had 
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had  an  excellent  ftrength  : yet  was  Salomon  fo  feduced, 
and  he  haft  a very  good  witte.  .'Cupids  butfhaft  is  too  hard 
for  Hercides  clubbe,  and  therefore  too  much  ods  for  a Spani- 
ards rapier  ; the  firft  and  fecond  caufc  will  not  ferue  my  turne  : 
the  paJJ'ado  hee  refpefls  not,  the  duello  he  regards  not  ; his  dif- 
grace  is  to  be  called  boy,  but  his  glorie  is  to  fubdue  men* 
Adue  valour,  ruft  rapier,  be  ftill  drum,  for  your  manager  is 
, in  loue  ; yea  he  loueth.  Aflift  me  fome  extern porall  god  of 
rime,  for  I am  fure  I (hall  turne  fonnet.  Deuife  wit,  write 
pen,  for  I am  for  whole  volumes  in  folio.  Exit, 

Finis  AFius  Primus. 


ACTUS  SECUNDUS. 

Enter  the  princejfe  ^France,  with  three  attending  ladies,  and 

three  lords, 

Boyet.  Now  madam  fummon  vp  your  deareft  fpirits, 
Confider  who  the  king  your  father  fends  : 

To  whom  he  fends,  and  what’s  hisembaflle. 

Your  felfe  held  precious  in  the  worlds  efteeme, 

To  parlee  with  the  foie  inheritour 
Of  all  perfections  that  a man  may  owe, 

Matchlefte  Nauarre,  the  plea  of  no  lefle  weight 
Then  Aquitaine,  a dowrie  for  a queene. 

Be  now  as  prodigall  of  all  deare  grace. 

As  nature  was  in  making  graces  deare, 

When  ftie  did  ftarue  the  generall  world  befide, 

And  prodigally  gaue  them  all  to  you. 

^e'ene.  Good  L.  Boyet,  my  thought  but  meane, 

Needs  not  the  painted  flourifli  of  your  praife; 

Beauty  is  bought  by  iudgement  of  the  eye, 
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Not  vttered  by  bafe  fayle  of  chapmens  tongues : 

I am  lefle  proud  to  heare  you  tell  my  worth. 

Then  you  much  willing  to  be  counted  wife. 

In  fpending  your  wit  in  the  praife  of  mine. 

But  now  to  taflre  the  talker,  good  Boyct. 

Prin,  You  are  not  ignorant  all  telling  fame 
Doth  noyfe  abroad  Naiiar  hath  made  a vow. 

Till  painefullAudie  fhall  out-weare  three  yeeres. 

No  woman  may  approach  his  hlent  court : 

Therefore  to’s  feemeth  it  a needfull  courfe. 

Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gates, 

To  know  his  pleafure,  and  in  that  behalfe 
Bold  of  your  worthinelTe,  we  lingle  you. 

As  our  beft  mouing  fair  foliciter  ; 

Tell  him,  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  France, 

On  ferious  bulinelTe  craning  quicke  difpatch. 
Importunes  perfonall  conference  with  his  grace. 
Hafte,  fignifie  fo  much  while  we  attend, 

Like  humble  vifag’d  futers  his  high  will. 

Boy.  Proud  of  imployment,  willingly  I goe. 

. Prin.  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  yours  is  fo  : 
Who  are  the  votaries  my  louing  lords, 

That  are  vowfellowes,  with  this  vertuous  duke  ? 
Lor.  LonQ-auill  is  one. 

Princ.  Know  you  the  man  I 
I Lady.  I know  him  madame  at  a marriage  feafl, 
Betweene  L.  Perigort  and  the  beauteous  heire 
Of  laqiies  Faiiconbridge  {oltmmzeA. 

In  Normandie  faw  I this  Longauill, 

A man  of  foueraigne  parts  he  is  elleem’d : 

'Weil  fitted  in  arts,  glorious  in  armes  : 

Nothing  becomes  him  ill  that  he  would  well^ 

The  pnely  foile  of  his  faire  vertues  gloffe, 


If 


Loues  Labour’s  lost.* 

If  vertues  glofle  will  ftaine  with  any  foyle, 

Is  a (barpe  wit  match’d  with  too  blunt  a will  : 

Whofe  edge  hath  power  to  cut  whofe  will  ftill  wills. 

It  fhould  none  fpare  that  come  within  his  power. 

Prin.  Some  merry  mocking  lord  belike,  ill  fo  i 

Lad.  I . They  fay  fo  moft,  that  mofl  his  humors  know. 

Prin.  Such  Ihort  liu'd  wits  doe  wither  as  they  grow. 

Who  are  the  refl  ? 

2 Lad.  The  yong  'DumainCy  a well  accompliOit  youth. 

Of  all  that  venue  loue,  for  vertue  loued, 

Mofl  power  to  doe  mofl  harme,  leafl  knowing  ill : 

For  he  hath  wit  to  make  an  ill  fhape  good. 

And  lhape  to  win  grace  though  fhe  had  no  wit. 

I faw  him  at  the  duke  Alanfoes  once, 

And  much  too  Title  of  that  good  I faw, 

Is  my  report  to  his  great  worthinefTe. 

Rojfa.  Another  of  the  Undents  at  that  time. 

Was  there  with  him  as  I haue  heard  a truth. 

Berowne  they  call  him,  but  a merrier  man. 

Within  the  limit  of  becomming  mirth, 

I neuer  fpent  an  houres  talke  withall. 

His  e>e  begets  occafion  for  his  wit. 

For  euery  obiecl  that  the  one  doth  catch. 

The  other  turnes  to  a mirth-mouing  iefl. 

Which  his  faire  tongue  (conceits  expofitor) 

Deliuers  in  fuch  apt  and  gracious  words. 

That  aged  eares  play  treuant  at  his  tales. 

And  yonger  hearings  are  quite  rauilhed. 

So  fweet  and  voluble  is  his  difcourfe. 

Prin.  God  bleflTe  my  ladies,  are  they  all  in  loue  ? 

That  euery  one  her  owne  hath  gapnilhed. 

With  fuch  bedecking  ornaments  of  praife. 

Ma.  Heere  comes  Boyet^ 

Enter 
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Enter  Boyet. 

Prin.  Now,  what  admittance  lord  ? 

Boyet.  Naiiar  had  notice  of  your  faire  approach  ; 

And  he  and  his 'competitors  in  oath. 

Were  all  addreft  to  meete  you  gentle  lady 
Before  1 came  : marry  thus  much  I haue  learnt. 

He  rather  meanes  to  lodge  you  in  the  field. 

Like  one  that  comes  heere  to  befiege  his  court, 

Then  feekc  a difpenfation  for  his  oath  : 

To  let  you  enter  his  vnpeopled  houfe. 

t 

Enter  Nauar,  Longauill,  Dumaine,  and  Berowne. 

Heere  comes  Nauar. 

Nau.  Faire  princefle,  welcom  to  the  court  of  Nauar. 

Pf  ‘in.  Faire  I giue  you  backe  againe,  and  welcome  I haue 
not  vet  : the  roofe  of  this  court  is  too  high  to  be  yours,  and 
welcome  to  the  wide  fields,  too  bafe  to  be  mine. 

Nau,  You  fhall  be  welcome  madam  to  my  court. 

Prin.  I will  be  welcome  then,  condu(5f  me  thither. 

Nail.  Heare  me  deare  lady,  I haue  fworne  an  oath, 

Prin.  Our  lady  helpe  my  lord,  hee’Il  be  forfworne. 

Nau.  Not  for  the  world  faire  madam,  by  my  will. 

Prin.  Why  will  fhall  breake  it  will,  and  nothing  els. 

Nau.  Your  ladifhip  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 

Prin.  Were  my  lord  fo,  his  ignorance  were  wife, 

Where  now  his  knowledge  mu  ft  proue  ignorance. 

I heare  your  grace  hath  fworne  out  houfe-keeping : 

’Tis  deadly  finne  to  keepe  that  oath  my  lord, 

And  finne  to  breake  it : 

But  pardon  me  I am  too  fodaine  bold. 

To  teach  a teacher  ill  befeemeth  me. 
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Vouchfafe  to  read  the  purpofe  of  my  comming, 

And  fodainly  refolue  me  in  my  fuite. 

Nail.  Madam,  I will,  if  fodainly  I may. 

Prin.  You  will  the  fooner  that  I were  away. 

For  you’le  prone  periur’d  if  you  make  me  flay. 

Berow.  Did  not  I dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Rofa.  Did  not  I dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Ber.  I know  yon  did. 

Rofa.  Mow  needleffe  was  it'then  to  afke  the  queflion  ? 

Ber.  You  mu  ft  not  he  fo  qulcke. 

Rofa.  ’Tis  long  of  you  that  fpurre  mee  with  fuch  queftions  ? 
Ber,  Your  wits  too  hot,  it  fpeeds  too  fait,  ’twill  tire. 

Rofa.  Not  till  it  leaue  the  rider  in  the  mire. 

Ber.  What  time  a day  ? 

Rofa,  The  houre  that  fooles  fhould  afke. 

Ber.  Nowfaire  befall  your  mafke. 

Rofa.  Faire  falls  the  face  it  couers. 

Ber.  And  fend  you  many  louers. 

Rofa.  Amen,  fo  you  be  none.  ' ' * 

Ber.  Nay  then  will  I begone.-  ' ' 

Kin,  Madame  your  father  here  doth  intimate. 

The  payment  of  a hundred  thoufand  crownes, 

Being  but  th’one  halfe  of  an  intire  fumme, 

Difburfed  by  my  father  in  his  warres. 

But  lay  that  he,  oi*  we,  as  neither  haue  ' ' . ' 

Receiu’d  that  fumme  ; yet  there  remaines  vnpald 
A hundred  thoufand  more  : in  furety  of  the  which. 

One  part  of  Aquitane  is  bound  to  vs. 

Although  not  valued  to  the  moneys  worth. 

If  then  the  king  your  father  will  reftore 
But  that  one  halfe  which  is  but  fatisfied. 

We  will  giue  vp  our  right  in  Aquitaine. 

And  hold  faire  friend  (hip  with  his  maieftie  : 

But  that  it  feemes  he  little  purpofeth. 

For 
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For  here  he  doth  demand  to  haue  repaie, 

An  hundred  thoufand  crownes,  and  not  demands 
One  payment  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crownes, 

To  haue  his  title  line  in  Aquitaine. 

Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withal  1, 

And  haue  the  money  by  our  fathers  lent. 

Then  Aquitaine,  fo  guelded  as  it  is. 

Deare  princefle,  were  not  his  requefls  fo  farre 
From  reafons  yeelding,  your  faire  felfe  fliould  make 
A yeelding  ’gainfl  fome  reafon  in  my  brefl, 

And  goe  well  fatisfied  to  France  agalne. 

Prin.  You  doe  the  king  my  father  too  much  wrong. 
And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name. 

In  fo  vnfeeming  to  confefTe  receit 

Of  that  which  hath  fo  faithfully  beene  paid. 

Kin.  I doe  proteft  I neuer  heard  of  it. 

And  if  you  proue  it  He  repay  it,  backe. 

Or  yeeld  vp  Aquitaine. 

Prin.  We  arreft  your  word  : 

Boyet,  You  can  produce  acquittances 
For  fuch  a fumme  from  fpeciall  officers. 

Of  Charles  his  father. 

Kin.  Satisfie  me  foe. 

Boyet.  So  pleafe  your  grace  the  packet  is  not  come 
Where  that  and  other  fpecialties  are  bound. 

To  morrow  you  fhall  haue  a fight  of  them. 

Kin.  It  ffiall  fuffice  me  ; at  which  enterview. 

All  liberall  reafon  would  I yeeld  vnto: 

Meane  time,  receiue  fuch  welcome  at  my  hand. 

As  honour,  without  breach  of  honour  may 
Make  lender  of,  to  thy  true  worthinefle. 

You  may  not  come  faire  princelTe  in  my  gates, 

But  here  without  you  ffiall  be  fo  receiu’d, 

As  5^ou  ffiall  deeme  your  felfe  lodg’d  in  my  heart. 


Though 


Loues  Labour’s  lost. 

Though  fo  deni’d  farther  harbour  in  my  houfe : 

Your  owne  good  thoughts  excufe  me,  and  farewell, 

To  morrow  we  lliall  vifit  you  'againe. 

' Prin.  Sweet  health  and  faire  defires  confort  your  grace. 
Kin.  Thy  owne  wilh  wifh  I thee,  in  euery  place.  Exit. 
Boy.  Lady,  I will  commend  you  to  mine  owne  heart. 

La.  Ro.  Pray  you  doe  my  commendations, 

I would  be  glad  to  fee  it. 

Boy.  I would  you  heard  it  grone. 

La.  Ro.  Is  the  foule  ficke  ? * ^ 

Boy.  Sicke  at  the  heart. 

La.  Ro.  Alacke,  let  it  bloud. 

Boy.  Would  that  doe  it  good  ? 

La.  Ro.  My  phyficke  iayes  I. 

Boy.  Will  you  prick’t  with  your  eye  ? 

La.  Ro.  Ncpoynty  with  my  knife; 

Boy.  Now  God  faue  thy  life. 

La.  Ro.  And  yours  from  long  liuing. 

Ber.  I cannot  ftay  thankf-giuing.  Exit. 

Enter  Dumaine. 

Dum.  Sir,  I pray  you  a word  : what  lady  is  that  fame  ? 
Boy.  The  heireof  Alanjon^  Rofalin  her  name. 

Dum.  A gallant  lady,  mounlier  fare  you  well. 

Lon.  I befeech  you  a word  : what  is  (he  in  the  white  ? 

Boy.  A woman  fometime  if  you  faw  her  in  the  light. 

Long.  Perchance  light  in  the  light  I defire  her  name. 

Boy.  She  hath  but  one  for  her  felfe, 

To  defire  that  were  a ihame. 

Lon.  Pray  you  fir  whofe  daughter  ? 

Boy.  Her  mother’s,  I haue  heard. 

Long.  Gods  blefling  on  your  beard. 

Boy.  Good  fir  be  not  offended,' 

Shee  is  an  heyre  of  Eaulconbridge. 
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Long,  Nay,  my  choller  is  ended  : 

Shee  is  a moll:  fweet  lady.  Exit,  Long, 

Boy,  Not  vnlike  fu*,  that  may  be. 

Enter  Berowne. 

Ber.  What’s  her  name  in  the  cap. 

Boy.  Katherine  by  good  hap. 

Ber.  Is  llie  wedded,  or  no. 

Boy.  To  her  will  fir,  or  fo. 

Ber.  You  are  welcome  fir,  adlew. 

Boy.  Farewell  to  me  fir,  and  welcome  to  you.  Exit, 

La.  Ma.  That  lafl;  is  Berowne,  the  mery  mad-cap  lord. 

Not  a word  with  him,* but  a iefl. 

Boy.  And  euery  iefl  but  a word. 

Pri.  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  take  him  at  his  word. 

Boy.  I was  as  willing  to  grapple,  as  he  was  to  boord. 

La.  Mn.  Two  hot  fheepes  marie. 

And  wherefore  not  lliips. 

Boy.  No  flaeepe  (fweet  lamb)  vnlelTe  we  feede  on  your  lips. 
La.  You  fheep  and  I pailure  : (hall  that  finifh  the  ielt  ? 

Boy.  So  you  grant  paflure  for  me  ? 

La.  Not  fo  gentle  beafl. 

My  lips  are  no  common,  though  feuerall  they  be, 

Boy.  Belonging  to  whom  ? 

La.  To  my  fortunes  and  me. 

Prin.  Good  wits  will  be  iangling  but  gentles  agree. 

This  ciuill  warre  of  wits  were  much  better  vfed. 

On  Naiiar  and  his  bookemen,  for  heere  ’tis  abus’d. 

Bo,  If  my  obferuation  (which  very  feldome  lies 
By  the  hearts  ftill  rhetoricke,  difclofed  with  eyes) 

Deceiue  me  not  now,  Nanar  is  infefted. 

Prin.  With  what  ? 

Bo,  With  that  w^hich  we  louers  in  title  af!e6fed. 

Prin, 
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Prm.  Your  reafon.  . 

Bo.  >Why  all  his  behauiours  doe  make  the  retire, 

To  the  court  ot  his  eye,  ’peeping  through  defire. 

His  heart  like  an  agot  with  your  print  imprefied. 

Proud  with  his  forme,  in  his  eye  pride  exprelfed. 

His  tongue  all  impatient  to  fpeake  and  not  fee. 

Did  fiumble  with  hafie  in  his  eye  fight  to  be. 

All  fences  to  that  fence  did  make  their  repaire, 

To  feele  onely  looking  on  faireit  of  faire  : 

Me  thought  all  his  fenfes  were  lockt  in  his  eye, 

As  iewels  in  chrifiall  for  fome  prince  to  buy. 

Who  tendring  their  own  worth  from  whence  they  were  glaft, 
Did  point  out  to  buy  them  along  as  you  pafl. 

His  faces  owne  margent  did  quote  fitch  amazes, 

That  all  eyes  faw  hise^^es  inchanted  with  gazes. 

lie  glue  you  Aquitaine,  all  that  is  his,  ' ' 

And  you  glue  him  for  my  fake,  but  one  louing  kifie, 

Prin.  Come  to  our  pauillion,  Boyet  is  difpofde. 

Bro.  But  to  fpeake  that  in  words  which  his  eye  hath  difclos’d. 
I onely  haue  made  a mouth  of  his  eye. 

By  adding  a tongue  which  I know  will  not  lie. 

Lad.  Ro.  Thou  art  an  old  loue-rnong€r,and  fpeakefl  fkilfully. 
Lad.  Ma.  He  is  Cupids  grandfather,  and  learnes  newes  of 
him. 

Lad.  2.  Then  was  Fe;ms  like  her  mother,  for  her  father  is 
but  grim. 

Boy.  Do  you  heare  my  mad  wenches  ? 

Lad.  1.  No. 

Boy.  What  then,  do  you  fee  ? 

Lad.  2.  I,  our*  way  to  begone. 

Boy.  You  are  too  hard  for  me. 

Exeunt  omnes. 
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ACTUS  TERTIUS. 

Enter  Braggart  and  Boy. 

Song. 

Bra*  Warble  child,  make  palTionate  my  fenfe  of  hearing* 
Boy,  Concolinel. 

Brag.  Sweet  ayre,  go  tendernefTe  of  yeeres : take  this  key, 
giue  enlargement  to  the  fwaine,  bring  him  feftinately  hither  : 
I mufl  imploy  him  in  a letter  to  my  loue. 

Boy.  Will  you  win  your  loue  with  a French  braule  I 
Bra.  How  meanefl:  thou  brauling  in  French  P 
Boy,  No  my  compleat  mafter,  but  to  iigge  off  a tune  at  the 
tongues  end,  canarie  to  it  with  the  feete,  humour  it  with  turn- 
ing  vp  your  eye  : figh  a note  and  hng  a note  fometime 
through  the  throate : if  you  fwallowed  loue  with  finging,  loue 
fometime  through  : nofe  as  if  you  fnuft  vp  loue  by  fmelling  loue 
with  your  hat  penthoufedike  ore  the  (hop  of  your  eyes,  with 
your  armes  croft  on  your  thinbellie  doublet,  like  a rabbet  on 
a fpit,  or  your  hands  in  your  pocket,  like  a man  after  the  old 
painting,  and  keepe  not  too  long  in  one  tune,  but  a fnip  and 
away  ; thefe  are  complements,  thefe  are  humours,  thefe  be- 
tray nice  wenches  that  would  be  betrayed  without  thefe,  and 
make  them  men  of  note  : do  you  note  men  that  mofl  are  af- 
fe<5fed  to  thefe  ? 

Brag.  How  haft  thou  purchas’d  this  experience  ? 

Boy.  By  my  pen  of  obferuation. 

Brag.  But  O,  but  O. 

Boy.  The  hobble-horfe  is  forgot. 

Brag.  Cal’fl:  thou  my  loue  hobbie-horfe. 

Boy.  No  mafler  the  hobbie-horfe  is  but  a colt,  and  your 
loue  perhaps  a hacknie  : 

But  haue  voii  forj^ot  your  loue  ? . 

Drag. 
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Brag.  Almoft  I had. 

Boy.  Negligent  ftudent,  learne  her  by  heart. 

Brag.  By  heart,  and  in  heart  boy. 

Boy.  And  out  of  hearumafter  : all  thofe  three  I will  proue. 

Brag.  What  wilt  thou  proue  ? 

Boy.  A man,  if  I liue  (and  this)  by,  in,  and  without,  vpoa 
the  inflant : by  heart  you  loue  her,  becaufe  your  heart  cannot 
come  by  her  : in  heart  you  loue  her,  becaufe  your  heart  is  in 
loue  with  her  : and  out  of  heart  you  loue  her,  being  out  of 
heart  that  you  cannot  enioy  her. 

Brag.  I am  all  thefe  three. 

Boy.  And  three  times  as  much  more,  and  yet  nothing  at  all. 

Boy.  Fetch  hither  the  fwaine  he  mull:  carrie  mee  a letter. 

Boy.  A meflage  well  fympathis’d,  a horfe  to  be  embalTadour 
for  an  afle. 

Brag.  Ha,  ha,'  what  faifl  thou  ? 

Boy.  Marrie  fir,  you  muft  fend  the  alfe  vpon  the  horfe  for 
he  is  verie  flow  gated  : but  I goe.  ' 

Brag.  The  way  is  but  fliort,  away. 

Boy.  As  fwift  as  lead  fir. 

Brag.  Thy  meaning  prettie  ingenuous,  is  not  lead,  a mettall 
heauie  dull,  and  flow  ? 

Boy.  Minime  honefl:  mafter,  or  rather  mafter  no. 

Brag.  I fay  lead  'is  flow. 

Boy.  You  are  too  fwift  fir  to  fay  fo. 

Is  that  lead  flow  which  is  fir’d  from  a gunne  I 

Brag.  Sweete  fmoake  of  rhetoricke. 

He  reputes  me  a cannon,  and  the  bullet  that’s  hee ; 

I fhoote  thee  at  the  fwaine.  i 

Boy.  Thumpe  then  and  I flee. 

Brag.  A moft  a’cute  iuuenall,  voluble  and  free  of  grace, 

By  thy  fauour  fweet  welkin,  I muft  flgh  in  thy  face  : 

Moft  rude  melanchollie,  valour  giues  thee  place. 

My  herald  is  return’d. 

VoL.  I. 
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Enter  Page  and  Clowne. 

Pag.  A wonder  mafter,  heere’s  a Cofiard  broken  in  a fhin. 
Ar.  Some  enigma,  fome  riddle,  come,  thy  Lenuoy  begin. 

Clo.  No  egma,  no  riddle,  no  Lenuoy^  no  falue,  in  thee  male 
fir.  Or  fir,  plantan,  a plaine  planian  : no  lenuoy^  no  lenuoy y 
no  falue  fir,  but  a plantan : 

Ar.  By  vertue  thou  enforced  laughter,  thy  fillie  thought,  my 
fpleene,  the  heauing  of  my  lungs  prouokes  me  to  ridiculous 
fmiling  : O pardon  me  my  flars,  doth  the  vneonfiderate  take 
falue  for  lenuoy  ^ and  the  word  lenuoy  for  a falue  ? 

Page,  Doe  the  wife  thinke  them  other,  is  not  lenuoy  a 
falue  ? 

Ar.  No  Page^  it  is  an  epilogue  or  difeourfe  to  make  plaine, 
Some  obfeure  precedence  that  hath  tofore  bin  faine 
Now  will  I begin  your  morall  and  doe  you  follow  with  my 
lenuoy. 

The  foxe,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee. 

Were  ftill  at  oddes  being  but  three. 

Arm,  Vntill  the  goofe  came  out  of  doore. 

Staying  the  oddes  by  adding  foure. 

PcLg>  A good  Lenuoy y ending  in  the  goofe  : would  you  de- 
fire  more  : 

Clo.  The  boy  hath  fold  him  a bargaine,  a goofe,  that’s  Bat 
Sir,  your  pennie- worth  is  good,  and  your  goofe  be  fat. 

To  fell  a bargaine  well  is  as  cunning  as  fall  and  loofe  : 

Let  me  fee  a fat  Lenuoy y I that’s  a fat  goofe. 

Ar.  Come  hither,  come  hither  : 

How  did  this  argument  begin  ? 

Boy,  By  faying  that  a Cojlard  was  brokea  iiiaihin. 

Then  cal’d  you  for  the  Lenuoy, 

Clo-w.  True,  and  I for  a plantan  : 

Thus  came  your  argument  in : 


Then 
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Then  the  boyes  fat  Lenuoy  the  goofe  that  you  bought. 

And  he  ended  the  market. 

Ar,  But  tell' me  : how  was  there  ViCqftard  broken  in  a fliln  I 

Pag.  I will  tell  you  fencibly. 

Clow.  Thou  haft  no  feeling  of  it  Moth, 

I will  fpeake  that  Lenuoy, 

I Cojlard  running  out,  that  was  fafely  within. 

Fell  ouer  the  threlhoid,  and  broke  my  {hin. 

Arm.  We  will  talke  no  more  of  this  matter. 

Clow.  Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  fhin. 

Arm.  Sirra  Cojiard  I will  infranchife  thee. 

Clow.  Of  marrie  me  to  one  Francis y I fmell  fome  Lenuoy^ 
fome  goofe  in  this. 

Arm.  Bymy  fweet  foule,  I meane,  fetting  thee  at  libertie. 
Enfreedoming  thy  perfon  : thou  wert  emured,  retrained,  cap- 
tiuated,  bound. 

Clow.  True,  true,  and  now  you  will  be  my  purgation,  and 
let  me  loofe. 

Arm.  I giue  thee  thy  libertie,  fet  thee  from  durance,  and  In 
lieu  thereof,  impofe  on  thee  nothing  but  this  : beare  this  hg- 
nificant  to  the  countrey  maide  laquenetta  : there  is  remunera- 
tion, for  the  befl  ward  of  my  honours  is  rewarding  my  de- 
pendants. Mothf  follow. 

Pag.  Like  the  fequeli  I. 

Signeur  Cojlard  adiew.  Exit, 

Clow.  My  fweet  ounce  of  mans  fielh,  my  in-conle  lew  : now 
will  I looke  to  his  remuneration.  Remuneration,  that’s 
the  Latine  word  for  three  farthings  : three  farthings  remunc- 
ratio,  what’s  the  price  of  this  yncle  ? i.d.  no,  He  giue  yoti  a 
remuneration  : why  ? It  carries  it  remuneration  : why  ? It 
is  a fairer  name  then  a FrencEQxownt,  I will  neuer  buy  and 
fell  out  of  this  word.. 


C c a 
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Enter  Berowne. 

r 

Ber,  O my  good  knaue  Cojlard,  exceedingly  well  met. 

Clo-vj.  Pray  you  fir,  how  much  carnation  ribbon  may  a man 
buy  for  a remuneration  ? 

Ber.  What  is  a remuneration? 

Co/l.  Marrie  fir,  halfe  pennie  farthing. 

Ber.  O,  why  then  three  farthings  worth  of  filke.  ' 

Cafl.  I thanke  your  worfiiip  God  be  wy  you. 

Ber.  O flay  flaue,  I muft  imploy  thee  ; 

As  thou  wilt  my  fauour,  good  my  knaue. 

Doe  one  thing  for  me  that  I fhall  intreate. 

C/ow.  When  would  you  haue  it  done  fir  ? 

Ber.  O this  after- noone. 

Clo.  Well  I will  doe  it  fir : fare  you  well. 

Ber.  O thou  knoweft  not  what  it  is. 

Chw.  I fliall  know  fir,  when  I haue  done  it. 

Ber.  Why  villaine  thou  mull:  know  firfi:. 

Clo.  I will  come  to  your  worlhip  to  morrow  morning. 

Ber.  It  mull:  be  done  this  after-noone: 

Harke  flaue,  it  is  but  this : 

The  princes  comes  to  hunt  heere  in  the  parke, 

And  in  her  traine  there  is  a gentle  ladie  : 

When  tongues  fpeake  fweetly  then  they  name  her  name, 

And  Rofaline  they  call  her,  afke  for  her ; 

And  to  her  whyte  hand  fee  thou  doe  commend 
This  feal’d-vp  counfaile,  there’s  thy  guerdon  : goe. 

Clow.  Garden,  O fweet  gardon,  better  then  remuneration, 
a leuenpence-farthing  better  : mofl  fweet  gardon,  I will  doe 
it  fir  in  print ; gardon,  remuneration.  Exit. 

'Ber.  O,  and  I forfooth’in  loue, 

I that  haue  beene  loues  whip  ? 

•A  vsrie  beadle  to  a humorous  figh  : a criticke, 


Nay, 
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Nay,  a night-watch  conftable. 

A domineering  pedant  ore  the  boy. 

Then  whom  no  mortall  fo  magnificent. 

This  wimpled,  whyning,  purblinde  waward  boy, 
This  fignior  lunios  gyant  dwarfe  don  Cupid, 
Regent  of  loue-rimes,  lord  of  folded  armes, 
Th’annointed  foueraigne  of  fighes  and  groanes  : 
Liedge  of  all  loyterers  and  malecon tents  : 

Dread  prince  of  placcats,  king  of  codpeeces, 

Sole  emperator  and  great  generall 
Of  trotting  parritors  (O  my  little  heart) 

And  I to  be  a corporall  of  his  field, 

And  weare  his  colours  like  a tumblers  hoope. 
What  ? I loue,  I fue,  I feeke  a wife, 

A woman  that  is  like  a Germaine  cloake,  ' - 
Still  a repairing  : euer  out  of  frame. 

And  ncuer  going  a right,  being  a watch  : 

But  being  watcht,  that  it  may  fiill  goe  riglu. 
Nay,  to  be  periurde,  which  is  worff  of  all  : 

And  among  three,  to  loue  the  worft  of  all, 

A whitly  wanton,  with  a veluet  brow. 

With  two  pitch  bals  fiucke  in  her  face  for  eyes. 

I,  and  by  heauen  one  that  will  doe  the  deede. 
Though  Argus  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guards 
And  I to  figh  for  her,  to  watch  for  her. 

To  pray  for  her,  go  to  : it  is  a plague 
That  Cupid  will  impofe  for  my  negleff. 

Of  his  almighty  dreadful]  little  might. 

Well,  I will  loue,  write,  figh,  pray,  fuegrone. 
Some  mefi  muff  loue  my  lady,  and  fomc  lone. 


Cc  3 ACTUS 
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ACTUS  Q^U  A R T U S. 

Enter  the  ^rincejfe,  aforrejler,  her  ladies,  and  her  lords. 

Was  that  the  king  that  fpurd  his  horfe  fo  hard, 
Againft  the  fteepe  vprifing  of  the  hill  ? 

Boy.  I know  not,  but  I thinke  it  was  not  he. 

Who  ere  a was,  aihew’d  a mounting  minde  : 

Well  lords  today  we  fhall  hane  our  difpatch, 

On  Saturday  we  will  returne  to  France, 

Then  forrefter  my  friend,  where  is  the  bulh. 

That  we  mud  ftarid  and  play  the  murtherer  in  ? 

For.  Hereby  vpon  the  edge  of  yonder  coppice, 

A iland  where  you  may  make  the  faireft  fnoote. 

^u.  I thanke  my  beau  tie,  I am  faire  that  (hoote. 

And  thereupon  thou  fpeak'ft  the  faireft  fhoote. 

For.  Pardon  me  madam,  for  I meant  not  fo. 

What,  what  I firfl:  praife  me,  and  then  again  fay  no* 
O ihort  liu’d  pride.  Not  faire  ? alacke  for  woe. 

For.  Yes  madam  faire.  , ' ' 

Nay,  neuer  paint  me  now,  ‘ 

Where  faire  is  not,  praife  cannot  mend  the  brow. 

Here  {good  my  glaife)  take  this  for  telling  true  : 

Faire  paiment  for  foule  words,  is  more  then  due. 

For,  Nothing  but  faire  is  that  which  you  inherit. 

^t.  See,  fee  my  beau  tie  will  be  fau’d  by  merit. 

O herelie  in  faire,  fit  for  thefe  dayes, 

A giuing  hand,  though  foule,  (hall  haue  faire  praife. 

8ut  come,  the  bow : now  mercy  goes  to  kill, 

And  fhooting  well,  is  then  accounted  ill : 

Thus  will  I faue  my  credit  in  the  flioote, 

Not  wounding,  pittie  would  not  let  me  do’t : 

If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  fliew  my  fkill. 

That  more  for  praife,  then  purpofe  meant  to  kill. 


And 
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And  out  ofquellion,  fo  it  is  fometimes  : 

Glorie  growes  guUtie  of  detefled  crimes. 

When  for  fames  fake,  for  prayfc  an  outward  part, 

We  bend  to  that  the  working  of  the  heart.  ^ 

* As  I for  praife  alone  now  feeke  to  fpill 
The  poore  deeres  bloud,  that  my  heart  meanes  no  ill. 

Boy,  Do  not  curft  wiues  hold  that  felfe-foueraigntie 
Onely  for  praife  fake,  when  they  ftriue  to  be 
Lords  ore  their  lords  ? 

Onely  for  praife,  and  praife  we  may  afford, 

Toanylady  that  fubduesalord. 

: Enter  Clowne. 

Boy,  Here  comes  a member  of  the  common -wealth. 

Clo.  God  dig-you-den  all,  pray  you  which  is  the  head  lady  ? 
Thou  fhalt  know  her  fellow,  by  the  reft  that  haue  no 

heads. 

Clo,  Which  is  the  greateft  lady,  the  higheft  ? 

^i.  The  thickeft,  and  the  lalleft. 

Clo,  The  thickeft,  and  the  talleft  : it  is  fo,  truth  is  truth. 
And  your  wafte  miftris,  were  as  ftender  as  my  wit, 

One  a thefe  maides  girdles  for  your  wafte  ftiould  be  fit. 

Are  not  you  .the  chiefe  woman  ? You  are  the  thickeft  here  ? 

What’s  your  will  fir  ? What’s  your  will  ? 

. * Clo.  I haue  a letter  from  mounfier  Berowne^ 

To  one  lady  Rofaline, 

^i,  O thy  letter,  thy  letter  : he’s  a good  friend  of  mine. 
Stand  afide  good  bearer. 

Boyet,  you  can  carue, 

Breake  vp  this  capon. 

Boyet,  I am  bound  to  ferue. 

This  letter  is  miftooke ; it  importeth  none  here  : 

It  is  writ  to  laquenetta  : 


C c 4 
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We  will  reade  it,  I fweare. 

Breake  the  necke  of  the  waxe,  and  euery  one  glue  eare, 

Boyet  reades,  , 

BY  heauen,  that  thou  art  faire,  is  moft  infallible : true  that 
thou  art  beauteous,  truth  it  felfe  that  thou  artlouely:  more 
fairer  then  faire,  beautitull  then  beauteous,  truer  then  truth 
it  felfe  : haue  comiferation  on  thy  heroicall  vaffall.  The  mag- 
nanimous and  moll  illuflrious  king  Cophetua  fet  eie  vpon  the 
pernicious  and  indubitate  beggar  Zenelophon  : and  he  it  was, 
that  might  rightly  fay,  veni^  vidi^  vici : which  to  annothanize 
in  the  vulgar,  O bafe  and  obfeure  vulgar  ; videlicety  he  came, 
fee,  and  ouercame : he  came  one  ; fee  two  ; ouercame  three  : 
who  came  ? the  king.  Why  did  he  come  ? to  fee.  _ Why  did 
he  fee?  to  ouercome.  To  whom  came  he  ? to  the  beggar. 
^ What  faw  he  ? the  beggar.  Who  ouercame  he  ? the  beggar. 
The 'conclufion  is  vi6i:orie  : on  whofe  fide  ?'the  kings  : the 
captiuitie  is  inricht  : on  whofe  fide  ? the  beggars.  The  cataf- 
trophe  is  a nuptiall  : on  whofe  fide  ? the  kings  : no,  on  both 
in.one^  or  one  in  both.  I am  the  king  (for  fo  flands  the  com- 
parifon)  thou  the  beggar,  for  fo  witnefTeth  thy  lowlines.  Shall 
I command  thy  loue  ? I may.  Shall  I enforce  thy  loue  ? T 
could.  Shal  I entreate  thy  loue  ? I will.  What,  fhalt  thou 
exchange  for  ragges,  roabes  : for  tittles  titles  : for  thy  felfe 
mee.  Thus  expe(fi;ing  thy  reply,  I prophane  my  lips  on  thy 
foote,  my  eyes  'on  thy  picture,  and  my  heart  on  thy  euery 

... 

Thine  in  the  dearefi  dejigne  of  induftrie, 

f 

Don  Adriano  de  Armatho. 

f y 

Thus  doll  thou  heare  the  Nemean  lion  roare, 

Gainfl:  thee  thou  lambe  that  ftandelt  as  his  pray  : 

Submilliue  fall  his  princely  feet  before. 

And  he  from  forrage  will  incline  to  play.  ' ‘ ^ . 

. rBut  if  thou  ftriue  (poore  foule).  whafart  thou  then  ? 

Foode  for  his  rage,  repaflure  for  his  den. 


Loues  Labour’s  lost. 


What  plume  of  feathers  is  he  that  indited  this  letter  ? 
What  veine  ? What  wethercocke  ? Did  you  euer  heare  better  ? 
Boy.  I am  much  deceiued,  but  I remember  the  flile. 

Elfe  your  memory  is  bad,  going  ore  it  ere  while. 

Boy.  This  Armado  is  a Spaniard  that  keepes  herein  courtl 
A phantafime  a monorcho,  and  one  that  makes  fport 
To  the  prince  and  his  booke-mates.  • 

Thou  fellow,  a word.  - . ^ 

Who  gaue  thee  this  letter  ? _ , ■ - . 

Clow.  I told  you  my  lord.  ‘ ' ^ ‘ • 

To  whom  fhould’11:  thou  giue  it  ? 

Clow.  From  my  lord  to  my  lady.  - 

^i.  From  which  lord,  to  which  lady. 

Chw.  From  my  lord  Berowne  a good  mafterof  mine, 

To  a lady  of  France,  tha,t  he  call’d  I^ofaline. 

Thou  hafl  miftaken  his  letter.  Come  lords  away, 
Heere  fweet,  put  vp  this,  ’twill  be  thine  another  day. 

Exeunt, 


Boy.  Who  is  the  (hooter  ? Who  is  the  (liooter  ? 

*■  Rofa.  Shall  I teach  you  to  know. 

Boy.  I my  continent  of  beau  tie. 

Rofa.  Why  (he  that  beares  the  bow.  Finely  put  ofT, 

Boy.  My  lady  goes  to  kill  homes,  but  if  thou  marrie. 

Hang  me  by  the  necke,  if  homes  that  yeafe  mifcarrie. 

Finely  put  on. 

Rofd.  Weil  then,  I am  the  (hoofer. 

Boy.  And  who  is  your  deare  ? 

Rofa.  If  we  choofe  by  the  homes,  your  felfe  come  not  neaije. 
Finely  put  on  indeede. 

Maria.  You  hill  wrangle  with  her  Boyet,  and  fhe  flrikes  at 
the  brow.  ^ 

Boyet.  But  (lie  her  felfe  is  hit  lower. 

Haue  I hit  her  now. 

, Rofa,  Shall  I come  vpon  thee  with  an  old  faying,  that  was 

a man 
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a man  when  king  Pippin  of  France  was  a little  boy,  as  touch- 
ing the  hit  it. 

Boyet.  So  I may  anfwcre  thee  with  one  as  old  that  was  a 
woman  when  queene  CuiriGuer  of  Britt  nine  was  a little  wench) 
as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Roja.  Thou  canft  not  hit  it,  hit  it,  hit  it, 

Thou  canfl  not  hit  it  my  good  man. 

Boy.  I cannot,  cannot,  cannot : 

And  I cannot,  another  can.  Exit. 

Clo.  By  my  troth  mofl:  pleafant,  how  both  did  fit  it. 

Mar.  A marke  maruellous  well  (hot,  for  they  both  did  hit. 
Boy.  A mark,  O marke  but  that  marke : a marke  fayes  my 
lady. 

Let  the  marke  haue  a prkke  in’t,  to  meat  at,  if  it  may  be. 
Mar.  Wide  a’th  bow  hand,  yfaith  your  hand  is  out. 

Clo.  Indeede  a’mull:  flioote  nearer,  or  heele  ne’ie  hit  the  clout. 
Boy.  And  if  my  hand  be  out,  then  belike  your  hand  is  io. 

■ Clo\\).  Then  will  fhe  get  the  vpfhoot  by  cleaning  the  is  in. 
Ma.  Come,  come,  you  talke  greafily,  your  lips  grow  foule. 
Clow.  She’s  too  hard  for  you  at  pricks,  fir  challenge  her  to 
boule. 

Boy.  I feare  too  much  rubbing  : good  night  my  good  oule. 
Clo.  By  my  foule  a fwaine,  a mofl  fimple  clowne. 

Lord,  Lord,  how  the  ladies  and  I haue  put  him  downe. 

O my  troth  mofl  fweet  iefls,  mofl  inconie  vulgar  wit. 

When  it  comes  fo  fmoothly  off^  fo  obfeenely,  as  it  were  fo  fit, 
Armathor  ath  to  the  fide,  O a mofl  dainty  man. 

.To  fee  him  walke  before  a lady,  and  to  beare  her  fan. 

To  fee  him  kifTe  his  hand,  and  how  mofl  fweetly  a will  fweare: 
And  his  page  at  other  fide,  that  hand  full  of  wit. 

Ah  heauens,  it  is  mofl  patheticall  nit. 

Sowla,  fowla,  ■ • ‘ Exeunt. 

Shoote  with  him. 


Enter 
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Enter  Dull,  Holofernes,  the  pedant  and  Nathaniel. 

Nat,  Very  reuerent  fport  truely,  and  done  in  the  teflimony 
of  a good  cohfcience. 

Fed,  The  deare  was  (as  you  know)  fanguis  in  blood  ripe  as 
a pomewater,  who  now  hangeth  like  a iewell  in  the  eare  of  celo 
the  fkie  ; the  welken,  the  heauen,  and  anon  falleth  like  a crab 
on  the  face  of  terra,  the  foyle,  the  land,  the  earth. 

' Curat.  Nath.  Truely  M.  Holofernes,  theepithithes  arefweet- 
ly  varied  like  a fcholler  at  the  leafl:  : but  fir  I afTure  ye,  it  was 
a bucke  of  the  fir  ft  head. 

Hoi.  Sir,  Nathaniel,  hand  credo. 

' Dul.  ’T  was  not  a hand  credo,  ’twas  a pricket. 

Hoi.  Moft  barbarous  intimation : yet  a kinde  of  infinuation, 
as  it  were  in  via,  in  M^ay  of  explicaiion  facere  : as  it  wer6  repli- 
cation, or  rather  ojieritare,  to  fhow  as  it  were  his  inclination 
after  his  vndrefTed,  vnpolifhed,  vneducated,  vnpruned,  vntrain- 
ed,  or  rather  vnlettered,  or  rathereft  vnconfirmed  fafliion,  to 
infer t againe  my  hand  credo  for  a deare. 

Dul.  I faid  the  deare  was  not  a hand  credo,  "twas  a pricket. 
Hoi.  Twice  fod  fimplicitie,  bis  cbHus,  O thou  nlonfter  ig- 
norance, how  deformed  doft  thou  looke. 

• Nath.  Sir,  he  hath  neuer  fed  of  the  dainties  that  are  bred 
in  a booke. 

He  hath  not  eat  paper  as  it  were  : 

He  hath  not  drunke  inke. 

His  intelleff  is  not  replenifhed,  he  is  onely  an  animall,  onely 
fenfible  in  the  duller'  parts : and  fuch  barren  plants  are  fet  before 
vs,  that  we  thankfull  fhould  be  : which  we  tafte  and  feeling, 
are  for  thofe  parts  that  frudlifie  in  vs  more  then  he. 

For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vaine,  indifcreet,  or  a 
foole  ; 

So  were  there  a.patch  fet  on  learning,  to  fee  him  in  a fchoole. 

But 
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But  omm  bene  fay  I,  being  of  an  old  fathers  mlnde. 

Many  can  brooke  the  weather,  that  loue  not  the  winde. 

Did.  You  two  are  booke-men  : can  you  tell  by  your  wit. 
What  was  a month  old  at  Cains  birth,  that’s  not  Hue  weekes 
^old  as  yet  ? • 

Uol.  DiEliJfima  goodman  D«//,  diEiiJJima  goodman  Dull. 

DuL  What  is  diCiima  ? 

Nath.  A title  to  Phoebe,  to  Luna,  to  the  Moone, 

Hoi.  The  moone  was  a month  old  when  Adam  was  no  more, 
And  wrought  not  to  fiue-weekes  when  he  came  to  liuefcore. 
Th’  allufion  holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  ’Tis  true  indeed,  the  collufion  holds  in  the  exchange. 
Hoi.  God  comfort  thy  capacity,  I fay  th’allufion  holds  in 
the  .exchange. 

; Did.  And  I fay  the  pollufion  holds  in  the  exchange : 
for  the  moone  is  neuer  but  a month  old  : and  I fay  befide  that, 
’twas  a pricket  that  the  princelTe  kill’d. 

, Hoi.  Sir  Nathaniel,  will  you  heare  an  extemporall  epitaph 
on  die  death  of  the  deare,  and  to  humour  the  ignorant  call’d 
the  deare,  the  princeffe  kill’d  the  pricket. 

Nath.  Perge,  good  M.  Hohfernes,  perge,  fo  it  (hall  pleafe 
you  to  abrogate  fcurilitie. 

HoL  I will  fomething  affeff  the  letter,  for  it  argues  facilitic. 

The  prayfidl  princejfe  pearfl  and  prickt 
A prettie  p leafing  pricket. 

Some  fay  a fore,  hut  not  a fore. 

Till  now  made  fore  with  Jhooting.  .... 

The  dogges  did  yell,  put  ell  to  fore. 

Then  forell  lumps  from  thicket  : 

Or  pricket  fore,  or  elfe  forell, 

The  people  fall  a hooting, 
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If  fore  be  fore,  then  ell  to  fore^ 

Makes  fif  tie  fores  0 forell : 

Of  one  fore  1 an  hundred  make 
By  adding  hut  one  more  L, 

( 

Nath.  A rare  talent. 

Dul.  If  a talent  be  a claw,  looke  how  he  clawes  him  with  a 
talent. 

Nath.  This  is  a gift  that  I haue  fimple:  fimple,  a fooliHi 
cxtrauagant  fpirit,  full  of  formes,  figures,  fhapes,  obie^fs,  ideas, 
apprehenfions,  motions,  reuolutions.  Thefe'  are  begot  in  the 
ventricle  of  memorie,  nourilht  in  the  wombe  of  primater,  and 
deliuered  vpon  the  mellowing  of  occafion  : but  the  gift  is  good 
jn  thofe  in  whom  it  is  acute,  and  I am  thankfull  for  it. 

Hoi.  Sir,  I prayfe  the  Lord  for  you, and  foe  may  my  parifhlo- 
ners,  for  their  fonnes  are  well  tutor’d  by  you,  and  their  daugh- 
ters profit  very  greatly  vnder  you  : you  are  a good  member  of 
the  common-wealth. 

Nath  Me  hercle,  If  their  fonnes  be  ingenuous,  they  fnall 
want  no  inflru^fion  ; if  their  daughters  be  capable,  I will  put 
it  to  them.  But  Vir  fapit  qui  pauca  loquitur , a foulc  feminine 
faluteth  vs. 

Enter  laquenetta  and  the  Clowne. 

laqu.  God  giue  you  good  morrow.  M.  Perfon, 

Hath.  Mafter  Perfon,  quafi  Perfon  ? And  if  one  fhould  be 
perft,  which  is  the  one  \ 

CloiM.  Marry  M.  Shoolemafter,  he  that  is  liked  to  a hog- 
fhead. 

Nath.  Of  perfing  a hogfhead,  a good  1-udre  of  conceit  in  a 
turph  of  earth,  fire  enough  for  a flint,  pearle  enough  for  a 
fwine  : ’tis  prettie,  it  is  well 

laqu.  Good  mafter  parfon  be  fogood  as  reade  mee  this  letter, 

it 


\ 
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it  was  giuen  me  by  Cofiardy  aiid  fent  me  from  don  Armatho  r 
I befeech  you  reade  It. 

Nath,  Facile  precor  gleiddy  quando  peccas  omnia  fub  vmbra 
ruminaty  and  fo  forth.  Ah  good  oXd  Mantuan y I may  fpeake  ' 
of  thee  as  the  traueller  doth  of  Venice,  vemchicy  vencha,  que 
non  tevnde,  que  non  te  perroche.  Old  Mantuan,  old  Mantuan, 
Who  vnderftandeth  thee  not,  vt  refol  la  mi  fa  : vnder  pardon 
iir,  what  are  the  contents  ? or  rather  as  Horace  fayes  in  his, 
what  my  foule  verfes. 

Hoi.  I fir,  and  verie  learned. 

Nath.  Let  me  heare  a Aaife,  a flanze,  a verfe,  lege  domine. 

If  loue  make  me  forfworne,  how  (hall  I fweare  to  loue  ? 

Ah  neuer  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beautie  vow^ed. 

Though  to  myfelfe  forfworn,  to  thee  He  faithfull  proue. 

Thofe  thoughts  to  me  were  okes,  to  the  like  ofiers  bowed. 
Studie  his  byas  leaues,  and  makes  his  booke  thine  eyes. 

Where  all  thofe  pleafnres  hue,  that  art  would  comprehend. 

If  knowledge  be  the  marke,  to  know  thee  (hall  fuffice. 

Well  learned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thee  commend. 

All  ignorant  that  foule,  that  fees  thee  without  wonder. 

Which  is  to  me’  fome  prayfe,  that  I thy  parts  admire  ; 

Thy  eye  hues  lightning  beares,  thy  voyce  his  dreadful! 
thunder. 

Which  not  to  anger  bent,  Is  mufique,  and  fweet  (ire. 

Celeftial  as  thou  art,  O pardon  loue  this  wrong, 

That'fings  heauens  praiie  with  fuch  an  earthly  tongue. 

Fed,  You  finde  not  the  apoHrophas,  and  fo  miffe  the  accent. 
Let  me  fuperuife  the  cangenet. 

Nath.  Here  are  onely  numbers  ratified,  but  for  the  elegan- 
cy, facilitie,  and  golden  cadence  of  poefie  caret : Ouidius  Nafo 
was  the  man.  And  why  indeede  Nafo,  but  for  fmelling  out 
the  odoriferous  flowers  of  fancy  ? the  ierkes  of  inuention  imi- 
tarie  is  nothing : fo  doth  the  hound  his  mailer,  the  ape  his 

keeper. 
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keeper,  the  tyred  horfe  his  rider  : but  Damofella  Virgin^  was 
this  dire6i:ed  to  you  ? 

laqu.  1 fir,  from  one  mounfier  Berowne,  one  of  the  ftrange 
queenes  lords. 

Nath.  I will  ouerglance  the  fuperfcrlpt. 

To  the  fio'iv-'white  hand  of  the  moji  beauteous  lady  Rofaline,  I* 
will  looke  ap[aine  on  the  intelledl  of  the  letter,  for  the  nomina- 
tion  of  the  partie  written  to  the  perfon  written  vnto. 

Tour  lady  [hips  it  all  defined  imployment , Berowne. 

Per.  Sir  HokferneSy  this  Berowne  is  one  of  the  votaries  with 
the  king,  and  here  he  hath  framed  a letter  to  a fequent  of  the 
ftranger  queenes  : which  accidentally,  or  by  the  way  of  pro* 
grelTion,  hath  mifearried.  Trip  and  goe  my  fweete,  deliuer 
this  paper  into  the  hand  of  the  king,  it  may  concerne  much  : 
flay  not  thy  complement,  I forgiue  thy  duetie,  adue. 

Maid.  Good  Cofard  go  with  me  : 

Sir  God  faue  your  life. 

Cofi.  Hane  with  thee  my  girle.  Exit^ 

Hoi.  Sir  you  haue  done  this  in  the  feare  of  God  very  religi- 
oufly  : and  as  a certaine  father  faith. 

Fed.  Sir  tell  me  not  of  the  father,  I doe  feare  colourable 
colors.  But  to  return  to  the  verfes,  did  they  pleafe  you  fir 
Nathaniel  ? 

Nat.  Marueilous  well  for  the  pen. 

Peda.  I do  dine  to  day  at  the  fathers  of  a certaine  pupill  of 
mine,  where  if  (being  repafl)  it  fliall  pleafe  you  to  gratiile  the 
table  with  a grace,  I will  on  my  priuiledge  I haue  with  the  pa- 
rents of  the  forefaid  childe  or  pupill,  vndertake  your  bien 
vonuto,  where  I will  proue  thofe  verfes  to  be  very  vnlearned, 
neither  fauouring  of  poetrie,  wit,  nor  inuention.  I befeech 
your  focietie. 

Nat.  And  thanke  you  to  : for  focietie  (faith  the  text)  is  the 
happineffe  of  life. 

Peda.  And  certes  the  text  moft'infallibly  concludes  it.  Sir 

I doe 
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I doe  inuiteyou  too,  you  fhall  not  fay  me  nay  : j>auca  verba. 
Away,  the  gentles  are  at  their  game,  and  we  will  to  our  re- 
creation. Exeunt. 

Enter  Berowne  'ivith  a paper  in  his  hand,  alone. 

Bero.  The  king  he  is  hunting  the  deare, 
lam  courfing  my  felfe. 

They  haue  pitcht  a toyle,  I am  toyling  in  a pytch,  pitch  that 
defiles,  defile  a foule  word  : well,  fet  thee  downe  forrow  ; for 
fo  they  fay  the  foole  faid,  and  fo  fay  I,  and  I the  foole  : well 
proued  wit.  By  the  Lord  this  loue  is  as  mad  as  Aiax,  it  kils 
fheepe,  it  kills  mee,  I a fheep : well  proued  againe  a my  fide. 
I will  not  loue ; if  I doe  hang  mee  : yfaith  I will  not.  O but 
her  eye : by  this  light,  but  for  her  eye,  I would  not  loue  her  ; 
yes,  for  her  two  eyes.  Well,  I doe  nothing  In  the  world  but 
lye,  and  lye  in  my  throate.  By  heauen  I doe  loue,  and  it  hath 
taught  me  to  rim.e,  and  to  be  mallichollie  : and  here  is  part 
of  my  rime,  and  heere  my  mallicholie.  Well,  fhe  hath  one 
a’my  fonnets  already,  the  clowne  bore  it,  the  foole  fent  it,  and 
the  lady  hath  it  : fweet  clowne,  fweeter  foole,  fweetefl:  lady. 
By  the  world,  I would  not  care  a pin,  if  the  other  three  were 
in.  Here  comes  one  with  a paper,  God  giue  him  grace  to 
grone. 

He  Jlands  afide.  The  king  entreth. 

• Kin.  Ay  mee  ! 

Ber.  Shot  by  heauen : proceede  fweet  Cupid,  thou  hail 
thumpt  him  with  thy  birdbolt  vnder  the  left  pap  : in  faith 
fecrets. 

King,  So  fweet  a kiffe  the  golden  funne  giues  not. 

To  thofe  frefh  morning  drops  vpon  the  rofe. 

As  thy  eye  beames,  when  their  frefh  rayfe  haue  fmot. 

The  night  of  dew  that  on  my  cheekes  downe  flowes. 

Nor  (bines  the  filuer  moone  one  halfe  fo  bright. 

Through  the  tranfparant  bofome  of  the  deepe, 

As  doth  thy  face  through  teares  of  mine  giue  light : 


Thou 
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Thou  fliin’ft  in  euery  teare  that  I doe  weepe. 

No  drop,  but  as  a coach  doth  carry  thee : 

So  rideft  thou  triumphing  in  my  woe. 

Do  but  behold  the  teares  that  fwell  in  me. 

And  they  thy  glory  through  my  griefe  will  fhow : 

But  doe  not  loue  thy  felfe,  then  thou  wilt  keepe 
My  teares  for  glalTes  and  ftill  make  me  weepe. 

O queene  of  qiieenes,  how  farre  doft  thou  excell. 

No  thought  can  thinke,  nor  tongue  of'mortall  tell. 

How  fliall  die  know  my  griefes  ? He  drop  the  paper. 

Sweet  leaues  fhade  folly.  Who  is  he  comes  heer  ? 

The  king  Jlcps  afide. 

Enter  Longauile. 

What  Longaiiillj  and  reading  : liden  eare. 

Ber.  Now  in  thy  likenefle,  one  more  foole  appeare. 

Long.  Ay  me,  I am  forfworne. 

Ber.  W^'hy,  he  comes  in  like  a periure,  wearing  papers. 
Long.  In  loue  I hope,  fvveet  fellowfhip  in  fhame. 

Ber.  One  drunkard  loues  another  of  the  name. 

Lon.  Ami  the  fird,  that  haue  beene  periur’d  fo  ? 

Ber.  I could  put  thee  in  comfort,  not  by  two  that  I know. 
Thou  maked  the  triumphery,  the  corner  cap  of  focietie, 

The  diape  of  loues  Tiburney  that  hangs  vp  fimplicitie. 

Lon.  I feare  thefe  dubborn  lines  lack  power  to  moue, 

O fweet  emprefi'e  of  my  loue,  ' 

Thefe  numbers  will  I teare,  and  write  in  profe. 

Ber.  O rimes  are  gards  on  wanton  Cupids  hofe. 

Disfigure  not  his  diop. 

Lon.  This  fame  diall  goe. 

i 

He  reades  the  Sonnet. 

7)  ID  not  the  heaiienly  rhetorick  of  thine  eye, 

Gainji  'whom  the  'ivorld  cannot  hold  argument, 

Perfwade  my  heart  to-  this  falfe  periurie  ? 

V O'Wes  for  thee  broke  deferiies  not  pumfoment, 
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A woman  I forfwore,  but  I will  proiie^ 

Thou  being  a goddejfe,  Iforfwore  not  thee* 

My  vow  was  earthly y thou  a heauenly  hue. 

Thy  grace  being  gain’d,  cures  all  difgrace  inme* 
Vowes  are  but  breath,  and  breath  a vapour  is. 
Then  thou  fair  fun,  which  on  my  earth  doejl  Jhine, 
Exhaleji  this  vapor-voiv,  in  thee  it  is  : 

If  broken,  then  it  is  no  fault  of  mine  : 

If  by  me  broke,  what  foole  is  not  fo  wife. 

To  lofe  an  oath,  to  win  a paradife  ? 

Ber.  This  is  the  liuer  veine,  which  makes  flefli  a deitie. 
A greene  goofe,  a coddefTe,  pure  pure  idolatrie. 

God  amend  vs,  God  amend,  we  are  much  out  o’th’way. 

Enter  Dumaine. 

Lon,  By  whom  fliall  I fend  this  (company  ?)  Stay. 
Bero.  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant  play, 

Like  a demie  god,  here  fit  I in  the  Ikie, 

And  wretched  fooles  fecrets  heedfully  ore-eye. 

More  fackes  to  the  myll.  O heauens  I haue  my  wifli, 
Pitmaine  transform’d,  foure  woodcocks  in  a difli. 

Dum.  O moil  diuine  Kate. 

Bero.  O mod:  prophane  coxcombe. 

Dum.  By  heauen  the  wonder  of  a mortall  eye. 

Bero.  By  earth  die  is  not,  corporall,  there  you  lye. 
Dum.  Her  amber  haires  for  foule  hath  amber  coted. 
Ber.  An  amber  coloured  rauen  was  well  noted. 

Dum.  As  vpright  as  the  cedar. 

Ber.  Stoope  I fay  her  (boulder  Is  with-child. 

Dum.  As  faire  asda3\  i 

Ber.  I as  fome  dayes,  but  then  no  funne  mud  fhine. 
Dum.  O that  I had  my  wlfli. 

Lon.  And  I had  mine. 


Kin. 
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Kin,  And  mine  too  good  lord. 

Ber.  Amen,  fo  I had  mine  : is  not  that  a good  word  ? 
Dum.  I would  forget  her,  but  a feuer  fhe 
Raignes  in  my  bloud,  and  will  remembred  be. 

Ber.  A feuer  in  your  bloud,  why  then  incifion 
Would  let  her  out  in  fawcers,  fweet  mifprifion. 

Dum.  Once  more  He  read  the  ode  that  1 haue  writ, 

Ber.  Once  more  He  marke  how  loue  can  vary  wit. 

Dumaine  reades  his  Sonnet. 

ON  a dayy  alack  the  day  : 

Loue,  ’whofe  motith  is  euery  May, 

Spied  a blojfome  pajjlng  fair Cy 
Playing  in  the  'wanton  ayre  : 

Through  the  veluety  leaues  the  winde. 

All  unfeenCy  can  paffage  fnde. 

That  the  louer  ficke  to  deathy 
Wijh  himjelfe  the  he  aliens  breath. 

Ayre  {quoth  he)  thy  cheekes  may  blo'we, 

Ayre,  would  I might  triumph  fo. 

But  alacke  my  hand  is  fwornCy 
Nere  to  plucke  thee  from  thy  throne  ; 

Vow  alacke  for  youth  vnmeete 
Louth  fo  apt  to  plucke  a fweete. 

Doe  not  call  it  finne  in  me. 

That  lam  forfworne  for  thee. 

Thou  for  whom  loue  would  fmearCy 
luno  but  an  jSlthiope  werey 
And  denie  himfelfe  for  loue. 

Turning  mortall  for  thy  loue. 

This  will  I fend,  and  fomething  elfe  more  plalne. 

That  (hall  exprelTe  my  true-loues  falling  paine. 

O would  the  king,  Berowne  and  Longauill, 

Were  iouers  two,  ill  to  example  ill, 
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Would  fporu  my  forehead  wipe  a periur’d  note  : 

For  none  offend,  where  all  alike  do  dote. 

Lon.  Diimainc,  thy  loue  is  farre  from  charitie, 

That  in  loues  griefe  defir’H:  focietie: 

You  may  looke  pale,  but  I fhould  blufh  I know, 

To  be  ore-heard;  and  taken  napping  fo. 

Kim  Come  fir,  you  blufli  : as  his  your  cafe  is  fuch 
You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  tcs  much, 

You  doe  not  loue  Adaria  ? Lcngauile, 

Did  neuer  fonnet  for  her  fake  compile  ; 

Nor  neuer  lay  his  wreathed  armes  atwhart 
His  louing  bofome,  to  keepe  downe  his  heart. 

I haue  beene  clofely  fhrovvded  in  this  bufli, 

And  markt  you  both,  and  for  you  both  did  blufli. 

I heard  your  guilty  rimes,  obferu’d  you  fafnion : 

Saw  fighes  reeke  from  you,  noted  well  your  paffion. 
Aye  me,  fayes  one ! O lone!  the  other  cries  ! 

On  her  haires  v/ere  gold,  chriflall  the  others  eyes.' 
You  would  for  paradife  breake  faith  and  troth, 

And  lone  for  your  loue,  would  infringe  an  oath. 

What  will  Berci-vnc  fay  when  that  he  fhall  heare 
Faith  infringed  : which  fuch  zeale  did  fweare- 
How  will  he  fcorne  ? how  will  he  fpend  his  wit  ? ‘ 

I 

How  will  he  triumph,  leape,  and  laugh  at  it  ? 

For  all  the  wealth  that  euer  I did  fee, 

I would  not  haue  him  know  fo  much  by  me.' 

Bero.  Now  ftep^I  forth  to  whip  hypocrifie. 

Ah  good  my  Hedge,  I pray  thee  pardon  me. 

Good  heart,  what  grace  hafl  thou  thus  to  reproue 
Thefe  wormes  for  louing,  that  art  moff  in  loue  ? 
Your  eyes  doe  make  mo  couches  in  your  teares. 
There  is  no  certaine  princeffe  that  appeares. 

You’ll  not  be  periur’d  ’tis  a hatefull  thing  : 

TuHi,  none  but  minflrels  like  of  fonneting. 
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But  are  you  not  afiiam’d  ? nay,  arey'ou  not  • ' 

All  three  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  ore’lhot  ? 

You  found  his  moth,  the  king  your  moth  did  fee  : 

But  I a beame  doe  finde  in  each  of  three. 

O what  a fcene  of  fool’ry  haue  I feene. 

Of  fighes,  of  grones,  of  forrow,  and  of  teene  : 

0 me,  with  what  flridl  patience  haue  I fat,  * 

To  fee  a king  tranformed  to  a gnat  ? 

'To  fee  great  Hercules  whipping  a gigge, 

And  profound  Salomon  tuning  a iygge  ? 

And  Nejior  play  at  puQi-pin  with  the  boyes. 

And  criticke  Timon  laugh  at  idle  toyles, 

' Where  lies  thy  griefe  ? O’ tell  me  good  Dumaine  ? 

And  gentle  Longauill,  where  lies  thy  paine  ? 

And  where  my  hedges  ? all  about  the  bred  : 

A candle  hoa  ! 

Kin.  Too  bitter  is  thy  ieft. 

Are  wee  betrayed  thus  to  thy  ouer-view  ? 

'Ber.  Not  you  by  me,  but  I betrayed  to  you. 

1 that  am  honed,  I that  hold  it  finne 
To  breake  the  vow  I am  ingaged  in. 

I am  betrayed  by  keeping  company 
With  men,  like  men  of  incondancie. 

When  fhall  you  fee  me  write  a thing  in  rime  ? 

Or  grone  for  loane  P or  fpend  a minutes  time. 

In  pruning  mee,  when  fhall  you  heare  that  I will  praife  a hand, 
a foot,  a face,  an  eye : a gate,  a date,  a brow,  a bred,  a wade, 
a legge,  a limme. 

Kin.  Soft,  whither  a-way  fo  fad  ? 

A trae  man,  or  a theefe,  that  gallops  fo. 

Ber.  I pod  from  loue,  good  louer  let  me  go. 

Enter  laquenetta  and  Clowne. 

laqiic.  God  blede  the  king. 

D d 3 


t 


What 


Loues  Labour’s  lost. 

Kin,  What  prefent  haifl:  thou  there  ? 

Clow.  Some  certaine  treafon. 

Kin.  What  makes  treafon  here  ? 

Clo.  Nay  it  makes  nothing  fir. 

Kin.  If  it  marre  nothing  neither. 

The  treafon  and  you  goe  in  peace  away  together. 

Iqque.  I befeech  your  grace  let  this  letter  be  read, 

Our  perfon  mif-doubts  it:  it  was  treafon  he  faid. 

Kin.  BerownCj  readitouer.  \He  reads  the  letter. 

Kin.  Where  hadfl  thou  it  ? 
laque.  Of  Cojiard. 

King.  Where  hadfl  thou  it  ? 

Cojl.  Of  dun  Adramadio,  dun  Adrimadio. 

Kin.  How  now,  what  is  in  you  ? why  dofl  thou  teare  it  ? 
Ber.  A toy  my  liedge,  a toy  : your  grace  needes  not  feare  it. 
Long.li  did  moue  him  to  pafTion,  and  therefore  let’s  heareit. 
Dum.  It  is  Berownes  writing,  and  heefe  is  his  name. 

Ber,  Ah  you  whorefon  loggerhead  you  were  borne  to  doe 
me  fhame. 

Guilty  my  lord,  guilty:  I confefTe,  I confefTe. 

Kin.  What  ? 

- Ber.  That  you  three  fooles,  lackt  mee  foole,  to  make  vp 
the  mefTe, 

He,  he,  and  3^ou:  and  you  my  liedge,  and  I, 

Are  plcke-purfes  in  loue,  and  we  deferue  to  die. 

O difmifie  this  audience,  and  I fhall  tell  you  more. 

Dum.  Now  the  number  is  euen. 

Berow.  True  true,  we  are  foure  '.  will  thefe  turtles  be  gone. 
Kin.  Hence  firs,  away. 

Clow.  Walk  afide  the  true  folke,  and  let  the  tray  tors  flay. 
Ber.  Sweet  lords,  fweet  louers,  O let  vs  imbrace. 

As  true  we  are  as  flefh  and  bloud  can  be, 

The  fea  will  ebbe  and  flow,  heauen  will  fhew  his  face : 

Young  bloud  doth  not  obey  an  old  decree, 
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We  cannot  crofle  the  canfe  why  we  are  borne : 

Therefore  of  all  hands  muff  we  be  forfworne. 

King.  What,  did  thefe  rent  lines  fhew  fome  loue  of  thine  t 
Ber.  Did  they  quoth  you  ? Who  fees  the  heauenly  Ro~ 
faViney 

That  (like  a rude  and  fauage  man  of  hide) 

At  the  firff  opening  of  the  gorgeous  eaft, 

Bowes  not  his  vaffall  head,  and  ftrooken  blinde. 

KilTes  the  bafe  ground  with  obedient  breaft  ? 

What  pcremptorieeagle-fighted  eye 
Dares  looke  vpon  the  heauen  of  her  brow, 

That  is  not  blinded  by  her  maieftie  ? 

Kin.  What  zeale,  what  furie,  hath  infpir’d  thee  now  ? 

My  loue  (her  miffrefle)  is  a gracious  moone, 

Shee  (an  attending  flarre)  fcarce  feene  a light. 

Ber.  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I Berowne^ 

O,  but  for  my  loue  day  would  turne  to  night. 

Of  all  complexions  the  cul’d  foueraignety, 

Doe -meet  as  at  a faire  in  her  faire  cheeke. 

Where  feuerall  worthies  make  one  dignity. 

Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  it  felfe  doth  feeke. 

Lend  me  the  florilh  of  all  gentle  tongues. 

Fie  painted  rhetoricke,  O fhe  needs  it  not. 

To  things  of  fale  a fellers  praife  belongs  : 

She  palTes  praife,  then  praife  too  Ihort  doth  blot, 

A withered  hermite,  fiuefcore  winters  worne, 

Might  (hake  of  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye  : 

Beauty  doth  varnilh  age,  as  if  new  borne. 

And  giues  the  crutch  the  cradles  iofancie. 

O’tis  the  funne,  that  maketh  all  things  fhine. 

King.  By  heauen,  thy  loue  is  blacke  as  ebonie, 

Berow.  Is  ebonie  like  her  ? O word  diuine  I 
A wife  of  fuch  wood  were  felicitie. 
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O who  can  giue  an  oath  ? Where  is  a booke  ? 

That  I may  fweare  beauty  doth  beauty  lacke. 

If  .that  file  learne  not  of  her  eye  to  looke : 

No  face  is  fairs  that  is  not  full  fo  blacke. 

* Kiti.  O paradoxe,  blacke  is  the  badge  of  hell. 

The  hue  of  dungeons,  and  the  fchoole  of  night  : 

And  beauties  crefl  becomes  the  heauens  well. 

Ber.  Deuils  foonefl  tempt  refembling  fpirits  of  light, 

O if  in  blacke  my  ladies  browes  be  deckt. 

It  mournes,  that  painting  vfurping  haire 
Should  rauifh  doters  with  a falfe  afpe(ft : 

And  therefore  is  fhe  borne  to  make  black,  faire. 

Her  fauour  turnes  the  fafhion  of  the  dayes, 

For  natiue  blood  is  counted  painting  now. 

And  therefore  red,  that  would  auoyd  difpraife. 

Paints  it  fdlfe  blacke,  to  imitate  her  brow. 

Piim,  To  looke  like-her  are  chimny  fweepers  blacke. 
Lon.  And  fince  her  time,  are  colliers  counted  bright. 
King,  And  JEthiops  of  their  fweet  complexion  cracke. 
Diim.  Dark  needs  no  candles  now,  for  dark  is  light. 
Ber.  Your  niiftrefTes  dare  neuer  come  in  raine, 

For  feare  heri  colours  fhould  be  wafht  away. 

Kin.  ’Twere  good  yours  did  : for  fir  to  tell  you  plains. 
He  finde  a fairer  face  not  wafht  to  day. 

Ber.  He  prone  her  faire,  or  taike  till  doomes-day  here. 
Kin.  No  diuell  will  fright  thee  then  fo  much  as  fhee. 
Dima.  I neuer  knew  man  hold  vile  fluffe  fo  deere. 

Lon.  Looke  heer^s  thy  loue,  my  foot  and  her  face  fee. 
Ber.  O if  the  ftreetes  were  paued  with  thine  eyes, 

Her  feet  were  much  too  dainty  for  fuch  tread. 

Duma.  O vile,  then  as  fhe  goes  what  vpward  lies  ? 

The  ffreet  fhould  fee,  as  fhe  walk’d  ouer  head. 
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Kin,  But  what  of  this  are  we  not  all  in  loue  ? 

Ber,  O nothing  fo  fure,  and  thereby  all  forfworne. 

Kin,  Then  leaue  this  chat,  and  good  Berowne  now  prouc 
Our  louing,  lawfull,  and  our  faith  not  tome. 

Dim,  I marry  there,  fome  flattery  for  this  euill. 

Long.  O fome  authority  how  to  proceed, 

Some  tricks,  fome  quillets,  how  to  cheat  the  diuell. 

Dum.  Some  falue  for  perlurie. 

Bck.  O ’tis  more  then  neede. 

Haue  at  you  then  afle6lions  men  at  armes, 

Confider  what  you  firfl:  did  fweare  vnto  : , 

To  faft,  to  fludy,  and  to  fee  no  woman  : 

Flat  treafon  againfl:  the  kingly  flate  of  youth. 

Say,  can  you  fafl:  ? your  flomacks  are  too  young. 

And  abflinence  ingenders  maladies. 

And  where  that  you  haue  vowd  to  fludie  (lords) 

In  that  each  of  you  haue  forfworne  his  booke. 

Can  you  flill  dreame  and  pore,  and  thereon  looke. 

For  when  would  you  my  lord,  or  you,  or  you, 

Haue  found  the  ground  of  fludies  excellence. 

Without  the  beautie  of  a womans  face. 

From  womens  eyes  this  do6liine  I deriue, 

They  are  the  ground,  the  bookes,  the  academs. 

From  whence  doe  fpnng  the  true  Promethean  fire, 

Why,  vniuerfall  plodding  poyfons  vp. 

The  nimble  fpirits  in  the  arteries. 

As  motion  and  long  during  a(fl:ion  tyres 
The  finnowy  vigour  of  the  traueller. 

Now  for  not  looking  on  a womans  face. 

You  haue  in  that  forfworne  the  vfe  of  eyes. 

And  fludie  too,  the  caufer  of  your  vow. 

For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world. 

Teaches  fuch  beautie  as  a womans  eye : 

Learning  is  but  an  adiundl  to  our  felfe. 
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And  where  we  are,  our  learning  likewife  is. 

Then  when  ourfelues  we  fee  in  ladies  eye. 

With  our  felues. 

Doe  we  not  likewife  fee  our  learning  there  ? 

O we  haue  made  a vow  to  ftudie,  lords. 

And  in  that  vow  we  haue  forfworne  our  bookes : 

For  when  would  you  (my  liege)  or  you,  or  you  ? 

In  leaden  contemplation  haue  found  out, 

Such  fiery  numbers,  as  the  prompting  eyes 
Of  beauties  tutors  haue  inricht  you  with  : 

Other  flow  arts  intirely  keepe  the  braine  : 

And  therefore  finding  barren  pradlizers, 

Scarce  fliew  a haruell:  of  their  heauie  toyle. 

But  loue  firfi:  learned  in  a ladies  eyes, 

- Lines  not  alone  emured  in  the  braine  : 

But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements, 

Courfes  as  fwift  as  thought  in  euery  power. 

And  giues  to  euery  power  a double  power, 

Aboue  their  functions  and  their  offices. 

It  addes  a precious  feeing  to  the  eye  : 

A loners  eyes  will  gaze  an  eagle  blind. 

A louers  eare  will  heare  the  lowefl  found.' 

When  the  fufpitious  head  of  theft  is  flopt. 

Loues  feeling  is  more  foft  and  fenfible, 

Then  are  the  tender  homes  of  cockled  fnailes. 

Loues  tongue  proues  dainty,  Bacchus  groffe  in  tafie. 
For  valour,  is  not  loue  a Hercules  ? 

Still  diming  trees  in  the  Hefporides. 

Sub  till  as  Sphinx  : as  fweet  and  muficall 
As  bright  Apollo’s^  lute,  flrung  with  his  halre. 

And  when  loue  fpeakes,  the  voyce  of  all  the  godsj 
Make  heauen  drowfie  with  the  harmonic. 

Neuer  durft  poet  touch  a pen  to  write. 

Vntill  his  inks  were  tempred  with  loues  fighes : 
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O then  his  lines  would  rauifh  fauage  cares, 

And  plant  in  tyrants  milde  humilitie. 

From  weomens  eyes  this  do6lrine  I deriue. 

They  fparkle  flill  the  right  Promethean  fire, 

They  are  the  bookes,  the  arts,  the  academes,  ' 

That  fhew,  containe,  and  nourifh  all  the  world. 

Elfe  none  at  all  in  ought  proues  excellent. 

T hen  fooles  you  were,  thefe  women  to  forfweare  : 

Or  keeping  what  is  fworne,  you  will  proue  fooles. 

For  wifdomes  fake  a word,  that  all  men  loue  : 

Or  for  loues  fake,  a word  that  loues  all  men. 

Or  for  mens  fake,  the  author  of  thefe  women  : 

Or  womens  fake,  by  whom  we  men,  are  men. 

Let’s  once  loofe  our  oathes  to  find  ourfelues, 

Or  elfe  we  loofe  our  felues,  to  keepe  our  oathes  : 

It  is  religiorf  to  be  thus  forfworne. 

For  chariiie  it  felfe  fulfills  the  law  : 

And  who  can  feuer  loue  from  charitie. 

Kin.  Saint  Cupid  then,  and  fouldiers  to  the  field. 

Ber.  Aduance  your  ftandards,  and  vpon  them  lords. 
Pell,  mell,  downe  with  them  : but  be  firft  aduis’d, 
Inconfiifl  that  you  get  the  funne  of  them. 

Long.  Now  to  plaine  dealing,  lay  thefe  glozes  by. 
Shall  we  refolue  to  woe  thefe  girles  of  France  ? 

Kin.  And  winne  them  too,  therefore  let  vs  deuife, 
Some  entertainment  for  them  in  their  tents. 

Ber.  Firft  from  the  park,  let  vs  condu(ft:  them  thither, 
Then  homeward  eiiery  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  his  faire  miftreffe,  in  the  afternoone 
We  will  with  fome  ftrange  paftime  folace  them  : 

Such  as  the  fhortnefte  of  the  time  can  fhape. 

For  reuels,  dances,  malices,  and  merrie  houres, 
Fore«runne  faire  loue,  ftrewing  her  way  with  flowers. 
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Kin.  Away,  away,  no  time  ^hall  be  omitted, 

That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  vs  be  fitted. 

Ber.  Alone,  alone  fowed  cockell,  reap’d  no  come, 

And  iuflide  always  whirles  in  eqnall  meafure  : 

Light  wenches  may  prone  plagues  to  men  forfworne. 

If  fo  our  copper  buyes  no  better  treafure. 

Exeunt, 


ACTUS  Q^U  A P.  T U S. 

Enter  the  Curate  Dull. 

Pedant,  Satis  quid fufficit. 

Curat.  I praife  God  for  you,  your  reafons  at  dinner  haue 
beene  fharpe  and  fententious : pleafant  without  fcurrillitie, 
witty  without  afFe^lion,  audacious  without  impudencie,  learn- 
ed without  opinion,  and  firange  without  herefie  : I did  con- 
uerfe  this  quondam  day  w'ith  a companion  of  the  kings,  who  is 
intituled,  nominated,  or  called,  Don  Adriano^  de  Armatho. 

Ped.  Noui  hominum  tanqiiatef  his  humour  is  lofty,  his  dif- 
courfe  peremptorie,  his  tongue  filed,  his  eye  ambitious,  his 
gate  maiefricall,  and  his  generalfbehauiour  vaine,  ridiculous, 
and  thrafonicall.  He  is  too  picked,  too  fpruce,  too  afFefled, 
too  odde,  as  it  were  too  peregrinate,  as  I may  call  it. 

Curat,  A moil  lingular  and  choyce  epithat, 

Draw  out  his  table  booke, 

Peda.  He  draweth  out  the  thred  of  his  verbofitie,  finer  then 
the  ftaple  of  his  argument.  I abhor  fuch  phanaticall  phanta- 
fims,  fuch  infociable  and  poynt  deuife  companions,  fuch  rack- 
ets of  ortographie,  as  to  fpeake  dout  fine,  w^hen  he  fhould  fay 
doubt;  det,  when  he  fliould  pronounce  debt;  debt  not  det : 

he 
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he  clepeth  a calf,  caufe:  halfe,  haufe  : neighbour  vocatur 
nebour  ; neigh  abreuiated  ne  : this  is  abhominable,  which  he 
would  call  abhominable  : it  infinuateth  me  of  infamie  : 7ie  in- 
telligis  domine,  to  make  franticke,  lunaticke  ? 

Cura.  Laiis  deo,  bene  intelligo. 

Peda.  Borne  boon  for  boon  prefciajiy  a little  fcratcht,  ’twii 
ferue. 

I 

Enter  Bragart,  Boy. 

Ciitat.  Videsne  qiiis  venit  P 

Peda.  Video,  dr  gaudeo. 

^ Brag.  Chirra.  ' 

Peda.  ^lari  chirra,  not  firra  ? 

Brag.  Men  of  peace  well  incountred. 

Ped.  Mod:  militarie  fir  fid‘»atation. 

Boy.  They  haue  becne  at  a great  feafi:  of  languages,  and 
flolne  fcraps. 

Clow:  O they  haue  lin’d  long  on  the  almes-bafket  of  words. 
I maruell  thy  M.  hath  not  eaten  thee  for  a word,  for  thou  art 
not  fo  long  by  the  head  as  honorificabilitudinitatibus : thou  art 
eafier  fwallowed  then  a flapdragon. 

Page.  Peace,  the  peale  begins. 

Brag.  Mounfier,  are  you  not  lettred  ? 

Pag.  Yes,  yes,  he  teaches  boyes  the  horne-booke  : 

What  is  Ab  fpeld  backward  with  the  home  on  his  head  ? 

Peda.  Ba,  with  a home  added. 

Pag.  Ba  mod;  feely  dieepe,  with  a home  : you  heare  his 
learning. 

Peda,  ^iis,  qiiis,  thou  confonant 

Page.  The  lad:  of  the  fine  vowels  if  You  repeate  them,  or 
the  lift  if  I. 

Peda.  I will  repeate  them  : a e I. 

Page.  The  fheepe,  the  other  two  concludes  it  o u. 

Brag,  Now  by  the  fait  waue  of  the  mcditeraneum,  a fweet 
' tutck. 
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tutch,  a quicke  veine  we  of  wit,  fnip  fnap,  quick  and  home, 
it  reioyceth  my  intellect,  true  wit. 

Page.  Offered  by  a childe  to  an  olde  man  : which  is  wit- 
old. 

Peda.  What  is  the  figure  ? What  is  the  figure  ? 

Page.  Hornes. 

Peda.  Thou  difputes  like  an  infant  : goe  whip  thy  gigge. 

Pag.  Lend  me  your  home  to  make  one,  and  I will  whip 
about  your  infamie  vnum  cita  a gigge  of  a cuckolds  home. 

Clow.  And  I had  but  one  pennie  in  the  world,  thou  fliould’fl: 
haue  it  to  buy  gingerbread  : hold,  there  is  the  very  remunera- 
tion I had  of  thy  mafler,  thou  halfe  pennie  purfe  of  wit,  thou 
pidgeon-egge  of  difcretion.  O and  the  heauens  were  fo  pleafed, 
that  thou  wert  but  my  bailai'd  : what  a ioyfull  father  wouldfl 
thou  make  mee?  Goe  to,  thou.hafl  it  addungilf  at  the  fingers 
ends  as  they  fay. 

Peda.  -Oh  I fmell  falfe  Latine,  dunghel,' for  vnguem. 

Brag.  Arts-man  praamhulat ^ we  will  be  fingled  from  the  bar- 
barous. Do  you  not  educate  youth  at  the  charge’ houfe  on  the 
top  of  the  mountaine  ? 

Peda.  Or  mons  the  hill. 

Brag.  At  your  fweete  pleafure,  for  the  mountaine. 

Peda.  I doe  fans  quejlion. 

Bra.  Sir,  it  is  the  kings  fweet  pleafure  and  affedlion,  to  con- 
gratulate the  princelfe  at  her  pauillion,  in  the  pqfteriors  of  this 
day,  which  the  rude  multitude  call  the  after-noone. 

Ped.  mho  p after ior  of  the  day,  mofl  generous  fid,  is  liable, 
congruent,  and  meafureable  for  the  afternoon  : the  word  is 
well  culd,  chofe  fweet,  and  apt  I doe  affure  fir,  I doe  affure. 

Brag.  Sir,  the  king  is  a noble  gentleman,  and  my  familiar, 
I doe  affure  you  very  good  friend : for  what  is  inward  be- 
tweene  vs,  let  it  paffe,  I doe  befeech  thee  remeber  thy  curte- 
lie.  I befeech  thee  apparrell  thy  head  : and  among  other  im„ 
portunate  and  moft  ferious  defigns,  and  of  grea.t  import  indeed 
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too : but  let  that  pafTe,  for  I muft  tell  thee  it  will  pleafe  his 
grace  (by  the  world)  fometime  to  leane  vpon  my  poore  (houlder, 
and  with  his  royall  hnger  thus  dallie  with  my  excrement,  with 
my  muftachio  : but  fweete  heart  let  that  pafTe.  By  theworld  I 
recount  no  fable,  fome  certaine  fpeciall  honours  it  pleafeth  his 
greatnefTe  to  impart  to  Armado  a fouldier,  a man  of  trauell, 
that  hath  feene  the  world  : but  let  that  pafTe  ; the  very  all  of 
all  is  : but  Tweet  heart  I doe  implore  fecrecie,  that  the  king 
would  haue  mee  prefent  the  princefTe  (fweet  chucke)  with 
fome  delightfull  oftentation,  or  fliow  or  pageant,  or  anticke, 
or  fire-worke  : now,  vnderflanding  that  the  curate  and  your 
fweet  felfe  are  good  at  fuch  eruptions,  and  fodaine  breaking 
i)ut  of  myrth  (as  it  were)  I haue  acquainted  you  withall,  to 
the  end  to  craue  your  afTihance. 

Pcda.  Sir,  you  fhall  prefent  before  her  the  Nine  Worthies. 
Sir,  Holofernes^  as  concerning  fome  entertainment  of  time, 
fome  fhow  in  the  pofterior  of  this  day,  to  be  rendred  by  our 
alTiflants  the  kings  command : and  this  mofl  gallant,  illuflrate 
and- learned  gentleman,  before  the  princefTe  : I fay  none  fo  fit 
as  to  prefent  the  Nine  Worthies. 

Curat.  Where  will  you  finde  men  worthle  enough  to  pre- 
fent them  ? 

Peda.  lofua,  your  felfe  : my  felfe,  and  this  gallant  gentle- 
man, ludas  Maccabeus ; this  fwaine  (becaufe  of  his  great 
limme  or  ioynt)  fhall  pafTe  Pompey  the  great,  the  page  Hercules, 

Brag.  Pardon  fir  error  : he  is  notquantitie  enough  for  that 
worthies  thumb,  he  is  not  fo  big  as  the  end  of  his  club. 

. Peda.  Shall  I haue  audience  ? he  fhall  prefent  Hercules  in 
minoritie  : his  enter  and  exit^  fhall  be  firangling  a fijake  ; and 
I will  haue  an  apologie  for  that  purpofe. 

Pag.  An  excellent  deuice : fo  if  any  of  the  audience  hifTe, 
you  may  cry,  well  done  Hercules ^ now  thou  crulhefl:  the  fnake ; 
that  is  the  way  to  make  an  offence  gracious,  though  few  haue 
the  grace  to  doe  it. 

Brag, 
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Brag.  For  the  reO:  of  the  worthies  ? 

Peda.  I will  play  three  my  felfe.  , 

Pag.  Thrice  worthie  gentleman. 

Brag.  Shall  I tell  you  a thing. 

Pcda.  We  attend. 

Brag.  We  will  haiie,  if  this  fadge  not,  an  antique,  I befeech 
you  follow. 

Ped.  Fia  good-man  Dtdly  thou  had:  fpoken  no  word  all  this 
while. 

Didl.  Nor  vnderdood  none  neither  fir. 

Ped.  Alone,  we  will  imploy  thee. 

Dull.  He  make  one  in  a dance,  or  fo  : or  I will  play  on  the 
tabor  to  the  worthies,  and  let  them  dance  the  hey.  , 

Ped.  Mod:  Didlf  honed  Didlj  to  our  fport  away. 

Exit. 

Enter  ladies. 

Sweet  hearts  we  dial  I be  rich  ere  we  depart. 

If  fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in. 

A lady  wal’d  about  with  diamonds  : looke  you,  what  I haue 
from  the  louing  king. 

Bo/a.  Madam,  came  nothing  elfe  along  with  that  ? 

Nothing  but  this  : yes  as  much  loue  in  rime. 

As  would  be  cram’d  vp  in  a dieet  of  paper 
Writ  on  both  fides  the  leafe,  margent  and  all. 

That  he  was  faine  to  feale  on  Cupids  name. 

Rofa.  That  was  the  way  to  make  his  God-head  wax  : 

For  he  hath  beene  due  thoufand  yeeres  a boy. 

Kath.  I,  and  a ilirewd  vnhappie  gallowes  too. 

Rofa.  You’ll  neere  be  friends  with  him,  a kild  your  dder. 
Kath.  He  made  her  melancholy,  fad,  and  heauy,  and  fa 
die  died  : had  die  beene  light  like  you,  of  fuch  a merrie  nim- 
ble dirring  fpirit,  die  might  a bin  a grandam  ere  die  died. 
And  fo  may  you  : for  a light  heart  Hues  long, 

Rof 
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Rof»  What’s  your  darkc  meaning  moufe,  of  this  light  word  I 
Kat,  A light  condition  in  a bean  tie  darke. 

Rofe.  We  need  more  light  to  finde  your  meaning  out. 

Kat.  You’ll  marre  the  light  by  taking  it  in  fnuffe  ; 
Therefore  He  darkely  end  the  argument. 

Rof.  Look  what  you  doe,  you  doe  it  flilli-’th  darke, 

Kat.  So  do  not  you,  for  you  are  a light  wench. 

Rof.  Indeed  I waigh  not  you,  and  therefore  light. 

Ka.  You  waigh  me  not,  O that’s,  you  care  not  for  me. 

Rof.  Great  reafon  : for  paft  care,  is  Hill  paft  cure, 

^t.  Well  bandied  both,  a fet  of  wit  well  played. 

But  Rofaline,  you  haue  a fauour  too. 

Who  fent  it  ? and  what  is  it  ? 

Rof.  I would  you  knew 
And  if  my  face  were  but  as  faire  as  yours. 

My  fauour  were  as  great,  be  witnefTe  this. 

Nay,  I haue  verfes  too,  I thanke  Berownef 
The  numbers  true,  and  were  the  numbring  too, 

I were  the  faireft  goddelTe  on  the  ground. 

I am  compar’d  to  twenty  thoufand  fairs. 

O he  hath  drawne  my  piflure  in  his  letter. 

^i.  Any  thing  like  ? 

Rof.  Much  in  the  letters,  nothing  in  the  praife, 

^i.  Beauteous,  as  incke  : a good  conclufion, 

Kat.  Faire  as  a text  B.  in  a coppie  booke. 

Rof.  Ware  pen  fils.  How  ? Let  me  not  die  your  debtor. 
My  red  dominicall,  my  golden  letter. 

O that  your  face  were  full  of  Oes. 

A pox  of  that  ieff,  and  I befhrew  all  fhrowes ; 

But  Katherine y what  was  fent  to  you 
From  faire  Dumaine  ? 

Kat,  Madame,  this  gloue. 

Did  he  not  fend  you  twaine  ? 

Kat.  Yes  madame  and  moreouer, 

VoL.  1,  ' E e 


Some 


Loues  Labour^s  lost. 

Some  thoufand  verfes  of  a faithfull  louer. 

A huge  trauQationof  hypocrifie, 

Vildly  compiled,  profound  fimplicaje. 

Mar.  This,  and  thefe  pearls,  to  me  feat  Longauile. 

The  letter  is  too  long  by  halfe  a mile. 

^i.  I thinke  no  lelTe  : doll:  thou  wilh  in  heart 
The  chaine  were  longer,  and  the  letter  Ihort. 

Mar.  I,  or  I would  thefe  hands  might  neuer  part, 

^ce.  We  are  wife  girles  to  mocke  our  louers  fo. 

Rof.  They  are  worfe  fooles  to  purchafc  mocking  fo. 

That  fame  Berowne  He  torture  ere  I goe. 

O that  I knew  he  were  but  in  by  th’weeke. 

How  I would  make  him  fawne,  and  begge,  and  feeke, 

And  waite  the  feafon,  and  obferue  the  times. 

And  fpend  his  prodigall  wits  in  booties  rimes. 

And  lhape  his  feruice  wholly  to  my  deuice. 

And  make  him  proud,  to  make  me  proud  that  iells. 

So  pertaunt  like  would  I o’refway  his  flate. 

That  he  Ihould  be  my  foole,  and  I his  fate. 

None  are  fo  furely  caught,  when  they  are  catcht, 

As  wit  turn’d  foole,  follie  in  wifdome  hatch’d  : 

Hath  wifdomes  warrant,  and  the  helpe  of  fchoole, 

And  wits  one  grace  to  grace  a learned  foole  ? 

Rof.  The  bloud  of  youth  burns  not  with  fuch  exceffe. 

As  grauities  reuolt  to  wantons  be. 

Mar.  Follie  in  fooles  beares  not  fo  Hrong  a note. 

As  fool’ry  in  the  wife,  when  wit  doth  dote: 

Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply, 

To  proue  by.  wit,  worth  in  fimplicitie. 

Enter  Boyet. 

Heere  comes  Boyet,  and  mirth  in  his  face. 

Boy.  O I am  Hab’d  with  laughter,  wher’s  her  grace  ? 

^(.  Thy  newes  Boyet  ? 

\ • Roy. 
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Boy.  Prepare  madame,  prepare.  - 
Arme  wenches,  armc,  incounters  mounted  are 
Againft  your  peace,  loue  doth  approach,  difguis’d  : 

Armed  in  arguments,  you’ll  be  furpriz’d. 

Mufla*  your  wits,  fland  in  your  owne  defence, 

Or  hide  your  heads  like  cowards,  ^and  flie  hence. 

Saint  Dennis  to-S  Ctipid : what  are  they  ^ 

That  charge  their  breath  againft  vs  ? Say  fcout  fay. 

Boy.  Vnder  the  coole  fhade  of  a ficcamore, 

I thought  to  clofe  mine  eyes  fome  halfe  an  houre  : 

When  lo  to  interrupt  my  purpos’d  reft. 

Toward  that  fhade  I might  behold  addrefl 
The  king  and  his  companions  : warely 
I ftole  into  a neighbour  thicket  by, 

And  ouer-heard,  what  you  fhall  ouer-heare  : 

That  by  and  by  difguis’d  they  will  be  heere. 

Their  herald  is  a prettie  knauifh  page  : 

That  well  by  heart  hath  con’d  his  embaffage, 

A<ft:ioh  and  accent  did  they  teach  him  there. 

Thus  mufl  thou  fpeake,  and  thus  thy  body  bear?,' 

And  euer  and  anon  they  made  a doubt,  ' ' ' 

Prefence  maiefticall  would 'put  him  out : 

For  quoth  the  king,  an  angell  fhalt  thou  fee  : . 

Yetfeare  not' thou,  but  fpeake  audacioufly.  ’ ’ • 

The  boy  reply’d,  an  angelf  is  not  euill : 

I fhould  haue  fear’d  her,  had  fhee  beene  a deuill. 

With  that  all  laugh’d,  and  clap’d  him  on  the  flioulder. 
Making  the  bold  wagg  by  their  prayfes  bolder. 

One  tub’d  his  elboe  thus,  and  fleer’d,  and  fvvore, 

A better  fpeech  was  neuer  fpoke  before. 

Another  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb, 

Cry’d  via^  we  will  doo’t,  come  what  will  come. 

The  third  he  caper’d  and  cried  all  goes  well. 

The  fourth  turn’d  on  the  toe,  and  downe  he  fell-: 
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With  that  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground. 

With  fuch  a zealous  laughter  fo  profound, 

That  in  this  fpleene  ridiculous  appeares. 

To  checke  their  folly  palTions  folemne  teares. 

^ee.  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  vifit  vs  ? 

Boy.  They  do,  they  do  ; and  are  apparel’d  thus. 

Like  MiifcointeSf  or  Ruffians ^ as  I gefle. 

Their  purpofe  is  to  parlee,  to  court,  and  dance, 

And  euery  one  his  loue-feat  will  aduance, 

Vntohis  feuerall  miflres  : which  they’ll  know 
By  fauors  feuerall,  which  they  did  bellow, 

^leen.  And  will  they  fo  ? the  gallants  fhall  be  talkt : 
For  ladies  ; we  will  euery  one  be  mafKt, 

And  not  a man  of  them  fliall  haue  the  grace 
Defpight  of  fute,  to  fee  a ladies  face. 

Hold  Rofaline,  this  fauour  thou  (halt  weare. 

And  then  the  king  will  court  thee  for  his  deare  : 

Hold,  take  thou  this  my  fweet,  and  giue  me  thine. 

So  (hall  Berowne  take  me  for  Rofaline. 

And  change  your  fauours  too,  fo  (hall  your  loues 
Woo  contrary,  deceiu’d  by  thefe  remoues. 

Rofa.  Come  on  then,  weare  the  fauours  mod:  in  light. 
Kath.  But  in  this  changing,  what  is  your  intent  ? 
^leene.  The  effefl  of  my  intent  is  to  erode  theirs  : 
They  doe  it  but  in  mocking  merriment. 

And  mocke  for  mocke  is  onely  my  intent. 

Their  feuerall  counfels  they  vmbofome  (liall. 

To  loues  midooke,  and  fo  be  mockt  withall. 

Vpon  the  next  occafion  that  we  meete. 

With  vifages  difplayd,  to  talke  and  greete. 

Rofa.  But  dial!  we  dance,  if  they  deiire  vs  too’t  ? 
^een.  No,  to  the  death  we  will  not  moue  a foot, 

Nor  to  their  pen’d  fpeech  render  we  no  grace  ; 

But  while  ’ds  fpoke,  each  tu.rne  away  his  face. 


Loues  Labour’s  lost.^ 

Boy.  Why  that  contempt  will  kill  the  keepers  heart, 

And- quite  diuorce  his  memory  from  his  part. 

^4ee.  Therefore  I doe  it,  and  I make  no  doubt. 

The  reft  will  ere  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 

Theres  no  fuch  fport,  as  fport  by  fport  orethrowne  : 

To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  owne. 

So  fliali  we  ftay  mocking  intended  game, 

And  they  well  mockt,  depart  away  with  fhame. 

Sound* 

Boy.  The  trumpet  founds,  be  malkt,  the  mafkers  come. 

Enter  black-moores  ujith  mitficke  the  boy  'with  a fpeech,  and  the 

reji  of  the  lords  difguifed. 

% 

Page.  All  haile  the  richejl  beauties  on  the  ea7~th. 

Ber.  Beauties  no  richer  then  rich  taftata, 

Pag.  A holy  far  cell  of  the  fairefl  dames  that  euer  turned  their 
backes  to  mart  all  viewes. 

The  ladies  turne  their  backes  to  him. 

Ber.  Their  e5^es  villaine,  their  eyes. 

Pag.  That  euer  turn’d  their  eyes  to  mortall  vic'wes.  Out. 
Boy^.  True,  out  indeed, 

Pag.  Qut  of  your  faudiirs  heauenly  fpirits  vouchfafe 
Not  to  beholde. 

Ber.  Once  to  behold,  rogue. 

Pag.  Once  to  behold  'with  your  funne-beamed  eyeSf 
With  your  funne-beamed  eyes. 

Boy.  They  will  not  anfwer  to  that  epithite. 

You  were  beft  call  it  daughter  beamed  eyes.  ' 

Pag.  They  doe  not  marke  me,  and  that  brings  me  out. 
Bero.  Is  this  your  perfe(ft:nefle  ? begon  you  rogue. 

Rofa.  What  would  thefe  ftrangers  ? 

Know  their  mindes  Boyet. 

If  they  doe,  fpeake  our  language,  ’tis  our  will 
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That  fome  plaine  man  recount  their  purpofes.  ' 

Know  what  they  would  ? . 

Boyct.  What  would  you  with  the  princes  ? 

Ber,  Nothing  but  peace,  and  gentle  vifitation, 

Rof.  What  would  they,  fay  they  ? 

Boy.  Nothing  but  peace,  and  gentle  vlfitation. 

Rofa.  Why  that  they  haue,  and  bid  them  fo  be  gon 
Boy.  Shee  fayes  you  haue  it,  and  you  may  be  gon. 
Kin.  Say  to  her  we  haue  rneafur’d  many  miles, 

To  tread  a meafure  with  you  on  the  grafle. 

Boy.  They  fay  that  they  haue  meafur’d  many  a mile 
To  tread  a meafure  with  you  on  this  graffe. 

Rofa.  It  is  not  fo.  Alke  them  how  many  inches 
Is  in  one  mile  \ If  they  haue  meafur’d  many, 

The  meafure  then  of  one  is  eaflie  told. 

Boy.  If  to  come  hither  you  haue  meafur’d  miles. 
And  many  m/iles  : the  princeffebids  you  tell. 

How  many  inches  doth  fill  vp  one  mile  ? 

. Ber.  Tell  her  we  meafure  them  by  weary  fleps. 
Boy.  She  heares  herfelfe. 

Rofa.  Hov/  many  weary  Heps, 

Of  many  weary  miles  you  haue  ore-gone. 

Are  numbred  in  the  trauell  of  one  mile? 

Bero.  We  number  nothing  that  we  fpend  for  you. 
Our  dutie  is  fo  rich,  fo  infinite. 

That  we  may  doe  it  Hill  without  accompt, 

Vouchfafe  to  Hiew  the  fun-fliine  of  your  face. 

That  we  (like  fauages)  may  worHiip  it,  " v 

Rofa.  My  face  Is  but  a moone  and  clouded  too, 

Kin.  BleHed  are  clouds,  to  doe  as  fuch  clouds  do. 
Vouchfafe  bright  moone,  and  thefe  thy  Hars  to  fliine, 
(Thofe  clouds  remoued)  vpon  our  waterie  eyne. 

Rofa.  O vainc  peticioner,  beg  a greater  matter. 
Thou  now  requeHs  but  mooneHiine  in  the  water. 
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Kin.  Then  in  our  meafure,  .vouchfafe  but  one  cha.nge. 
Thou  bid’ft  me  begge,  this  begging  is  not  flrange. 

Rofa.  Play  muficke  then,  nay  you  muft  doe  it  foone. 

Not  yet  no  dance  : thus  change  I like  the  moone. 

Kin.  Will  you  not  dance  ? How  come  you  thus  eflranged  ? 
Rofa,.  You  tooke  the  moone  at  full,  but  now  (he’s  changed 
Kin.  Yet  ftill  fne  is  the  moone,  and  I the  man.’ 

Rcfa.  The  muficke  playes,  vouchfafe  fome  motion  to  it : 
Our  eares  vouchfafe  it. 

Kin.  But  your  legges  (hould  doe  it. 

Rof.  Since  you  are  Grangers,  and  come  heere  by  chance, 
Wee’ll  not  be  nice,  take  hands,  we  will  not  dance. 

Kin.  Why  take  you  hands  then  ? 

Rofa.  Onely  to  part  friends. 

Curtefie  fweet  hearts,  and  fo  the  meafure  ends. 

Kin.  More  meafure  of  this  meafure,  be  not  nice. 

Rofa.  We  can  afford  no  more  at  fuch  a price. 

Kin.  Prife  your  fclues : what  buyes  your  companie  ? 

Rofa.  Your  abfence  onely. 

Kin.  That  can  neuer  be. 

Rofa.  Then  cannot  we  be  bought : and  fo  adue, 

Twice  to  your  vifore,  and  halfe  once  to  you. 

Kin.  If  you  denie  to  dance,  let’s  hold  more  chat. 

Rofa.  In  priuate  then. 

Kin.  I am  befl:  pleas’d  with  that. 

Be.  White-handed  miftris,  one  fweet  word  with  thee. 

^i.  Hony,  and  milke,  and  fuger  : there  is  three. 

Ber.  Nay  then  two  treyes,  and  if  you  grow  fo  nice 
Methegline,  wort,  and  malmefey  ; well  runne  dice : 

There’s  halfe  a dozen  fweets. 

Seuenth  fweet  adue,  fince  you  can  cogg. 

He  play  no  more  with  you. 

Ber.  One  word  in  fecret. 

Let  it  not  be  fweet. 
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Ber.  Thou  grieu’fl:  my  gall. 

Gall  bitter. 

Bcr.  .Therefore  meete. 

Du.  Will  you  vouchfafe  with  mee  to  change  a word  ? 

Mar.  Name  it. 

Dum,  Faire  ladle. 

Mar.  Say  you  fo  ? Faire  lord  : 

Take  you  that  for  your  faire  lady. 

Du,  Pleafe  it  you, 

As  much  in  priuate,  and  He  bid  adieu. 

^ Mar.  What,  was  your  vizard  made  without  a tong  ? 

Long.  I know  the  reafon  lady  why  you  alke. 

Mar.  O for  your  reafon,  quickly  fir,  I long. 

Long.  You  haue  a double  tongue  within  your  mafk, 

And  would  afFoord  my  fpeechlelTe  vizard  halfe. 

Mar.  Veale  quoth  the  Dutch-m2iXi : is  not  veale  a calfe  ? 
Long.  A calfe  faire  ladie  ? 

Mar.  No,  a faire  lord  calfe. 

Long.  Let’s  part  the  word. 

Mar.  No,  He  not  be  your  halfe  : 

Take  all  and  weane  it,  it  may  proue  an  oxe. 

Long.  Looke  how  you  but  your  felfe  in  thefe  fliarpe 
mockes. 

Will  you  giue  homes  chaff  ladie  ? Do  not  fo. 

Mar.  Then  die  a calfe  before  your  horns  do  grow. 

Lon.  On?  word  in  priuate  with  you  ere  I die. 

Mar.  Bleat  foftly  then ; the  butcher  heares  you  cry. 

Boyct.  The  tongues  of  mocking  wenches  are  as  keene 
As  is  the  razors  edge,  inuifible  : 

Cutting  a fmaller  haire  then  may  be  feenc, 

Aboue  the  fence  of  fence  fo  fenfible  : 

Seemeth  their  conference,  their  conceits  haue  wings, 

Fleeter  then  arrowes,  bullets,  wind,  thought,  fwifter  things. 

Rofa^ 
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Rofa,  Not  one  word  more,  my  maides,  breake  off,  breake  off. 
Ber.  By  heauen,  all  di  h beaten  with  pure  fcoffe. 

King.  Farewell  madde  wenches  you  haue  fimple  wits. 

Exeunt* 

^t.  Twentie  adieus  my  frozen  Mufcouites* 

Are  thefe  the  breed  of  wits  fo  wondred  at  ? 

Boyet.  Tapers  they  are,  with  your  fweet  breathes  puft  out. 
Rofa.  Wel-Iiking  wits  they  haue,  groffe,  groffe,  fat,  fat. 

O pouertie  in  wit,  kingly  poore  flout, 

Will  they  not  (thinke  you)  hang  themfelues  to  night  ? 

Or  euer  but  in  vizardes  fliew  their  faces  : 

This  pert  Berowne  was  out  of  count’nance  quite. 

Rofa.  They  were  all  in  lamentable  cafes. 

The  king  was  weeping  ripe  for  a good  word. 

Berowne  did  fweare  himfelfe  out  of  allfute. 

Mar.  Diimaine  was  at  my  feruice,  and  his  fword  : 

No  poynt  (quoth  I :)  my  feruant  flraight  was  mute. 

Ka.  Lord  Longainll  laid  I came  ore  his  heart ; 

And  trow  you  what  he  call’d  me  ? 

- j^.  Quaime  perhaps. 

Kat.  Yes  in  good  faith. 

Go  fickneffe  as  thou  art. 

Ro/.  Well  better  wits  haue  worne  plalne  ftatute  caps, 

But  will  you  heare  ; the  king  is  my  loue  fworne. 

And  quicke  Berowne  hath  plighted  faith  to  me. 

Kat.  And  Longauill  W'as  for  my  feruice  borne. 

Mar.  Dumaine  is  mine  as  fure  as  barke  on  tree. 

Boyet.  Madam,  and  pretty  miflreffes  giue  eare. 

Immediately  they  will  againe  be  heere 
In  their  owne  fhapes  : for  it  can  neuer  be, 

They  will  digeft  this  harlh  indignitie. 

Will  they  returne  ? 

Boy.  They  will,  they  will,  God  knowes, 

Apd  leap©  for  ioy,  though  they  are  lame  with  blowes ; 
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Therefore  change  fauonrs,  and  when  they  repaire. 

Blow  like  fweet  rofcs  in  this  fummer  aire, 

How  blow  ? how  blow  ? Speake  to  be  vnderflood. 

’ Boy.  Faire  ladies  mafet,  are  roles  in  their  bud : 

Difmalkt,  their  damafke  fweet  commixture  fliowne. 

Are  angels  vailing  clouds,  or  rofes  blowne. 

Auant  perplexitie ; what  fhall  we  do, 

If  they  returne  in  their  owne  fhapes  to  w^o  ? 

Rofa.  Good  madam,  if  by  me  you’l  be  adui’sd. 

Let's  mocke  them  flill  as  well  knowne  as  difguis’d  : 

' Let  vs  complaine  to  them  what  fooles  were  heere, 

Lifguis’d  like  Mufcoiiites  in  fhapeleffe  geare  : 

And  wonder  what  they  weare,  and  to  what  end 
Their  fhallow  fliowes,  and  prologue  vildely  pen’d  : 

And  their  rough  carriage  fo  ridiculous. 

Should  be  prefented  at  our  tent  to  vs. 

Boyet.  Ladies,  with  draw:  the  gallants  are  at  hand. 

Whip  to  our  tents,  as  roesrunnes  ore  land. 

Exeunt, 


Enter  the  king  and  the  reft. 

King.  Faire  fir,  God  faue  you.  Wher’s  the  prlncelTe  ? 

Boy,  Gone  to  her  tent. 

Pleafe  it  your  maiedie  command  me  any  feruice  to  her. 

Kinz>  That  file  vouchfafe  me  audience  for  one  W'ord. 

Boy,  I wdll  and  fo  will  {he,  I know  my  lord. 

Exit,  ' 

Ber.  This  fellow  pickes  vp  wit,  as  pigeons  peafe. 

And  vtters  it  againe,  when  loue  doth  pleafe. 

He  is  wits  pedler,  and  retailes  his  wares, 

At  wakes,  and  wafiels,  meetings,  markets,  faires. 

And  w'e  that  fell  by  groffe,  the  Lord  doth  know, 

Haue  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  fuch  fhow. 
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This  gallant  pins  the  wenches  on  his  fleeue. 

Had  he  bin  Adaruy  he  had  tempted  Eue.  ■ ' 

He  can  came  too,  and  lifpc  : why  this  is  he. 

That  kifl  away  his  hand  in  courtefie. 

This  is  the  ape  of  forme  Mounfier  the  nice. 

That  when  he  playes  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
In  honourable  tcarmes,  nay  he  can  fing 
A meane  mod’  meanly,  and  in  vfhering 
Mend  him  who  can  : t!ie  ladies  call  him  fweet. 

The  daires  as  .he  treads  on  them  kifTe  his  feete. 

This  y tlie  flower  that  fmiles  on  euery  one, 

To  fliew  his  teecn  as  white  as  whales  bone. 

And  confciences  that  will  not  die  in  debt, 

Pay  him  the  duty  of  honie-tongued  Boyet. 

King,  A blider  on  his  fweet  tongue  with  my  hart, 

That  put  Armathoes  pageout  of  his  part. 

Enter  the  ladies, 

Ber.  See  where  It  comes.  Behauiour  what  wer’t  thou. 
Tili  ’^his  madman  fliew’d  thee  ? And  what  art  thou  now  I 
King,  All  haile  fweet  madame,  and  faire  time  of  day. 

Faire  in  all  haile  is  foule,  as  I conceiue. 

King,  Condrue  my  fpeeches  better,  if  you  may. 

Then  wifh  me  better,  I will  giue  leaue. 

King.  We  came  to  vifit  you  and  purpofe  now 
To  leade  you  to  our  court,  vouchfafe  it  then. 

This  field  fhall  hold  me,  and  fo  hold  your  vow. 
Nor  God,  nor  I,  delights  in  periuFd  men. 

King.  Rebuke  me  not  for  that  which  you  prouoke  : 
The  vertue  of  your  eye  mud  breake  my  oath. 

You  nickname  vertue  : vice  you  fhould  hane  fpoke : 
For  vertues  office  neuer  breakes  men  troth. 
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Now  by  my  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 
As  the  vnfallied  lilly,  I protefl, 

A ‘world  of  torments  though  I fhould  endure, 

I would  not  yeeld  to  be  your  houfes  gueft  ; 

So  much  I hate  a breaking  caufe  to  be 
Of  heauenly  oath,  vow’d  with  integritie. 

Kin.  O you  haue  liu’d  in  defolation  heere, 

Vnfeene,  vnuifited,  much  to  our  fhame. 

Not  fo  my  lord,  it  is  not  fo  I fweare. 

We  haue  had  paflimes  heere  and  pleafant  game, 

A meffe  of  Rtijfions  left  vs  but  of  late. 

Kin.  How  madam  ? Riijjians  ? 

^i.  I intruth  my  lord. 

Trim  gallants,  full  of  courtfhip  and  of  flate. 

Rofa.  Madam  fpeake  true.  It  is  not  fo  my  lord  : 

My  ladie  (to  the  manner  of  the  dales) 

In  curtefie  giues  vndeferuing  praife. 

We  foure  indeed  confronted  were  with  foure 
In  Rujfia  habit : heere  they  flayed  an  houre. 

And  talk’d  apace  : and  in  that  houre  (my  lord) 

They  did  not  bielfe  vs  with  one  happy  word. 

1 dare  not  call  them  fooles:  but  this  I thinke. 

When  they  are  thirdie,  fooles  would  faine  haue  drinke. 

Ber.  This  left  is  drie  to  me.  Gentle  fweet. 

Your  wits  make  wife  things  foollfh  when  we  greet 
With  eyes  bed  feeing,  heauens  dery  eye: 

By  light  we  loofe  light : your  capacity 
Is  of  that  nature,  that  to  your  huge  dore. 

Wife  things  feeme  foolidi,  and  rich  things  but  poore. 
Rof.  This  proues  you  wife  and  rich  : for  in  my  eye. 
Ber.  I am  a foole,  and  full  of  povertie. 

Ref.  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belong, 

It  were  a fault  to  fnatch  words  from  my  tongue. 

Ber.  O,  I am  yours,  and  all  that  I podefTe. 
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Rof,  All  the  foole  mine. 

Ber,  I cannot  glue  you  lefTc. 

Rof.  Which  of  the  vizards  was  it  that  you  wore  ? 

Ber,  Where  ? when  ? what  vizard  ? 

Why  demand  you  this  ? 

f 

Rof.  There,  then,  that  vizard,  that  fupcrfluoiis  cafe, 

That  hid  the  worfe,  and  fhew’d  the  better  face. 

Kin.  We  are  difcried. 

They’ll  mocke  vs  now  downeright. 

Dll.  Let  vs  confelle  and  turne  it  to  a left. 

^le.  Amaz’d  my  lord,  why  lookes  your  highnefle  fadde  ? 
Rofa.  Heipe  hold  his  browes,'  he’l  found  : why  looke  you 
pale  ? 

Sea-ficke  I thinke,  comming  from  Mufccuie. 

Ber.  Thus  poure  the  liars  down  plagues  for  pcriury. 

Can  any  face  of  bralTe  hold  longer  out,  - ■ * 

Heere  Aand  I,  ladie  dart  thy  Ikill  at  me, 

Bruife  me  with  fcorne,  confound  me  with  a flout. 

Thrull  thy  fcarpe  wit  quite  through  my  ignorance. 

Cut  me  to  peeces  wdth  thy  keene  conceit  ; 

And  I will  wifli  thee  neuer  more  to  dance. 

Nor  neuer  more  in  Ruffian  habit  waite. 

0 ! neuer  will  I trull  to  fpeeches  pen’d. 

Nor  to  the  motion  of  a fchoole-boyes  tongue, 

Nor  neuer  come  in  vizard  to  my  friend. 

Nor  woo  in  rime  like  a blind*harpers  fong. 

Taffata  phrafes,  filken  tearmes  precife. 

Three- pil’d  hyperboles,  fpruce  alFeflion  ; 

Figures  pedanticall,  thefe  fummer  flies, 

Haue  blowne  me  full  of  maggot  ollentation. 

1 do  forfweare  them,  and  I heere  protefl:. 

By  this  white  gloue  (how  white  the  hand  God  knows) 
Henceforth  my  woing  minde  lhall  be  exprelt 
la  ruflet  yeas,  and  honefl  kerfle  noes. 


/ 
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And  to  begin  wench,  fo  God  helpe  me  law. 

My  loue  to  thee  is  found,  fans  cracke  or  flaw. 

Rofa.  I pray  you. 

Ber.  Yet  I haue  a tricke 
Of  the  old  rage  : beare  with  me,  I am  flcke. 

He  leaue  it^by  degrees  : foft,  let  vs  fee, 

Write  Lord  haue  mercy  on  vs,  on  thofe  three. 

They  are  infe^led,  in  their  hearts  it  lies  : 

They  haue  the  plague,  and  caught  of  your  eyes  : 

Thefe  lords  are  viflted,  you  are  not  free  : 

For  the  lords  tokens  on  you  doe  I fee. 

No,  they  are  free  that  gaue  thefe  tokens  to  vs. 

Ber»  Our  ftates  are  forfeit,  feeke  not  to  vndoe  vs. 

Rof.  It  is  not  fo  ; for  how  can  this  be  true. 

That  you  fland  forfeit,  being  thofe  that  fue. 

Ber,  Peace,  for  I will  not  haue  to  doe  with  you. 

Rof  Nor  fhall  not,  if  I doe  as  I intend. 

Ber,  Speake  for  your  felues,  my  wit  is  at  an  end. 

King,  Teach  vs  fweet  madamc,  for  our  rude,  tranfgreflion 
fome  faire  excufe. 

^i.  The  faireft  is  confeflion.  . • . . 

Were  you  not  here  but  euen  now  difguis’d  I 
Kin,  Madam,  I was.  . ’ - 

And  were  you  well  aduis’d  ? 

Kin.  1 was  faire  madam. 

When  you  then  were  heere, 

What  did  you  whilper  in  your  ladies  eare  ? 

King.  That  more  then  all  the  world  I did  refpe(5f  her. 

^i.  When  (he  fhall  challenge  this  you  will  reie(5l  her. 
King.  Vpon  mine  honour  no. 

^i.  Peace,  peace,  forbeare  : . 

Your  oath  once  broke,  you  force  not  to  forfweare. 

King,  Defpife  me  when  I breake  this  oath  of  mine. 
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I will  and  therefore  keepe  it  Rof aline , 

What  did  the  Ruffian  whifper  in  your  eare  ? 

Rof.  Madam,  he  fwore  that  he  did  hold  me  dearc 
As  precious  eye-fight,  and  did  value  me 
Aboue  this  world  : adding  thereto  moreouer, 

That  he  would  wed  me,  or  elfe  die  my  louer. 

^t.  God  giue  thee  ioy  of  him  the  noble  lord 
Mod:  honourably  doth  vphold  his  word. 

Kin.  What  meane  you  madame  ? 

By  my  life,  my  troth,  ( 

I neuer  fwore  this  ladie  fnch  an  oth.  . 

Rof.  By  heauen  you  did ; and  to  confirme  it  plaine 
You  gaue  me  this  : but  take  it  fir  againe. 

King.  My  faith  and  this,  the  princelfe  I did  giue. 

I knew  her  by  this  iewell  on  her  fleeue. 

Pardon  me  fir,  this  iewell  did  Ihe  weare. 

And  lord  Bero-vone  (I  thanke  him)  is  my  deare. 

What  ^ Will  you  haue  me,  or  your  pearle  againe  ? 

Ber.  Neither  of  either  I remit  both  twaine. 

I fee  the  tricke  on’t : heere  was  a confent. 

Knowing  aforehand  of  our  merriment. 

To  dafh  it  like  a Chridmas  comedie.  ^ 

Some  carry-tale,  fome  pleafe-man,  fome  flight  zanie. 
Some  mumble-newes,  fome  trcncher-knight,  fome  Dick 
That  fmiles  his  cheeke  in  yeeres,  and  knowes  the  trick 
To  make  my  ladie  laugh,  when  die’s  difpos’d  ; 

Told  our  intents  before-:  which  once  dilclos’d. 

The  ladies  did  change  fauours,  and  then  we 
Following  the  fignes,  woo’d  but  the  fgne  of  die. 

Now  to  our  periurie,  to  adde  more  terror, 

We  are  againe  forfworne  In  will  and  error. 

Much  vpon  this  tis : and  might  not  you 
Foredall  our  fport,  to  make  vs  thus  vntrue  ? 
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I 


Loues  Labour’s  lost." 

Doe  you  not  know  my  ladies  foot  by’th  fquier  ? 

And  laugh  vpon  the  apple  of  her  eye. 

And  Hand  betweeae  her  backe  fir,  and  the  fire. 

Holding  a trencher,  iefting  merrilie  ? 

You  put  our  page  out : go,  you  are  alowd. 

Die  when  you  will,  a fmocke  (hall  be  your  fhrowd. 

You  leere  vpon  me,  doe  you  ? there’s  an  eye 
Wounds  like  a leaden  fword. 

Boy.  Full  merrily  hath  this  brauc  manager,  this  carreerc 
bene  run. 

Bcr,  Loe,  he  is  tilting  flraight.  Peace,  I haue  don. 

Enter  Clowne. 

Welcome  pure  wit,  thou  part’fl  a faire  fray. 

Clo.  O lord  fir,  they  would  know. 

Whether  the  three  worthies  fhall  come  in,  or  no. 

Ber.  What,  are  there  but  three  ? 

Clo.  No  fir,  but  it  is  vara  fine. 

For  euerie  one  purfents  three. 

Ber.  And  three  times  thrice  is  nine. 

Clo.  Not  fo  fir,  vnder  correction  fir,  I hope  it  is  not  fo. 
You  cannot  beg  vs  fir,  I can  afiure  you  fir,  we  know  what  we 
know  : I hope  fir  three  times  thrice  fir. 

Ber,  Is  not  nine. 

Clovj.  Vnder  correction  fir,  we  know  whcre-vntill  it  doth 
amount. 

Ber.  By  hue,  I alwayes  tooke  three  threes  for  nine. 

Clow.  O lord  fir,  it  were  pittie  you  Ihould  get  your  liulng 
by  reckning  fir. 

Ber.  How  much  is  it  ? 

Clow.  O lord  fir,  the  parties  themfelues,  the  aCtors  fir  will 
Ihew  where-vntill  it  doth  amount : for  mine  owne  part,  I am 

(as 
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(as  they  fay,  but  to  perfedl:  one  man  in  one  poore  man) 
f>ion  the  great  fir. 

Ber.  Art  thou  one  of  the  Worthies  ? 

Clow,  It  pleafed  them  to  thinke  me  worthy  of  Pompey  the 
great : for  mine  owne  part,  I know  not  the  degree  of  the  Wor- 
thie,  but  I am  to  (land  for  him. 

Ber,  Go,  bid  them  prepare.  Exif, 

Clo,  We  will  turne  it  finely  off  fir,  we  will  take  fome  care. 

Kin,  Bcrowne,  they  will  Ihame  vs  : 

Let  them  not  approach. 

Ber,  We  are  fhame-proofe  my  lord  : and  ’tis  fome  policie, 
to  haue  one  Ihevv  worfe  then  the  kings  and  his  company. 

Kin:  I fay  they  fhall  not  come. 

Nay  my  good  lord,  let  me  ore-rule  you  now  5 
That  fport  bell  pleafes,  that  doth  leaf!:  know  how. 

Where  zeale  ftriues  to  content,  and  the  contents 
Dies  in  the  zeale  of  that  which  it  prefents  : 

Their  forme  confounded,  makes  mofi:  forme  in  mirth, 

When  great  things  labouring  perifii  in  their  birth, 

Ber,  A right  defcription  of  our  fport  my  lord. 


Enter  Braggart. 

Brag,  Annoynted,  I implore  fo  much  expence  of  thy  royal! 
fweet  breath,  as  will  vtter  a brace  of  words. 

Doth  this  man  feme  God  t 

Ber,  Why  alke  you  ? 

^i.  He  fpeak’s  not  like  a man  of  God's  making. 

Brag,  That’s  all  one,  my  faire  fweet  honie  monarch  : for 
I protefi:  the  fchoolmafier  is  exceeding  fantafiicall : too  too 
vaine,  too  too  vaine:  but  we  will  put  it  (as  they  fay)  to  for- 
tmadela  guar,  I wifii  yon  the  peace  of  minde.raoft  royall  com* 
plement. 

''y'oL.t:  • ■ Ff  • 
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King.  Here  is  like  to  be  a good  prefence  of  Worthies  ; he 
prefents  HeEior  of  Troy,  the  fwalne  Pompey  the  great,  the 
parifli  curate  Alexander,  Armadoes  page  Hercules,  the  pedant 
ludas  Machaheus  : And  if  thefe  foure  Worthies  In  their  firft 
fliew  thriue,  thefe  foure  will  change  habites,  and  prefent  the 
other  hue. 

Ber.  There  Is  hue  in  the  firfl  Ihew. 

Kin.  You  aredecelued,  tis  not  fo. 

Ber.  The  pedant,  the  braggart,  the  hedge-prieff,  the  foole, 
anxi  the  boy,  i 

.Abate  throw  at  novum,  and  the  whole  world  againe. 

Cannot  pricke  out  hue  fuch,  take  each  one  in’s  valne. 

Kin.  The  fhip  is  vnder  faile,  and  here  /he  comes  amain. 

Enter  Pompey. 

Clow.  / Pompey 

Ber.  You  lie,  you  are  not  he. 

Clow.  /Pompey 

Boy.  Withlibbards  head  on  knee. 

Ber.  Well  faid  old  mocker, 

I muft  needs  be  friends  with  thee. 

Clow.  /Pompey  furnairdd  the  big. 

Du,  The  great. 

Clow.  It  is  great  fir  : Pompey  furnanCd  the  great  : 

That  oft  in field,  with  targe  and Jhield^ 

Did  make  my  foe  to  fweat : 

And  trauelling  along  this  coajl,  I heere  am  come  by  chance^ 

And  lay  my  armes  before  the  legs  of  this  fweet  laffe  o/”  France. 

If  your  lady /hip  would  fay  thankes  Pompey,  I had  done. 

La,  Great  thankes  great  Pompey, 

Clow,  Tis  not  fo  much  worth : but  I hope  I was  perfect.  I 
made  a litle  fault  in  great. 

Ber.  My  hat  to  a Pompey  proues  thebe/l  Worthic. 

Kntit 
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Enter  Curate  for  Alexander. 

Curat,  When  in  the  world  I liu^dj  I was  the  worlds  commander  : 
By  eajl,  wejl,  norths  and  fouth^  Ifpred  my  conquering  might. 
My  fcutcheon  plaine  declares  that  I ant  Alifander. 

Boyet.  Your  nofe  fayes  no,  you  are  not : 

For  it  flands  too  right. 

Ber,  Your  nofe  fmels  no,  in  this  moft  tender  fmelling 
knight. 

The  conqueror  is  difmaid  : 

Proceed  good  Alexander, 

Cur.  When  in  the  world  I liued,  1 was  the  worlds  commander  * 
Boyet,  Moft  true,  ’tis  right : you  were  fo  Alifander, 

Ber,  Pompey  the  great. 

Clo,  Your  feruant  and  Cqftard, 

Ber,  Take  away  the  conqueror,  t2ikQ2i\V2ij  Alifander, 

Clow,  O fir  you  haue  ouerthrowne  Wd’r  the  conqueror  : 
you  will  be  fcrap’d  out  of  the  painted  cloth  for  this:  your  li- 
on that  holds  his  pollax  fitting  on  a clofe-floole,  will  be  giuen 
to  Aiax,  He  will  be  the  ninth  worthie.  A conqueror  ? and 
afFraid  to  fpeake  ? Runne  away  for  fhaine  There 

an’t  fhall  pleafe  you  ; a foolifh  milde  man,  an  honefl  man, 
looke  you,  and  foone  dafht.  He  is  a maruellous  good  neigh- 
bour infooth,  and  a very  good  bowler : but  for  Alifander^  alas 
you  fee,  how  it’s  a little  ore-parted.  But  there  are  Worthies 

a comming  will  fpeake  their  minde  in  fome  other  fort. 

Exit  Cu, 

Stand  afrde  good  Pompey, 

Enter  Pedant  for  ludas,'  and  the  boy  for  Hercules.  ^ 

Ped,  Great  Hercules  is  prefented  by  this  impe. 

Whofe  club  kil’d  Cerberus  that  three-headed  cajius. 

And  when  he  was  a babe,  a childe,  a fhrimpe. 

Thus  did  he  firangle  ferpents  in  his  manus  : 

^onianif  he  feemeth  in  minor! tie, 

F f i Er^o, 


Loues  Labour’s  lost, 

ErgOi  I come  with  this  apologie. 

Keepe  Tome  hate  in  thy  exitj  and  vaniih.  Exit  Boy, 

Fed.  ludas  I dm. 
bum,  A ludas  ? 

Fed,  Not  Ifcarlot  fir. 
ludas  lam,  Machabeus. 

Dum,  ludas  Machabeus  dipt,  is  plaine  ludas* 

' Ben  A kilTing  traitor.  How  art  thou  prou’d  ludas  ? 

Fed.  ludas  1 am. 

Dum.  The  more  fhame  for  you  ludas. 

Fed.  What  meane  you  fir  ? 

' Boy.  To  make  ludas  hang  himfelfe. 

Fed.  Begin  fir,  you  are  my  elder. 

Ber.  W'ell  follow’d,  ludas  was  bang’d  on  an  elder. 

Fed.  I will  not  be  put  of  countenance. 

Ber.  Becaufe  thou  haft  no  face. 

Fed.  What  is  this  ? 

Boy,  A citterne  head. 

' Dum.  The  head  of  a bodkin. 

Ber.  A deaths  face  in  a ring. 

Lon.  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  coine,  fcarce  feene. 

Boy.  The  pummel  of  Ccefars  faulchion. 

Dum.  The  caru’d-bone  face  on  a flalke. 

Ber.  Saint  Georges  halfe  cheeke  in  a brooch, 

Dum.  I,  and  in  a brooch  of  lead. 

Ber.  I,  and  worne  in  the  cap  of  a tooth-drawer. 

And  now  forward,  for  we  haue  put  thee  in  countenance.  . 
Fed.  You  haue  put  me  out  of  countenance, 

Ber.  'Falfe,  we  haue  giuen  thee  faces. 

Fed.  But  you  haue  out-fac’d  them  all. 

Ber.  And  thou  wcrt  a lion,  we  would  do  fo. 

Boy.  Therefore  as  he  is  an  afte,  let  him  goe  : 

And  fo  adieu  fweet  hide.  Nay,  wliy  doft:  thou  ftay  ? 
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Dum.  For  the  latter  end  of  his  name. 

Ber.  For  the^^  to  the  hide : giue  it  him.  hid-as 
Per.  This  is  not  generous,  not  gentle,  not  humble. 

Boy.  A light  for  mounfier  ludas,  it  growes  dark,  he  may 
Oumble. 

Alas  poore  Machabeus,  how  hath  he  beene  baited. 
Enter  Braggart. 

Ber,  Hide  thy  head  Achilles^  heere  comes  HeElor  in  armes. 
Dum.  Though  my  mockes  come  home  by  me,  I will  now 
be  merrie. 

King.  Heclor  was  but  a Troyan  in  refpeff  of  this. 

Boy.  But  is  this  HeSlor  F 

Kin,  I thinke  HeElor  was  not  fo  cleane  timber’d. 

Lon.  His  legge  is  too  big  for  He3or. 

Dum.  More  calfe  certaine. 

Boy.  No  he  is  beft  indued  in  the  fmall, 

Ber.  This  cannot  be  HeElor. 

Dum.  He’s  a god  or  a painter,  for  he  makes  faces. 

Ber.  The  armipotent  Mars,  of  launces  the  almighty,  gam 
Heflor  a gift. 

Dum.  A gilt  nutmegge. 

Ber.  A lemmon. 

Lm.  Snick  with  clones, 

Dum.  No  clouen. 

Brag.  The  armipotent  Mars  of  launces  the  almighty, 

Gaue  Heffor  a gift,  the  heire  of  lUion  ; 

A man  fo  breathed,  that  certaine  he  'would  fight  : yea 
From  mcrne  till  night,  out  of  his  pauillion. 

I am  that  flower. 

Dwyi.  That  mint. 

Long.  That  cullambine. 

Brag.  Sweet  lord  Longauill,  reine  thy  tongue. 

Lon.  I mufl:  rather  giue  it  the  reine : for  it  runs  agaiafl 
'He^or. 

Ff  3 
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iium,  I,  and  Heeler's  a grey-jjiound. 

Brag.  The  fweet  war-man  is  dead  and  rotten, 

Sweet  chuckes,  beat  net  the  bones  of  the  buried : 

But  I will  forward  with  my  deuice  ; 

Sweet  royaltie  bellow  on  me  the  fence  of  hearing. 

Berowne  Jieps  forth. 

I 

Speake  braue  HeEtor,  we  are  much  delighted. 

Brag.  I doe  adore  thy  fweet  graces  flipper. 

Boy.  Loues  her  by  the  foot. 

Dum.  He  may  not  by  the  yard. 

Brag.  This  Heclor  farre  furmounted  Hanniball. 

The  par  tie  is  gone. 

Clow.  Fellow  He^or^  Ihe  is  gone  ; fhe  Is  two  moneths  on 
her  way. 

Brag.  What  meaneH:  thou  ? 

Clow  Faith  vnlelTe  you  play  the  honeft  Troyan^  the  poore 
wench  is  caR  away  : fhe’s  quicke,  the  child  brags  in  her  belly 
already  : tis  yours. 

Brag.  DoR  thou  infamonize  me  among  potentates  ? 

Thou  Rialt  die. 

Clow.  Then  {ball  HeElor  be  whipt  for  laqu'enetta  that  is  quicke 
by  him,  and  hang’d  for  Pompey,  that  is  dead  by  him. 

Dum.  MoR  rare  Pompey.  , 

Boy,  Renowned  Pompey. 

Ber.  Greater  then  great,  great,  great,  great,  Pompey  : Pom^ 
.pey  the  huge. 

Dum.  HeBlor  trembles. 

^Ber.  Pompey  is  moued,  more  Atees  moxc  Atees  Rirre  them,  or 
Rirre  them  on. 

Dum.  Hector  will  challenge  him. 

Ber.  r,  if  a’haue  no  more  mans  blood  In’s  belly,  then  will 
fup  a Rea. 
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Brag.  By  the  North-pole  I do  challenge  thee. 

Clo.  I will  not  fight  with  a pole  like  a Northern  man  ; He 
flafh,  He  doe  it  by  the  fword  : I pray  you  let  me  borrow  my 
armes  agalne. 

Dum.  Roome  for  the  incenfed  Worthies. 

Clo.  He  do  it  in  my  (hirt. 

Dum.  Moft  refolute  Pompey. 

Pag.  Mafier,  let  me  take  you  a butten  hoole  lower  : do  you 
not  fee  Pompey  is  vncaling  for  the  combat : what  meane  you  ? 
you  will  lofe  your  reputation. 

Brag.  Gentlemen  and  fouldiers  pardon  me,  I will  not  com- 
bat in  my  fiiirt. 

Du.  You  may  not  denle  it,  Pompey  hath  made  the  challenge. 

Brag,  Sweet  bloods,  I both  may,  and  will. 

Ber.  What  reafon  haue  you  for’t  ? 

Brag,  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  I haue  no  fiiirt. 

I go  woolward  for  penance. 

Boy.  True,  and  it  was  inioyned  him  in  Rome^ov  want  of  lln- 
nen  : fince  when,  He  be  fworne  he  wore  none,  but  a difhclout 
of  laquenettaSy  and  that  he  weaies  next  his  heart  for  a fauour. 

Enter  a rneJJ'cngery  mounfier  Marcade. 

Mar.  God  faue  you  madame. 

Welcome  Marcade^  but  that  thou  interruptefl:  our  mer- 
riment. 

Marc.  I am  forrie  madam,  for  the  newes  I bring  is  heauy  in 
my  tongue.  The  king  your  Lther. 

Dead  for  my  life. 

Mar.  Euen  fo  ; my  tale  is  told. 

Ber.  Worthies  away,  the  fcene  begins  to  cloud. 

Brag.  For  mine  owne  part,  I breath  free  breath  : I haue 
feene  the  day  of  wrong,  through  the  little  hole  of  difcretion, 
and  I will  right  my  fclfc  like  a fouldier.  Exunt  IVorthies. 
' F f 4 
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Kin.  How  fare’s  your  maieflie  ? 

^u.  Boyet  prepare,  I will  away  to  night. 

Kin.  Madam  not  fo,  I doe  befeech  you  fl:ay. 

Prepare  I fay.  I thankc  you  gracious  lords 
For  all  your  faire  endeuoqrs  and  iutreats : 

Out  of  a new  fad-foule,  that  you  vouchfafe. 

In  your  rich  wifdome  to  cxcufe,  or  hide. 

The  liberall  oppofition  of  our  fpirits. 

If  ouer-boldly  we  haue  borne  our  felues. 

In  the  conuerfe  of  breath  (your  gentlenelTe 
Was  guiltie  of  it.)  Farewell  worthie  lord  : 

A heauy  heart  beares  not  a humble  tongue. 

Excufe  me  fo,  commicg  fo  /hort  of  thankes. 

For  my  great  fuite  fo  eafily  obtain’d. 

Kin.  The  extreame  parts  of  time,  extreamely  formes 
All  caufes  to  the  purpofe  of  his  fpeed  : 

And  often  at  his  verie  loofe  decides 

That,  which  long  procefTe  could  not  arbitrate. 

And  though  the  mourning  browj  of  progenie 
Forbid  the  fmiling  curtehe  of  loue  : 

The  holy  fuite  which  faine  it  would  conuince, 

Yet  fince  loues  argument  was  firft  on  foote, 

Let  not  the  cloud  of  forrow  iuhie  it 

From  what  it  purpos’d  : fince  to  waile  friends  lofl. 

Is  not  by  much  fo  wholfome,  profitable, 

As  to  reioyce  at  friends  but  newly  found. 

^i.  I vndcrfland  you  not,  my  greefes  are, double. 

Ber.  Honeft  plaine  words,  bell:  pierce  the  eares  of  griefc 
And  by  thefe  badges  vnderftand  the  king. 

For  your  faire  fakes  haue  we  negleffed  time. 

Plaid  foule  play  with  our  oathes  : your  beautie  ladies 
Hath  much  deformed  us,  fafhioning  our  humors 
Euen  to  the  oppofed  end  of  our  intents. 

And  what  in  vs  hath  feem’d  ridiculous  : 
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As  loue  is  full  of  vnbefitting  ftraines,  < 

' All  wanton  as  a childe,  Ikipping  and  vaine. 

Form’d  by  the  eye,  and  therefore  like  the  eie.  • 

Full  of  (fraying  fhapes,  of  habits,  and  of  formes  * 

Varying  in  fubiefls  as  the  eie  doth  roule,  ^ ^ 

'Toeuerie  varied  obiedl  in  his  glance:  , ' / 

Which  partie-coated  prefence  of  loofe  loue. 

Put  on  by  vs,  if  in  your  heauenly  eies,  ■ i • - ■ < 

Haue  mifbecomm’d  our  oathes  and  grauities.  ' ’ - ’ 

Thofe  heauenly  eyes  that  looke  into  thefe  faults,  ' • ' 

Suggeffed  vs  to  make ; therefore  ladies  ‘ ' > 

Our  loue  being  yours,  the  error  that  loue  makes  ' ’ 

Is  likewife  yours,  we  to  ourfelues  proue  falfe,  > ' ' 

By  being  once  falfe,  for  euer  to  be  true 

To  thofe  that  make  vs  both,  faire  ladies  you,  ^ ‘ 

And  euen  that  falfliood  in  itfelfe  a finne,  ■ 

Thus  purifies  itfelfe,  and  turnes  to  grace. 

We  haue  receiu’d  your  letters,  full  of  loue  ; 

Your  fauours,  the  ambafiadors  of  loue. 

And  in  our  maiden  counfaile  rated  them. 

At  courtfhip,  pleafant,  left,  and  curtefie,  ;; 

As  bumbafl  and  as  lining  to  the  time, 

But  more  deuout  then  thefe  are  our  refpedfs 
Haue  we  not  beene,  and  therefore  met  your  loues 
In  their  owne  fafhion,  like  a merriment. 

Du.  Our  letters  madam,  jfhew’d  much  more  then  iefl, 

Lon.  So  did  ourlookes. 

Rofa.  We  did  not  coat  them  fo. 

Kin.  Now  at  the  latefl  minute  of  the  houre, 

Grant  vs  your  loues. 

A time  me  thinkes  too  fliort. 

To  make  a world* without-end  bargalne  In ; 

No,  no  my  lord  your  grace  is  periur’d  much. 

Full  of  deare  guiltinefie,  and  therefore  this  2 

IF 
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If  for  my  loue  (as  there  is  no  fuch  caufe) 

You  will  doe  ought,  this  (hall  you  doe  for  me. 

Your  oath  I will  not  trufl: : but  goe  with  fpeed 
To  fome  forlorne  and  naked  hermitage 
Remote  from  all  the  pleafures  of  the  world  : 

There  flay  vntill  the  twelue  celefliall  fignes 
Haue  brought  about  their  annuall  reckoning, 

If  this  auflere  infociable  life, 

Change  not  your  offer  made  in  heate  of  blood  : 

If  frofls,  and  fafls,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  weeds 
Nip  not  the  gaudie  bloflbmes  of  your  loue  : 

But  that  it  beare  this  triall,  and  lafl  loue : 

Then  at  the  expiration  of  the  yeare, 

^ Come  challenge  me,  challenge  me  by  thefe  deferts, 

And  by  this  virgin  palme,  now  kiffing  thine, 

I will  be  thine  : and  till  that  inflant  fhut 
My  wofull  felfe  vp  in  a mourning  houfe. 

Raining  the  teares  of  lamentation,  ' 

For  the  remembrance  of  my  fathers  death. 

If  this  thou  doe  denie,  let  our  hands  part. 

Neither  inti  tied  in  the  others  heart. 

Kin,  If  this,  or  more  then  this  I would  denie. 

To  flatter  vp  thefe  powers  of  mine  with  reft, 
TheTodaine  hand  of  death  clofe  vp  mine  eye. 

Hence  euer  then,  my  heart  is  in  thy  bred. 

Ber,  And  what  to  me  my  loue  ? and  what  to  me  ? 
Kofe,  You  muflbe  purged  too,  your  fins  are  rack’d. 
You  are  attaint  with  faults  and  periurie : 

Therefore  if  you  my  fauour  meane  to  get, 

A twelue  moneth  fhall  you  fpend,  and  neuer  red, 

But  feeke  the  wearie  beds  of  people  ficke. 

Du,  But  what  to  me  my  loue  ? but  what  to  me  ? 
Kat,  A wife  ? a beard,  faire  health,  and  honedie. 
With  three-fold  loue,  I wifh  you  all  thefe  three. 
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Du.  O fhall  I fay,  I thanke  you  gentle  wife  ? 

Kat.  Not  fo  my  lord,  a tweluemoneth  and  a day, 

He  marke  no  words  that  fmoothfac’d  wooers  fay. 

Come  when  the  king  doth  to  my  ladie  come  : 

Then  if  I haue  much  loue,  He  giue  you  fome. 

Dum.  He  ferue  thee  true  and  faithfully  till  then. 

Kath.  Yet  fweare  not  leaft  ye  be  forfworne  agen. 
hon.  What  laies  Maria  ? 

Mari.  At  the  iweluemoneths  end,' 

He  change  my  blacke  gowne,  for  a faithfull  friend,. 

Lon.  He  Hay  with  patience  : but  the  time  is  long. 
Mari.  The  liker  you,  few  taller  are  fo  yong. 

Ber.  Studies  my  lady  ? Miflrelle,  looke  on  me. 

Behold  the  window  of  my  heart,  mine  eye : 

What  humble  fuite  attends  thy  anfwere  there, 

Impofe  fome  feruice  on  me  for  my  loue. 

Rof.  Oft  haue  I heard  of  you  my  lord  BeroiunCy 
Before  I faw  you,  and  the  worlds  large  tongue 
Proclaimes  you  for  a man  repleate  with  mockes,  > 
Full  of  comparifons,  and  wounding  floutes  : , - 

Which  you  on  all  eftates  will  execute,  , , 

That  lie  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit, 

To  weed  this  wormewood  from  your  fruitfull  braine, 
And  therewithal!  to  win  me,  if  you  pleafe, 

Without  the  which  I am  not  to  be  v/on : 

You  fhall  this  twelmoneth  terme  from  day  to  day, 

Vifite  the  fpeechleffe  ficke,  and  Hill  conuerfe 
With  gi'oaning  wretches  : and  your  tafke  fhall  he. 

With  all  the  fierce  endeuour  of  your  wit. 

To  enforce  the  pained  impotent  to  fmile. 

To  moue  wilde  laughter  in  the  throate  of  death? 
It  cannot  be,  it  is  impofiible.  . 

Mirth  cannot  moue  a foule  in  agony. 

RqJ.  Why  that’s  the  way  to  choakc  a gibing  fpirit. 


Whofc 
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Whofe  influence  is  begot  of  that  loofe  grace, 

Which  fliallow  laughing  hearers  giue  to  fooles  : 

A lefts  profperitie  lies  in  the  eare 

Of  him  that  heares  it,  neuer  in  the  tongue 

Of  him  that  makes  it : then,  if  fickly  eares, 

Deaft  with  the  clamors  of  their  owne  deare  grones. 

Will  heare  your  idle  fcornes  ; continue  then, 

And  I'Will  haue  you,  and  that  fault  withalL  ' 

But  if  they  will  not,  throw  away  that  fpirit. 

And  I fhall  finde  you  emptie  of  that  fault. 

Right  ioyfull  of  your  reformation. 

Ber,  A tweluemoneth  ? Well:  befall  what  will  befall. 

He  iefl:  a tweluemoneth  in  an  hofpitall. 

I fweetmy  lord,  and  fo  I take  my  leaue. 

Kin.  No  madam,  we  will  bring  you  on  your  way. 

Ber.  Our  wooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  play  : 
lacke  hath  not  Gill : thefe  ladies  curtefie 
Might  well  haue  made  our  fport  a comedie. 

Kin.  Come  fir,  it  wants  a tweluemoneth  and  a day. 

And  then  ’twill  end. 

Ber,  That's  too  long  for  a play. 

. t 

, Enter  Braggart. 

Brag.  Sweet  maieflie  vouchfafe  me. 

§u.  Was  that  Hedlor  P 

Dum.  The  worthie  knight  of  Troy. 

Brag.  I wilj  kiffe  thy  royall  finger,  and  take  leaue. 

I am  a votarie,  I haue  vow’d  to  laquenetta  to  hold  the  plough 
for  her  fweet  loue  three  yeares.  But  mofl  efleemed  greatneffe, 
will  you  heare  the ‘dialogue  that  the  two  learned  men  haue 
compiled,  in  praife  of  the  owle  and  the  cuckow  ? It  fliould 
haue  followed  in  the  end  of  our  (hew. 

Kin,  Call  them^  forth  quickely,  we  will  doe  fo. 

Brag.  Holla,  approach.  ‘ * ‘ 


Enter 
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Enter  all. 

This  fide  is  HiemSy  winter. 

This  Very  the  fpring  : the  one  maintained  by  the  owle 
Th'  other  by  the  cuckow. 

Very  begin. 

ne  Song. 

When  dafies  pied,  and  violets  blew. 

And  cuckow- buds  of  yellow  hew: 

And  ladie-fmockes  all  filuer  white, 

Doe  paint  the  medowes  with  delight.  ^ 

The  cuckow  then  on  euery  tree, 

Mockes  married  men,  for  thus  fings  he, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow,  cuckow  : O word  of  feare, 

^ Vnpleafing  to  a married  eare. 

When  fiiepheards  pipe  on  oaten  ftrawes. 

And  merrie  larkes  are  ploughmens  clockes ; 
When  turtles  tread,  and  rookes  and  dawes. 

And  maidens  bleach  their  fummer  fmockes : 
The  cuckow  then  on  euery  tree 
Mockes  married  men ; for  thus  fings  hee, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow,  cuckow : O word  of  feare, 

Vnpleafing  to  a married  eare. 

t 

Winter. 

When  ificles  hang  by  the  wall. 

And  Dicke  the  ftiepheard  blowes  his  naile  : 

And  Tom  beares  logges  into  the  hall. 

And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  paile : 
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"When  blood  is  nipt,  and  wales  be  fowle. 

Then  nightly  fings  the  flaring  owle 
Tu-whit  to-who. 

A merrie  note, 

While  greafie  lone  doth  keele  the  pot. 

When  all  aloud  the  winde  doth  blow. 

And  coffing  drownes  the  parfons  faw : 

And  birds  fit  brooding  in  the  fnow. 

And  Marrians  nofe  lookes  red  and  raw : 

When  roafled  crabs  hiffe  in  the  bowle, 

Then  nightly  fings  the  flaring  owle. 

Tu-whit  to-who  ; 

A merrie  note. 

While  greafie  lone  koth  keele  the  pot. 

Brag,  The  words  of  Mercnrie, 

Are  harlh  after  the  fongs  of  Apollo : 

You  that  way  ; we  this  way, 

* • Exunt  omnes. 


END  OF  VOL.  L 
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